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1/1/e  om  much  of  our  combat  success  to  many  outstanding  folks 
wh  0  were  not  present  at  eith  er  k  viano  A  B  or  G  ioia  del  C  olle 
A  B  .Those  folks  include  families  and  friends  who  supported 
us  from  afar,  leaders  and  commanders  who  placed  faith  in  our 
abilities,  fellow  warriors  who  shared  the  danger  in  the  air, 
dedicated  professionals  at  home  bases  who  provided  the  logistical 
lifeblood,  andall  thepastand presentmembersoftheA  -lOand 
A  ir  F  orce  communities  who  trained  us  right  A  II  these  loved 
ones  and  colleagues  deserve  the  lion's  share  of  credit  for  the 
A  -10  achievements  during  A  Hied  F  orce. 
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Foreword 


In  the  spring  of  1999,  NATO  engaged  in  a  preeedent-setting 
air  eampaign  over  Serbia  and  Kosovo  known  as  Operation 
Allied  Foree  (OAF).  This  event  marked  a  milestone  for  air- 
power,  as  it  was,  arguably,  the  first  time  airpower  alone  was 
deeisive  in  aehieving  vietory  in  eombat.  By  the  end  of  the  eon- 
fliet,  in  June  1999,  Ameriea  and  its  allies  had  mounted  a  mon¬ 
umental  effort  to  aehieve  the  immediate  goals  of  halting  ethnie 
eleansing  in  Kosovo  and  providing  for  the  return  of  hundreds 
of  thousands  of  refugees.  Ground  forees,  introdueed  following 
the  end  of  the  air  eampaign,  have  subsequently  been  employed 
to  seeure  the  peaee. 

Several  books  have  already  been  written  about  OAF,  though 
not  as  many  as  might  have  been  expeeted  given  the  impliea- 
tions  for  NATO  and  airpower  that  eame  out  of  that  eonfliet. 
Those  that  have  been  written  foeus  primarily  on  the  strategie 
level,  the  events,  diplomaey,  and  deeisions  by  senior  military 
and  politieal  leaders  that  led  to  the  eonfliet  and  determined  its 
eonduet.  This  is  not  that  kind  of  book.  This  is  about  the  other 
end  of  the  speetrum  as  told  by  those  that  flew  and  fought  at 
the  most  basie  level  during  the  war — the  A- 10  pilots  of  the 
40th  Expeditionary  Operations  Group  (EOG). 

I  was  privileged  to  eommand  the  52d  Air  Expeditionary  Wing 
during  OAF.  The  40th  EOG  was  one  of  four  sueh  groups  in  my 
wing.  Its  members’  job  was  to  find  and  destroy  fielded  Serb 
forees  in  Kosovo  and  to  provide  eombat  seareh  and  reseue  for 
downed  allied  airerews.  This  is  their  story.  They  take  you  into 
the  eoekpit  where  you  learn  how  the  strategie  poliey  was  ulti¬ 
mately  put  into  aetion. 

After  the  war,  one  senior  Air  Foree  offieer  said,  “About  80 
pereent  of  the  airpower  effort  was  magnifieent,  but  the  other 
20  pereent  was  pretty  ugly.”  Through  the  eyes  of  the  40th 
EOG,  you’ll  see  the  good,  the  bad,  and  the  ugly.  You  will 
appreeiate  the  enormous  pressures  plaeed  on  our  fighter 
pilots  as  they  strove  to  find  and  verify  valid  military  targets, 
proteet  the  eivilian  population  against  eollateral  damage, 
destroy  fielded  Serbian  forees,  and  reseue  downed  airmen. 
You’ll  appreeiate  how  well  and  how  professionally  they  earried 


out  their  mission,  and  you  will  experience  the  frustration  that 
comes  from  waging  war  within  the  inevitable  restrictions 
placed  by  our  leaders. 

OAF  was  an  unusual  war  in  many  ways.  Indeed,  due  to  allied 
political  sensitivities,  we  didn’t  even  call  it  a  “war”  for  quite  some 
time.  Gen  Wesley  K.  Clark,  supreme  allied  commander  in  Europe 
termed  it  diplomacy  by  force  until  he  retired.  While  victory  was 
ultimately  achieved,  it  was  never  declared.  Nevertheless,  for 
those  who  flew  in  it,  OAF  was  war,  and  especially  for  the  A- 10 
pilots  it  was  tough,  dangerous,  and  personal.  I’m  honored  to 
have  led  these  outstanding  warriors,  and  I  support  their  effort  to 
preserve  their  experiences  in  writing.  There  are  important  les¬ 
sons  here  for  all  of  us.  This  is  their  story,  in  their  own  words — 
exciting,  unvarnished,  and  on  target. 


SCOTT  P.  VAN  CLEI 
Brigadier  General,  USAF 
Commander 

52d  Air  Expeditionary  Wing 
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Prologue 


Lt  Col  Chris  “Kimos”  Haave 

In  May  1999,  our  81st  Expeditionary  Fighter  Squadron  (EFS) 
was  flying  out  of  Gioia  del  Colle  Air  Base  (AB),  Italy,  eondueting 
around-the-eloek  eombat  operations  in  support  of  Operation 
Allied  Foree  (OAF).  In  the  midst  of  this,  several  pilots  began  talk¬ 
ing  about  writing  a  book.  Those  of  us  who  were  airpower  and 
military-history  buffs  notieed  that  the  eombat  we  were  experi- 
eneing  was  far  different  from  mueh  of  what  we  had  studied.  After 
Slobodan  Milosevie  eapitulated  and  OAF  ended  in  June,  we  took 
stoek  of  what  we  had  done  and  promised  eaeh  other  to  write 
down  our  eombat  experienees  and  observations.  A- 10s  over 
Kosovo  is  the  fruit  of  that  eommitment. 

Our  initial  vision  for  this  book  was  to  let  eaeh  pilot  tell  an 
aneedote  or  two.  Taken  eolleetively,  those  stories  would  provide 
others  with  an  idea  of  what  an  A- 10  group  had,  or  had  not, 
aeeomplished.  However,  as  we  wrote  and  exehanged  ideas,  we 
deeided  that  the  book  should  foeus  primarily  on  the  missions. 
Therefore,  in  the  end,  our  book  ineludes  many  personal  aeeounts 
of  our  reloeation  and  beddown,  aireraft  maintenanee,  and  eom¬ 
bat  experienees;  we  tried  to  deseribe  the  taetieal  exeeution  of 
those  missions  and  the  many  aetlvlties  that  direetly,  or  indi- 
reetly,  supported  them. 

We  have  limited  our  foeus  to  the  eontributions  of  the  40th 
Expeditionary  Operations  Group  (EOG)  eomprised  of  personnel 
from  the  81st  EFS  at  Spangdahlem  AB,  Germany,  and  the  74th 
EFS  from  Pope  Air  Foree  Base,  North  Carolina.  While  we  fondly 
mention  some  of  the  eombat  eontributions  of  our  feUow  A- 10 
warriors  in  the  104th  EOG  who  operated  out  of  Trapani  AB, 
Sieily,  we  do  not  tell  their  eomplete  story. 

The  seope  of  A- 10s  over  Kosovo  is  limited  to  the  40th  EOG’s 
partieipatlon  in  OAF.  For  simplieity’s  sake  we  use  the  Kosovo 
engagement  zone  (KEZ)  to  deseribe  that  area  of  Kosovo  and 
southeastern  Serbia  where  A- 10  airerews  flew  their  portion  of  the 
air  eampaign  against  fielded  Serbian  forees.  Additionally, 
“Sandys”  (A- 10  pilots  qualified  to  lead  eombat  seareh  and  reseue 
[CSAR]  missions)  were  responsible  to  eover  the  entire  OAF 
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theater  of  operations.  Covering  that  around-the-eloek  CSAR  alert 
during  the  entire  78-day  eampaign  required  A- 10  erews  to  spend 
as  many  hours  on  ground  alert  as  aetually  flying. 

This  book’s  objeetives  are  to  inelude  firsthand  aeeounts  by 
those  who  partieipated  and  share  the  observations  and  eonelu- 
sions  seen  from  their  taetieal  points  of  view.  We  humbly  aeknowl- 
edge  that  we  did  not  thoroughly  researeh  the  operational  and 
strategie  levels  of  the  air  eampaign,  nor  did  we  investigate  the 
many  deeisions  up  and  down  the  ehain  of  eommand  that 
affeeted  the  missions  and  the  rules  of  engagement  (ROE).  Also 
beyond  our  seope  was  a  rigorous  analysis  of  the  international 
politieal-military  diseussions  and  deeisions  above  the  level  we 
eould  direetly  observe.  For  these  reasons,  we  have  limited  our 
foeus  to  the  expeditionary  squadron  and  group  levels.  While  the 
reader  might  oeeasionally  sense  some  frustration  in  an  author’s 
personal  aeeount,  we  have  eoUeetively  attempted  to  refrain  from 
drawing  eonelusions  about  why  we  were  ordered  to  eonduet  our 
operations  in  a  partleular  manner.  We  do  not  feel  qualified  to 
eomment  on  the  appropriateness  of  partleular  eourses  of  aetion 
(COA)  and  ROEs.  However,  sinee  our  firsthand  taetieal  experi- 
enee  allowed  us  to  observe  the  effeet  that  those  COAs  and  ROEs 
had  on  our  missions,  we  are  eomfortable  in  sharing  those  obser¬ 
vations  with  our  readers  and  pointing  out  those  areas  we  eon- 
sider  worthy  of  further  investigation  and  improvement. 

We  have  presented  eaeh  eontributor’s  aeeount,  editing  only  for 
elaiity,  aeeuraey,  and  to  avoid  repeating  eaeh  other’s  stories.  We 
found  that  letting  eaeh  partieipant  speak  freely  was  the  most 
legitimate  way  to  tell  the  A- 10  story.  We  have  organized  these 
stories  to  illustrate  eaeh  ehapter’s  theme  and  have  tried  to  retain 
their  you-are-there  qualily. 

One  of  our  purposes  is  to  attraet  readers  at  all  levels  in  the  Air 
Foree.  Thus  we  diseussed  an  Air  Foree  tenet  ofairpower  that — on 
various  days — ^was  followed,  eould  have  been  better  employed,  or 
was  ignored.  We  also  hope  that  our  honest  attempt  to  provide  an 
aeeurate,  albeit  taetieal,  perspeetive  on  the  effeets  that  higher- 
headquarters  direetion  had  on  our  taetieal  level  of  eombat  will  be 
of  interest  to  that  wider  audienee.  We  refrained  from  seeond- 
guessing  those  whose  deeision-making  proeesses  and  environ¬ 
ments  we  did  not  observe.  Finally,  we  did  attempt  to  present  our 
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narratives  in  a  storytelling  style  that  students  of  airpower  history 
(and  perhaps  the  oeeupants  of  a  fighter -pilot  bar)  might  find 
interesting. 

Even  before  the  end  of  the  air  eampaign,  we  felt  that  doeu- 
menting  our  experienees  would  be  valuable.  A- 10  pilots  eon- 
tributed  to  several  signifieant  and  unique  Air  Foree  aeeomplish- 
ments  during  OAF:  (1)  this  operation  marked  the  first  time  that 
an  airborne  forward  air  eontroller  (AFAC)  aireraft  led  a  large- 
foree  mission  paekage  into  eombat;  (2)  it  also  ineluded  the  first 
major  air  eampaign  in  whieh  no  friendly  alrerews  were  killed  or 
taken  prisoner — A- 10  alrerews  led  the  paekages  that  reseued  the 
only  two  pilots  shot  down;  (3)  although  the  offieial  battle  damage 
assessment  (BDA)  is  ineomplete,  A- 10s  most  likely  destroyed 
more  field-deployed  Serb  weaponry  than  any  other  allied  weapon 
system:  and  (4)  the  two-ship  AFAC’s  first  eombat  test  in  a  360- 
degree  threat  environment  was  a  great  sueeess — none  of  the 
fighters  eontrolled  by  A- 10  AFACs  were  lost,  only  two  A- 10s 
reeeived  any  battle  damage,  and  there  were  no  known  eollateral 
eivilian  easualties. 

This  book  also  presents  many  unique  aspeets  of  A- 10  opera¬ 
tions  in  the  KEZ.  A- 10  AFACs  direeted  strikes  by  nearly  every 
type  of  NATO  aireraft.  US  fighter  aireraft  were  oeeasionally  under 
the  operational  eontrol  of  a  foreign  offieer  (an  allied  offieer  some¬ 
times  filled  the  position  of  direetor  of  the  eombined  air  operations 
eenter  [CAOC]).  Fighter  aireraft  were  also  able  to  loiter  with  near 
impunity  over  a  robust  radar  and  infrared-guided  air  defense 
network  during  day  and  night  operations.  A  drone,  for  the  first 
time,  worked  eoneurrently  with  an  AFAC  to  sueeessfully  loeate, 
attaek,  and  destroy  targets.  Allied  ground  units  provided  eoun- 
terbattery  radar  plots  through  the  airborne  battlefield  eommand 
and  eontrol  eenter  (ABCCC)  aireraft  to  assist  A- 10s  in  loeating 
and  destroying  enemy  artillery — eoining  the  phrase  “elose 
ground  support.” 

Chapter  1  establishes  the  overall  eontext  of  the  A- 10  involve¬ 
ment  in  OAF  and  ineludes  a  deseription  of  partieipating  units, 
their  aireraft,  and  their  weapons  eapabilities.  It  diseusses  mis¬ 
sion  types  and  typieal  missions,  daily  operations  eyeles,  and  the¬ 
ater  geography  and  foree-beddown  loeations.  The  appendix  adds 
further  poliheal  and  military  eontext. 
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Our  personal  experiences  led  us  to  select  certain  themes 
around  which  to  organize  our  book.  Those  themes,  starting  with 
chapter  2,  are  as  follows:  mission  leadership;  beddown,  mainte¬ 
nance,  and  combat  support;  enemy  action;  target  identification 
and  ROE;  the  Flat  Face-Giraffe  hunt;  tactical  innovation;  and 
“my  turn  in  the  barrel.”  Each  chapter  begins  with  a  short  dis¬ 
cussion  of  the  particular  theme  around  which  it  is  structured; 
the  authors  then  tell  their  associated  stories.  In  reality,  a  few  of 
those  stories  may  touch  on  more  than  one  theme,  and  some 
stories  may  contain  ideas  that  do  not  specifically  fit  any  theme. 
However,  we  believe  that  all  the  widely  ranging  stories,  from  a 
new  wingman’s  account  of  his  first  combat  sortie  to  a  comman¬ 
der’s  description  of  relocating  his  unit  while  executing  combat 
operations,  add  value  and  integrily  to  the  book. 

We  in  the  40th  FOG  Hog  community  owe  much  of  our  combat 
success  to  many  outstanding  folks  who  were  not  present  at 
either  Aviano  AB  or  Gioia  del  Colle  AB.  They  include  families  and 
friends  who  supported  us  from  afar,  leaders  and  commanders 
who  placed  faith  in  our  abilities,  fellow  warriors  who  shared  the 
danger  in  the  air,  dedicated  professionals  at  home  bases  who 
provided  the  logistical  lifeblood,  and  aU  the  past  and  present 
members  of  the  A- 10  and  Air  Force  communities  who  trained  us 
right.  All  these  loved  ones  and  colleagues  deserve  the  lion’s  share 
of  credit  for  the  A- 10  achievements  during  Allied  Force. 

These  stories,  then,  are  our  accounts  of  personal  experiences 
and  do  not  pretend  to  provide  definitive  answers  to  weighty  ques¬ 
tions  of  strategy  or  doctrine.  However,  we  do  hope  you  enjoy 
reading  them  as  much  as  we  did  writing  them. 
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Contributors 


Capt  Nathan  S.  Brauner 


Capt  Joseph  S.  Brosious 


Maj  Dawn  M.  Brotherton 


Capt  Nate  “Foghorn”  Brauner  is  from 
Northridge,  California,  and  graduated 
from  the  United  States  Air  Foree  Aeademy 
(USAFA)  in  1991.  He  has  aeeumulated 
more  than  1,500  flying  hours  in  the  A- 10 
and  has  served  as  an  A- 10  replaeement 
training  unit  (RTU)  instruetor  pilot  at 
Davis-Monthan  Air  Foree  Base  (AFB),  Ari¬ 
zona.  He  has  also  served  at  Laughlin  AFB, 
Texas;  Wright-Patterson  AFB,  Ohio;  Pope 
AFB,  North  Carolina;  and  Spangdahlem 
Air  Base  (AB),  Germany. 

Capt  Joe  “Joe  Bro”  Brosious  is  a  gradu¬ 
ate  of  the  University  of  Colorado,  and  has 
served  tours  at  Osan  AB,  South  Korea,  and 
Spangdahlem.  Following  Operation  Allied 
Foree  (OAF)  he  served  as  an  A- 10  RTU 
instruetor  pilot  at  Davis-Monthan. 


Maj  Dawn  Brotherton  is  from  Champion, 
Ohio,  and  graduated  from  Ohio  State  Uni¬ 
versity  in  1988.  She  holds  a  master’s 
degree  from  Central  Missouri  State  Uni¬ 
versity  and  is  a  personnel  offieer  by  trade. 
Major  Brotherton  has  had  assignments  at 
Whiteman  AFB,  Missouri;  Osan;  Nellis 
AFB,  Nevada;  Spangdahlem;  and  Ran¬ 
dolph  AFB,  Texas.  Following  OAF,  Dawn 
served  as  the  ehief  of  personnel-offieer 
assignments  at  Randolph.  Dawn  is  mar¬ 
ried  to  Pete,  and  they  have  a  beautiful 
daughter  Raehel. 
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Maj  Peter  R.  Brotherton 


Maj  Pete  “Bro”  Brotherton  is  from 
Wilton,  Connecticut,  and  graduated  from 
Embry-Riddle  University  in  1985.  He  has 
accumulated  more  than  3,000  flying 
hours  in  the  A- 10,  F-4G,  and  AT-38  with 
assignments  at  England  AFB,  Louisiana; 
Holloman  AFB,  New  Mexico;  Osan;  Nellis; 
and  Spangdahlem.  Following  OAF  Bro 
served  in  the  Air  Force  Reserve  in  San 
Antonio,  Texas. 


Maj  David  W.  Brown 


Maj  Dave  Brown  is  from  Terre  Haute, 
Indiana,  and  graduated  from  Indiana 
State  University  in  1986.  He  has  flown  the 
AT-38,  F-15,  A-10,  and  F-16  block  40  air¬ 
craft  with  assignments  at  Holloman; 
Elmendorf  AFB,  Alaska;  Hickam  AFB, 
Hawaii;  Spangdahlem;  and  Eielson  AFB, 
Alaska.  After  OAF  he  commanded  the 
354th  Maintenance  Squadron  at  Eielson. 
Dave  and  his  wife,  Patricia,  have  three 
children — David  Jr.,  Christopher,  and 
Megan.  Dave  enjoys  outdoor  activities, 
including  camping,  fishing,  and  hunting. 


Capt  Kevin  Bullard 


Capt  Kevin  “Boo”  Bullard  is  from 
Charleston,  South  Carolina,  and  holds  a 
Bachelor  of  Science  degree  in  civil  engi¬ 
neering  from  the  USAFA  class  of  1989.  He 
has  accumulated  more  than  2,700  total 
flying  hours  and  is  currently  serving  in 
the  USAF  Reserves  as  a  full-time  instruc¬ 
tor  pilot  at  Columbus  AFB,  Mississippi. 
Since  departing  active-duty  service,  he 
has  had  the  opportunity  to  hunt,  fish,  and 
spend  time  with  his  wife  and  two  daugh¬ 
ters. 
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1st  Lt  Scott  R.  Cerone 


1st  Lt  Michael  A.  Curley 


\ 


■A 


1st  Lt  Allen  E.  Duckworth 


1st  Lt  Scott  “Hummer”  Cerone  is  a 

1995  graduate  of  the  USAFA  where  he 
was  a  four -year  varsity-letter  winner  in 
laerosse.  He  has  1,200  hours  in  the 
A/OA-10  and  during  OAF  was  assigned  to 
the  74th  Fighter  Squadron  “Flying  Tigers” 
at  Pope.  Following  OAF,  Seott  was  sta¬ 
tioned  at  Osan  and  eurrently  is  assigned 
to  Davis-Monthan  as  an  A/OA-10  FTU 
instruetor  pilot. 


1st  Lt  Mike  “Scud”  Curley  is  from  Pitts¬ 
field,  Massaehusetts,  and  holds  a  Baehe- 
lor  of  Seienee  degree  in  behavioral  seienee 
from  the  USAFA,  elass  of  1995.  He  aeeu- 
mulated  more  than  700  flying  hours  in 
the  A- 10  at  Spangdahlem  and  Osan. 


1st  Lt  AUen  “JAKS”  Duckworth  is  from 
Columbus,  Indiana,  and  is  a  1996  gradu¬ 
ate  of  the  USAFA.  He  has  aeeumulated 
more  than  570  flying  hours  in  the  A- 10  at 
Spangdahlem  and  Davis-Monthan. 
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Capt  Andrew  J.  Gebara 


Maj  David  E.  Gross 


Col  Christopher  E.  Haave 


Capt  Andrew  J.  “Buffy”  Gebara  is  a  12- 

year  Air  Force  veteran  from  Highland,  Cali¬ 
fornia.  He  is  a  1991  graduate  of  the  United 
States  Naval  Academy  and  holds  a  master’s 
degree  from  Syracuse  University’s  Maxwell 
School  of  Citizenship  and  Public  Affairs.  In 
addition  to  his  time  over  Kosovo,  Captain 
Gebara  has  been  assigned  to  Spangdahlem 
and  Barksdale  AFB,  Louisiana.  He  is  a  sen¬ 
ior  pilot  with  more  than  2,600  hours  of  fly¬ 
ing  time  in  the  A- 10,  AT-38,  B-2,  and  B-52 
aircraft.  Buffy  is  currently  serving  as  an 
instructor  pilot  in  the  B-2  “stealth  bomber” 
at  Whiteman. 

Maj  Dave  “Devo”  Gross  holds  a  Bachelor 
of  Science  degree  from  the  University  of 
Florida  and  a  master’s  degree  in  public 
administration  from  Webster  University.  He 
has  flown  more  than  2,500  hours  in  the  A- 
10,  T-3A,  F-4G  Wild  Weasel,  and  F-16  air¬ 
craft  during  his  assignments  at  Plattsburgh 
AFB,  New  York;  Columbus;  England;  Ran¬ 
dolph;  Nellis;  and  Spangdahlem.  Currently 
he  is  an  F-16  pilot  in  the  Tulsa  Oklahoma 
Air  National  Guard  (ANG)  and  flies  for 
American  Airlines.  Dave  and  his  wife, 
Nadine,  have  a  son,  Matthew,  and  are 
expecting  the  birth  of  another  son. 

Col  Chris  “Kimos”  Haave  was  born  on 
20  July  1960  and  graduated  from  the 
USAFA  in  1982.  After  pilot  training  at 
Laughlin,  he  flew  the  A- 10  at  RAF  Wood- 
bridge,  United  Kingdom,  and  the  AT-38B 
at  Holloman.  He  studied  as  an  Olmsted 
Scholar  in  Lyon,  France,  and  Boston, 
Massachusetts;  attended  the  French  Joint 
Defense  College;  and  held  staff  positions 
at  the  Pentagon,  the  US  Mission  to  NATO 
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in  Brussels,  and  the  Supreme  Headquar¬ 
ters  Allied  Powers  Europe.  He  eommanded 
the  81st  Fighter  Squadron  “Panthers”  at 
Spangdahlem  from  July  1998  to  April 
2000,  and  is  eurrently  the  eommander  of 
the  612th  Air  Operations  Group  at  Davis- 
Monthan. 


1st  Lt  Johnny  L.  Hamilton 


1st  Lt  Johnny  “CBU”  Hamilton  is  from 
Converse,  Texas,  and  a  1996  graduate  of 
Angelo  State  University  with  a  Baehelor  of 
Seienee  degree  in  psyehology.  He  has 
aeeumulated  almost  800  flying  hours  in 
the  A- 10  at  Spangdahlem  and  Osan. 
CBU  is  eurrently  serving  a  two-year  sen- 
tenee  as  an  air  liaison  offieer  at  Fort  Hood, 
Texas. 


Lt  Col  Phil  M.  Haun 


Lt  Col  Phil  “Goldie”  Haun  was  born  on 
7  February  1964  and  is  from  Ceeilia,  Ken- 
tueky.  He  holds  a  Baehelor  of  Seienee 
degree  in  environmental  engineering  from 
Harvard  University  and  a  Master  of  Arts  in 
eeonomies  from  Vanderbilt  University. 
Goldie  is  a  weapons-sehool  graduate  with 
more  than  2,000  flying  hours  in  the  A- 10 
with  assignments  at  RAF  Bentwaters, 
England:  Osan;  Spangdahlem;  and  Eiel- 
son.  He  attended  Air  Command  and  Staff 
College  and  the  Sehool  of  Advaneed  Air 
and  Spaee  Studies  (SAASS)  at  Maxwell 
AFB,  Alabama,  following  OAF.  He  is  eur¬ 
rently  serving  as  the  operations  offieer  of 
the  355th  Fighter  Squadron  (FS)  at  Eiel- 
son.  Goldie  and  his  wife,  Bonnie,  have  two 
ehildren — Clayton  and  Sadie. 
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Lt  Col  Mark  E.  Koechle 


1st  Lt  Stuart  C.  Martin 


Capt  Francis  M.  McDonough 


Lt  Col  Mark  “Coke”  Koechle  is  from 
Kokomo,  Indiana,  and  is  a  1983  graduate 
of  Purdue  University  with  Baehelor  of  Sei- 
enee  degree  in  aeronautieal  engineering. 
He  has  aeeumulated  more  than  3,300  fly¬ 
ing  hours  in  the  A- 10  with  assignments  at 
RAF  Bentwaters;  Nellis;  Fort  Leavenworth, 
Kansas;  Ramstein  AB,  Germany;  and 
Spangdahlem.  He  eommanded  the  81st 
Fighter  Squadron  Panthers  prior  to  his 
reeent  departure  to  attend  the  National 
War  College,  Washington,  D.C.  Coke  is 
one  of  the  few  A- 10  pilots  to  have  flown  in 
both  OAF  and  Operation  Desert  Storm. 


1st  Lt  Stu  “Co”  Martin  is  a  1995  gradu¬ 
ate  of  the  USAFA  where  he  reeeived  a 
Baehelor  of  Seienee  degree  in  behavioral 
seienee.  He  aeeumulated  more  than  800 
hours  in  the  A- 10  during  his  first  opera¬ 
tional  assignment  at  Spangdahlem.  He  is 
eontinuing  to  fly  the  A- 10  at  Pope  while 
assigned  to  the  74th  FS. 


Capt  Marty  “JD”  McDonough  is  from 
Orono,  Maine,  and  graduated  from  the 
USAFA  in  1989.  He  has  aeeumulated 
more  than  2,500  flying  hours  in  the  A- 10 
and  T-38  aireraft  with  assignments  at 
Columbus,  Osan,  Pope,  and  Spang¬ 
dahlem.  Marty  is  eurrently  the  USAFE 
ehief  of  A/OA-10  standardization  and 
evaluation  at  headquarters  in  Ramstein. 
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Capt  James  P.  Meger 


Capt  James  “Meegs”  Meger  from  Lan¬ 
caster,  New  York,  graduated  from  the 
USAFA  in  1992  with  a  Baehelor  of  Seienee 
degree  in  engineering.  Meegs  has  flown 
more  than  500  hours  in  the  AT-38B  and 
more  than 1,500  hours  in  the  A- 10  during 
assignments  to  Osan  and  Spangdahlem. 
He  is  eurrently  assigned  to  Langley  AFB, 
Virginia,  flying  the  F-15. 


Capt  Michael  J.  Shenk 


Capt  Mike  “Hook”  Shenk  is  from  Down¬ 
ers  Grove,  Illinois,  and  graduated  from 
Southern  Illinois  University  at  Carbondale 
in  1988.  He  has  aeeumulated  more  than 
2,600  flying  hours  in  the  T-38  and  A-10 
with  assignments  at  Columbus,  Spang¬ 
dahlem,  and  Willow  Grove  Joint  Reserve 
Base,  Horsham  Township,  Pennsylvania. 
Hook  is  eurrently  the  assistant  weapons 
offieer  for  the  103d  FS  at  Willow  Grove 
and  a  flight  offieer  for  United  Airlines. 


Capt  Ron  “Stu”  Stuewe  is  from  Papillion, 
Nebraska,  and  is  a  1993  graduate  from 
the  USAFA.  He  has  aeeumulated  more 
than  1,500  flying  hours  in  the  A-10  with 
assignments  at  Shaw  AFB,  South  Car¬ 
olina;  Pope;  and  Osan.  Stu  attended 
weapon  sehool  following  OAF  and  is  eur¬ 
rently  an  instruetor  at  the  USAF  Weapons 
Sehool  at  Nellis. 


Capt  Ronald  F.  Stuewe 
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Col  Alan  E.  Thompson 


Capt  Ripley  E.  Woodard 


Col  A1  “Moose”  Thompson  holds  a  busi¬ 
ness  degree  from  the  University  of  Con- 
neetieut.  He  served  tours  in  both  the  Air 
and  Joint  Staff.  He  served  as  the  52d  FW 
viee  eommander  and  eommanded  the 
40th  Expeditionary  Operations  Group  at 
Gioia  del  Colle  AB,  Italy,  during  OAF.  He 
also  has  eommanded  an  operational  sup¬ 
port  squadron  and  the  Air  Foree  Warrior 
Preparation  Center  at  Einsiedlerhof  Air 
Station,  Germany.  Colonel  Thompson  is  a 
eommand  pilot  and  has  aeeumulated 
more  than  3,500  flying  hours  in  single¬ 
seat  fighter  and  attaek  aireraft  during  his 
14  assignments.  Those  assignments 
inelude  Columbus;  RAF  Bentwaters; 
Davis-Monthan;  Kunsan;  Spangdahlem; 
and  Misawa  AB,  Japan.  After  serving  as  a 
professor  of  air  and  spaee  studies,  and 
eommanding  the  Air  Foree  Reserve  Offieer 
Training  Corps  (AFROTC)  detaehment  at 
the  University  of  Pittsburgh,  Colonel 
Thompson  was  seleeted  to  eommand  the 
AFROTC  program  nationwide. 


Capt  “Rip”  Woodard  is  from  Houston/ 
Klein,  Texas,  and  is  a  1989  graduate  of 
Texas  A&M  University.  He  has  aeeumulated 
more  than  2,700  flying  hours  in  the  A- 10, 
AT-38,  and  T-37  aireraft  during  assign¬ 
ments  at  Reese  AFB,  Texas;  Spangdahlem; 
Randolph;  and  Williams  AFB,  Texas.  Rip  is 
eurrently  an  AT-38  instruetor  pilot  in  the 
Introduetion  to  Fighter  Fundamentals 
eourse  at  Randolph. 
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Chronology 


(Key:  an  asterisk  marks  activities  and  events  covered  in  this  book; 
other  political  and  military  activities  are  listed  to  provide  context.) 

1999 


7  January 


15  January 


16  January 


28  January 


The  81st  Fighter  Squadron  (FS)  deploys  with 
six  A- 10s  to  Aviano  AB,  Italy,  in  support  of 
Joint  Forge.* 

The  Organization  for  Seeurity  and  Cooperation 
in  Europe  (OSCE)  Kosovo  Verifieatlon  Mission 
(KVM)  reports  a  serious  deterioration  of  the  sit¬ 
uation  in  the  area.  KVM  patrols  witness  Serb 
army  (VJ)  tanks  and  armored  vehieles  firing 
direetly  into  houses  near  Malopoljee  and 
Petrova,  and  notes  houses  burning  in  Raeak. 

Returning  to  Raeak,  the  KVM  eonfirms  that 
Serb  seeurity  forees  had  killed  45  Albanian 
eivilians  and  stated  that  it  had  evidenee  of 
arbitrary  detentions,  extrajudieial  killings, 
and  the  mutilation  of  unarmed  eivilians  by  the 
seeurity  forees  of  the  Former  Republie  of 
Yugoslavia  (FRY). 

Seeretary  General  Javier  Solana  of  NATO 
issues  a  statement  indieating  that  NATO  fully 
supports  the  enhaneed  status  for  Kosovo, 
preservation  of  the  territorial  integrity  of  the 
FRY,  and  proteetion  of  the  rights  of  all  ethnie 
groups.  The  statement  ealls  for  FRY  authori¬ 
ties  to  immediately  bring  the  foree  levels,  pos¬ 
ture,  and  aetions  of  the  Yugoslav  army  and 
the  Speeial  Poliee  into  striet  eomplianee  with 
their  eommitments  to  NATO  on  25  Oetober 
1998  and  to  end  the  exeessive  and  dispropor¬ 
tionate  use  of  foree  in  aeeordanee  with  these 
eommitments. 


XXVll 


30  January 

7  February 

1  March 

19  March 


21  March 

23  March 


NATO’s  primacy  focus  remains  on  the  peace 
negotiations  in  Rambouillet,  France;  all  the 
while,  intelligence  reports  clearly  show  a  sig¬ 
nificant  buildup  of  FRY  forces  in  Kosovo.  The 
North  Atlantic  Council  (NAC)  gives  Secretary 
General  Solana  the  authority  to  authorize  air 
strikes  against  targets  on  FRY  territory. 

The  81st  FS  is  extended  for  30  days  and  di¬ 
rected  to  stand  up  combat  search  and  rescue 
(CSAR).* 

The  81st  FS  is  extended  indefinitely  and  is 
authorized  15A-10s.* 

After  the  Kosovar  Albanians  sign  the  proposed 
agreement,  negotiations  are  suspended,  and  the 
Serb  delegates  leave  Paris  without  signing  it. 
They  denounce  the  Western  ultimatum  as  a  vio¬ 
lation  of  international  law  and  the  UN  charter. 
The  KVM  withdraws  from  Kosovo.  Almost  one- 
third  of  the  FRYs  total  armed  forces,  massed  in 
and  around  Kosovo,  commences  the  systematic 
expulsion  of  Kosovo’s  ethnic  Albanians,  code- 
named  Operation  Horseshoe.  Many  were  driven 
out  of  their  homes  and  villages.  Some  victims 
are  summarily  executed,  hundreds  of  thou¬ 
sands  are  displaced,  and  many  lose  their  homes 
when  Serbs  set  fire  to  them. 

US  Ambassador  Richard  C.  Holbrooke  is  dis¬ 
patched  to  Belgrade  to  deliver  a  “final  warn¬ 
ing”  to  Slobodan  Milosevic. 

Ambassador  Holbrooke  departs  Belgrade, 
having  received  no  concessions  of  any  kind 
from  Milosevic.  Subsequently,  Secretary  Gen¬ 
eral  Solana  directs  Gen  Wesley  K.  Clark, 
supreme  allied  commander  Europe  (SACEUR) 
to  initiate  air  operations  in  the  FRY. 


xxviii 


24  March 

25  March 

27  March 

30  March 

1  April 
3  April 

5  April 

6  April 


7  April 


Operation  Allied  Foree  (OAF)  eommenees  with 
eombat  operations  against  Serbian  forees.* 

The  Yugoslav  government  breaks  off  diplo- 
matie  relations  with  the  United  States, 
Franee,  Germany,  and  the  United  Kingdom. 

After  an  F-117  is  lost  near  Belgrade,  a  sue- 
eessful  81st-led  CSAR  effort  reeovers  the 
pilot.* 

Combined  Air  Interdietion  of  Fielded  Forees 
(CAIFF)  begins  operations  but  is  limited  to  10 
miles  penetration  of  Kosovo.* 

Serbian  forees  eapture  three  US  soldiers  in 
the  FRY  of  Maeedonia. 

NATO  missiles  strike  eentral  Belgrade  for  the 
first  time  and  destroy  the  Yugoslav  and  Ser¬ 
bian  interior  ministries. 

Maj  Devo  Gross  flies  his  first  eombat  sortie 
with  Capt  Lester  Less.* 

The  first  sueeessful  A- 10  attaek  oeeurs  during 
OAF.  Weather  finally  permits  an  AFAC  to 
loeate  and  destroy  a  Serb  truek  park.* 

Lt  Col  Kimos  Haave  eontrols  an  18-ship  paek- 
age  against  military  vehieles  and  petroleum, 
oils,  and  lubrieants  (POL)  targets.* 

CAIFF  operations  ehanges  its  name  to  Serb 
army  (VJ)-Serb  Interior  Ministry  poliee  (MUP) 
Engagement  Zone  (VMEZ);  ineluded  all  of 
Kosovo.* 

Maj  Dirt  Fluhr  transmits  on  the  radio:  “Hey, 
they’re  shooting  at  us!”* 


XXIX 


8  April 

9  April 

10  April 

1 1  April 

14  April 


15  April 


21  April 


Capt  JD  McDonough  destroys  fuel  trueks.* 

Capt  Rip  Woodard  sueeessfully  reeovers  his  A- 
10  after  experieneing  a  dual-engine  flameout 
in  the  weather  at  flight  level  (FL)  300.* 

The  NAC  approves  the  eoneept  of  operations 
and  the  operations  plan  for  Allied  Harbor,  the 
NATO  humanitarian  effort  in  Albania. 

The  81st  FS  moves  to  Gioia  del  Colle.* 

Col  A1  Thompson  stands  up  the  40th  Expedi¬ 
tionary  Operations  Group  (EOG).* 

Bear  31  (an  F-16  AFAC)  leads  an  attaek  on  a 
eolumn  of  approximately  100  vehieles.  Many 
are  destroyed,  and  64  noneombatants  are 
killed  before  Cub  31  (Capt  JD  MeDonough) 
identifies  the  eonvoy  as  eivilian.  Bear  31  then 
terminates  the  F-16  and  Freneh  Jaguar 
attaeks.* 

This  is  the  first  day  that  Maeedonian  airspaee 
ean  be  used  to  fly  attaek  missions.* 

The  VMEZ  ehanges  to  the  Kosovo  engagement 
zone  (KEZ).* 

Five  74th  FS  aireraft,  nine  pilots,  and  65  sup¬ 
port  personnel  arrive  from  Pope  AFB  and  are 
integrated  into  81st  EFS.* 

All  European  Union  eountries  agree  to  stop 
oil-produet  deliveries  by  or  through  member 
states  to  the  FRY.  NATO  missiles  hit  the  Bel¬ 
grade  headquarters  of  Milosevie’s  Serbian 
Soeialist  Party  and  his  private  residenee;  the 
allies  believed  that  both  eould  eommand  and 
eontrol  VJ/MUP  forees. 


XXX 


22  April 

1  May 


2  May 

4  May 

5  May 

7  May 


Alliance  nations  reaffirm  the  eonditions  that 
will  bring  an  end  to  the  air  eampaign  and 
announee  an  intensifieation  of  that  eampaign. 

Maj  Devo  Gross  and  Capt  Boo  Bullard  destroy 
a  group  of  20-30  military  trueks  near  U-Town 
and  six  tanks  in  a  river  bed.* 

Four  40th  EOG  Sandys  lead  the  reseue  of  Ham¬ 
mer  34,  an  F-16  pilot  shot  down  in  northern 
Serbia.* 

Maj  Corn  Mays,  Maj  Devo  Gross,  Capt  Meegs 
Meger,  and  Lt  Send  Curley  dodge  multiple  sur- 
faee-to-air  missiles  (SAM)  and  attaek  a  troop 
eoneentration.  * 

Col  A1  Thompson,  Lt  Col  Kimos  Haave,  and 
others  diseuss  ROE  and  Apaehe  helieopter 
options  with  Lt  Gen  Mike  Short  and  Lt  Gen 
John  Hendrix,  USA,  at  Tirana,  Albania.* 

Three  eaptured  US  soldiers  are  released  into  the 
eustody  of  US  eivil  rights  leader  Jesse  Jaekson. 

Maj  Goldie  Haun  kills  a  self-propelled  artillery 
pieee  and  strafes  two  tanks,  is  hit  by  an  SA-14 
missile,  and  reeovers  to  Skopje,  Maeedonia.* 
Great  Flat  Faee-Giraffe  Hunt  begins.* 

The  ROEs  ehange.  The  “within  10  nautieal 
miles  (NM)  of  the  border”  sanetuary  is  replaeed 
by  three  zones:  0-2,  2-5,  and  5-10  NM  of  bor¬ 
der,  with  progressively  inereasing  likelihood  of 
target  approval.* 

NATO  planes  aeeidentally  bomb  the  Chinese 
Embassy  in  Belgrade,  killing  three  and 
wounding  20.  NATO  deseribes  the  bombing  as 
a  “tragie  mistake”  eaused  by  “faulty  informa¬ 
tion.”  The  United  States  and  NATO  say  that 
the  intended  target  was  a  Yugoslav  building 
with  military  use,  but  US  maps  used  in  the 
planning  of  the  operation  were  old  and  had 
the  embassy  loeated  at  a  previous  address. 


XXXI 


11  May 


14  May 


19  May 


22  May 


An  A- 10  AFAC  is  hit  beneath  the  eoekpit  by  a 
shoulder -fired  missile.  The  warhead  does  not 
detonate,  and  the  pilot  is  able  to  reeover  the 
aireraft  to  Gioia.* 

A  Predator  UAV  operator  provides  Lt  Col  Coke 
Koeehle’s  flight  with  real-time  target  eoordi- 
nates  of  a  Serb  army  eommand  post  and  hid¬ 
den  armored  vehieles.  The  Serb  eommand 
post  and  armor  targets  are  destroyed.* 

Lt  Col  Surgeon  Dahl  flies  the  last  flight  of  his 
tour  (fini-flight)  with  wingman  Lt  Hummer 
Cerone  on  his  first  eombat  sortie;  several  mili¬ 
tary  vehieles  are  destroyed  with  seeondary 
explosions.* 

At  least  79  people  are  killed  and  58  wounded 
when  NATO  missiles  hit  Korisa,  a  village  in 
southern  Kosovo. 

Capt  Hook  Shenk  flies  a  mission  eheek-ride; 
Capt  Serape  Johnson  evaluates  while  flying  as 
Hook’s  wingman.  They  attaek  targets  and  dodge 
a  SAM.* 

Russia  says  mediation  efforts  with  the  West 
are  deadloeked.  A  NATO  bomb  kills  10 
inmates  in  a  Pristina  jail. 

The  104th  EOG  arrives  at  Trapani  AB,  Sieily. 

A  UN  humanitarian  mission  visits  Kosovo,  as 
NATO  admits  its  mistake  in  bombing  Kosovo 
Liberation  Army  positions  at  Kosare,  near  the 
border  with  Albania.  Sourees  elose  to  the  KLA 
say  seven  guerillas  were  killed  and  15  injured. 

Milosevie  and  four  other  Serbian  leaders  are 
indieted  by  the  UN  International  Criminal  Tri¬ 
bunal  for  the  former  Yugoslavia  (ICTY)  for 
erimes  against  humanity.  The  indietment  is 
amended  and  expanded  on  29  June  2001. 
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23  May 


31  May 

8  June 


9  June 


10  June 


NATO  begins  a  bombing  eampaign  against  the 
Yugoslav  eleetrieity  grid,  ereating  a  major  dis¬ 
ruption  of  power  that  affeets  many  military- 
related  aetivities  and  water  supplies. 

The  104th  EOG  begins  to  fly  missions  out  of 
Trapani  AB,  Sieily. 

1st  Lt  Hummer  Cerone  and  1st  Lt  Co  Martin 
pass  their  flight-lead  eheek  rides  and  pin  on 
eaptain  bars. 

The  West  and  Russia  reaeh  a  landmark  agree¬ 
ment  on  a  draft  UN  resolution  at  the  annual 
meeting  of  the  heads  of  state  of  the  eight 
major  industrial  demoeraeies  (G8)  in  Cologne, 
Franee.  NATO  ealls  on  Milosevie  to  resume 
military  talks  on  troop  withdrawal  at  onee. 
Talks  between  senior  NATO  and  FRY  offieers 
on  a  Serb  pullout  from  Kosovo  resume  in 
Maeedonia  and  eontinue  into  the  night. 

This  is  the  last  day  authorized  for  NATO  forees 
to  expend  ordnanee. 

Slobodan  Milosevie  eapitulates  and  agrees  to 
withdraw  forees  from  Kosovo.* 

Maj  James  “Jimbo”  MaeCauley  and  1st  Lt  Send 
Curley  are  shot  at  by  mobile  SAMs,  return  the 
attaek,  and  seore  a  probable  SAM  kiU.* 

Col  A1  Thompson  attaeks  armored  personnel 
earners  (APC)  near  Mount  Osljak.* 

Military  talks  eontinue  with  senior  NATO  and 
FRY  offieers.  Late  in  the  day,  the  two  parties 
sign  the  Military  Teehnieal  Agreement. 

Seeretary  General  Solana  ealls  for  a  suspension 
of  NATO  air  strikes  after  reeeiving  definite  evi- 
denee  that  Serb  forees  are  withdrawing  from 
northern  Kosovo.  The  UN  Seeuriiy  Couneil 
adopts  Resolution  1244  on  Kosovo.  In  Cologne, 
G8  ministers  draft  a  plan  to  anehor  the  Balkans 
to  Western  Europe  and  rebuild  Kosovo. 
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11  June 


20  June 


30  June 


6  Oetober 


29  June 


12  February 


Col  A1  Thompson  passes  eommand  of  the  40th 
EOG  to  Col  Gregg  Sanders  and  returns  to 
Spangdahlem.  * 

In  aeeordanee  with  the  9  June  Military  Teehnl- 
eal  Agreement,  Serb  forees  eompletely  withdraw 
from  Kosovo,  leading  Seeretary  General  Solana 
to  offieially  end  NATO’s  bombing  eampaign  in 
the  Former  Republie  of  Yugoslavia. 

A- 10s  eease  CSAR  and  elose  air  support  (CAS) 
alert  as  NATO  oeeupation  forees  enter  the  KEZ.* 


2000 

Milosevle  eoneedes  defeat  in  the  presidential 
eleetion  to  Vlajislav  Kostuniea.  Milosevle  gives 
up  power  after  widespread  protests  and  Rus¬ 
sian  urging. 


2001 

Prime  Minister  Zoran  Djindjie  of  Serbia  invokes 
Yugoslavia’s  obligations  under  international  law 
to  support  the  transfer  of  Milosevle  to  the  UN 
war  erimes  tribunal  at  The  Hague.  Milosevle  is 
eharged  with  eommitting  erimes  against 
humanity  in  Kosovo  and  Croatia.  In  November 
2001,  the  eharge  of  genoeide  is  added,  stem¬ 
ming  from  his  alleged  aetivity  during  the 
1992-95  Bosnian  war. 


2002 

Milosevle’s  trial  begins  in  The  Hague  with  Milo¬ 
sevle  aeting  as  his  own  defense  lawyer.  He  is  the 
first  head  of  state  to  faee  an  international  war- 
erimes  eourt. 
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The  A-10,  Its  Missions, 
and  the  Hog  Units  That  Flew 
in  Operation  Allied  Force 

Lt  Col  Chris  “Kimos”  Haave 

Introduction 

The  A-10  Thunderbolt  II  is  the  last  in  a  long  line  of  fighter 
and  attaek  aireraft  named  ‘Thunder,”  whieh  were  built  by  the 
Farrehild  Republie  Aireraft  Company  of  Farmingdale,  New 
York.  Its  notable  aseendants  inelude  its  namesake  the  P-47 
Thunderbolt,  the  F-84  Thunderjet,  the  F-84F  Thunderstreak, 
and  the  storied  F-105  Thunderehief,  whose  name  was  famil¬ 
iarly  abbreviated  to  ‘Thud.”  The  Thunderbolt  II  was  developed 
to  provide  elose  air  support  (CAS)  and  improve  on  the  Air 
Foree’s  experienee  with  the  reliable  Vietnam  War-era  Douglas 
A- IE  “Skyraiders.”  The  A- IE  was  a  rugged  and  versatile 
ground-attaek  fighter  that  eould  loiter  for  extended  periods  in 
the  target  area  and  effeetively  employ  a  wide  variety  of  air-to- 
ground  weaponry.  These  attributes  well  served  the  CAS  and 
eombat  seareh  and  reseue  (CSAR)  mission  needs;  pilots  flying 
the  A- IE  on  CSAR  missions  were  first  to  use  the  “Sandy”  eall 
sign.  To  provide  similar  eapabilities,  the  A-10  was  designed  as 
a  straight-wing,  subsonie  attaek  aireraft  uniquely  equipped 
with  an  internal  seven-barrel  GAU-8  30  millimeter  (mm) 
Gatling  gun.  It  ean  also  employ  a  large  variety  of  weapons — in¬ 
eluding  AGM-65  Maveriek  missiles — and  ean  defend  itself  with 
air  intereept  missiles  (AIM).  Early  in  its  history,  the  A-lO’s 
appearanee  earned  it  the  beloved  niekname  “Warthog,”  whieh 
is  often  shortened  to  “Hog.”  Many  A-10  units  have  unoffieial 
patehes  or  eoffee  mugs  with  the  motto  “Go  Ugly  Early” — a 
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A- 10s  OVER  KOSOVO 


testimony  to  its  unique  allure  and  the  affeetion  felt  by  those 
assoeiated  with  it. 


The  nomenelature  of  the  A- 10  is  often  eonfusing  beeause 
the  designations  “A-10,”  “OA-10,”  and  “A/OA-10”  have  been 
used  to  identify  essentially  identieal  aireraft.  In  reality,  the  air- 
eraft  designation  refleets  its  assigned  mission  and  the  qualifi- 
eation  of  its  pilot.  “A-10”  normally  identifies  an  aireraft  dedi- 
eated  to  the  CAS  mission,  while  “OA-10”  refers  to  one  used  in 
the  airborne  forward  air  eontroller  (AFAC)  role.  Eaeh  unit’s  air¬ 
eraft  is  then  designated  either  A-10  or  OA-10  as  a  refleetion  of 
the  weighting  of  that  unit’s  CAS  and  AFAC  tasking.  Fighter 
squadrons  (FS)  must  maintain  an  appropriate  number  of  pi¬ 
lots  qualified  in  eaeh  of  those  missions  in  addition  to  those 
qualified  for  CSAR,  whieh  is  not  direetfy  related  to  either  air¬ 
eraft  designation.  During  Operation  Allied  Foree  (OAF), 
Warthog  squadrons  were  tasked  for  all  three  missions;  and  in 
aeeordanee  with  standard  Air  Foree  nomenelature,  they  were 
identified  as  flying  the  “A/OA-10.”  In  this  book,  however,  we 
use  the  eonvention  “A-10”  for  all  Hogs,  regardless  of  squadron, 
tail  number,  or  mission. 
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A- 10  UNITS  AND  MISSIONS  IN  OAF 


Current  A- 1 0  Roles  and  Missions 

The  number  and  eomplexlty  of  A- 10  missions  have  in- 
ereased  dramatieally  sinee  the  end  of  the  Cold  War.  Until  Op¬ 
eration  Desert  Storm,  Hog  squadrons  trained  almost  exelu- 
sively  for  high -intensity  eombat  against  Warsaw  Paet-style 
integrated  air  defense  systems  (IADS)  and  massed  armor  for¬ 
mations.  As  a  result,  A- 10  pilot  training  and  weapons  loads 
were  optimized  for  daytime,  low- altitude  CAS  missions  in  joint 
operations  with  Army  units.  In  addition.  A- 10  pilots  praetieed 
some  daytime,  low- altitude  air  interdietion  (AI).  Night  flying  fo- 
eused  on  in-flight  refueling  and  instrument  flying  to  faeilitate 
deployments.  Only  those  highly  qualified  pilots  who  had  at¬ 
tended  weapons  sehool  (the  United  States  Air  Foree  [USAF] 
Fighter  Weapons  Instruetor  Course)  were  qualified  for  CSAR 
missions.  The  remaining  unit  pilots,  even  the  very  experieneed 
ones,  had  no  CSAR  training. 

The  A- 10  pieked  up  the  AFAC  mission  in  the  late  1980s  as 
the  Air  Foree  retired  the  OV-10  and  OA-37  from  its  aetive  in¬ 
ventory.  The  Hogs  were  designated  as  OA-lOs,  formed  into 
taetieal  air  support  squadrons,  and  flew  the  AFAC  mission  ex- 
elusively,  as  had  the  OV-10  and  OA-37  units  before  them.  Pi¬ 
lots  in  OA-10  units  were  not  qualified  in  ground-attaek  mis¬ 
sions  and  generally  did  not  earry  offensive  air-to-ground 
weapons.  In  Operation  Desert  Storm  separate  A- 10  and  OA-10 
squadrons  were  tasked  and  employed  in  attaek  and  AFAC 
roles.  That  ehanged  in  1995,  and  from  that  point  forward  all 
A- 10  squadrons  beeame  responsible  for  all  A- 10  missions. 

During  Operations  Desert  Shield  and  Desert  Storm,  A- 10 
squadrons  developed  taeties  for  medium  altitude  and  night 
employment  in  response  to  post-Cold  War  ehanges  in  threats, 
targets,  and  geography  speeifie  to  the  Southwest  Asian  theater 
and  its  partieular  eireumstanees.  Sinee  then,  the  emphasis  in 
A- 10  tasking  and  taeties  development  has  eontinued  to 
steadily  move  from  only  daytime,  low-altitude  missions  to¬ 
wards  daytime  and  nighttime,  medium-altitude  missions. 

The  missions  flown  by  A- 10  units  in  Operation  Allied  Foree 
and  the  way  they  developed  and  evolved  over  time  are  de- 
seribed  in  more  detail  in  the  beginning  of  ehapter  2.  Lt  Col 
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Goldie  Haun  also  provides  a  detailed  look  at  the  history  of  at- 
taeking  fielded  forees  during  the  period  that  followed  Vietnam 
through  the  operations  in  Kosovo  (see  appendix).  Air  Foree 
Doetrine  Doeument  2-1.3,  Counterland,  provides  definitive, 
up-to-date  deseriptions  of  these  missions. 

Close  Air  Support 

The  CAS  mission  is  prineipally  eharaeterized  by  the  air- 
erew’s  detailed  eoordination  and  integration  with  the  “sup¬ 
ported”  ground  units,  and  the  attaek  of  targets  in  “elose”  prox¬ 
imity  to  those  friendly  troops.  CAS  is  the  elassie  mission 
eelebrated  in  movies  when  threatened  troops  “eall  for  air.” 
Soon  after  the  eall,  aireraft  attaek  the  menaeing  enemy  while 
under  the  firm  eontrol  of  an  airborne  or  ground  forward  air 
eontroller  (FAC)  and  within  view  of  the  friendly  soldiers.  CAS 
is  high-intensity  eombat  operations  made  diffieult  by  the  un- 
aeeeptable  possibility  of  fratrieide,  and  all  A- 10  units  regularly 
praetiee  it.  Air  Warrior  I  exereises  at  Nellis  Air  Foree  Base 
(AFB),  Nevada,  foeus  on  supporting  large  ground-unit  maneu¬ 
vers,  while  Air  Warrior  II  exereises  at  Barksdale  AFB, 
Louisiana,  eoneentrate  on  low-intensity  eombat  and  are  often 
eondueted  in  urban  settings. 

CAS  ean  be  flown  during  the  day  or  at  night  and  at  low  or 
medium  altitudes.  Sinee  CAS  is  a  direet  fire-support  mission 
for  ground  maneuver,  supporting  those  ground  forees  in  what 
they  are  attempting  to  aeeomplish  beeomes  the  key  faetor  in 
determining  how  to  employ  the  A- 10. 

During  Operation  Allied  Foree  there  was  no  CAS  tasking 
sinee  there  were  no  friendly  ground  troops  engaged  in  hostili¬ 
ties.  At  the  end  of  the  eonfliet  and  as  a  preeaution.  A- 10s  were 
assigned  airborne  and  ground-alert  CAS  missions  for  several 
weeks  as  the  North  Atlantie  Treaty  Organization  (NATO)  de¬ 
ployed  ground  forees  into  Kosovo. 

Air  Interdiction 

Air  interdiction,  aeeording  to  Department  of  Defense  (DOD) 
and  NATO  doeuments,  is  the  use  of  air  operations  to  destroy, 
neutralize,  or  delay  the  enemy’s  military  potential  (enemy 
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forces,  combat  support,  logistics,  and  infrastructure)  before  it 
can  engage  friendly  forces;  the  airpower  is  employed  at  such 
distance  from  friendly  forces  that  detailed  integration  of  each 
air  mission  sortie  with  the  fire  and  movement  of  friendly  forces 
is  not  required.  During  the  Cold  War,  NATO  doctrine  clearly 
distinguished  between  deep  interdiction  against  fixed  targets 
such  as  bridges  and  fuel  depots,  and  battlefield  air  interdiction 
(BAI)  against  second-echelon  mobile  forces.  These  definitions 
and  the  Cold  War  environment  led  to  broad  corporate  agree¬ 
ment  on  which  aircraft  would  be  appropriate  to  use  in  various 
roles  and  on  specific  types  of  targets.  Even  today,  long  after 
the  end  of  the  Cold  War  and  the  significant  changes  in  the  na¬ 
ture  of  potential  enemy  threats,  many  military  and  civilian  ob¬ 
servers  hold  outdated,  stereotypical  views  on  interdiction.  For 
example,  many  analysts  still  argue  that  F-15Es  should  only  be 
used  to  attack  bridges  and  radar  sites  deep  in  enemy  territory 
and  that  A- 10s  should  be  limited  to  attacking  tanks  close  to 
friendly  forces.  Current  Air  Force  doctrine  recognizes  that  many 
factors  (e.g.,  threats,  targets,  terrain,  weather,  and  political 
considerations)  must  be  considered  when  deciding  how  to  best 
employ  airpower  in  the  interdiction  mission.  The  selection  of 
the  right  asset  to  achieve  specific  interdiction  objectives  can¬ 
not  be  preordained  but  must  be  the  result  of  careful  analysis. 

Almost  all  OAF  missions  in  Kosovo  were  AI,  or  in  support  of 
AI,  since  enemy  ground  forces  were  never  engaged  against 
friendly  ground  forces.  As  we  will  see,  a  wide  range  of  air¬ 
craft — ^A-lOs,  AV-SBs,  F-lSEs,  B-52s,  and  numerous  other 
NATO  aircraft — successfully  attacked  mobile  and  fixed  Serb 
targets  in  and  around  Kosovo. 

Airborne  Forward  Air  Control 

Forward  air  control  is  the  generic  term  for  the  direction  of  of¬ 
fensive-air -support  missions  in  close  proximity  to  friendly 
ground  troops.  The  term  forward  control  is  opposed  to  rear 
control,  which  refers  to  the  coordination  of  air  strikes  by  either 
a  ground-based  air  support  operations  center  or  an  EC-130E 
airborne  battlefield  command  and  control  center  (ABCCC). 
The  person  directing  the  air  strikes,  the  FAC,  can  be  deployed 
with  the  ground  forces  or  in  an  aircraft  as  an  AFAC  or  FAC  [A], 
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Joint  documents  have  adopted  the  aeronym  FAC(A),  although 
many  Air  Foree  unit  instruetion  manuals  have  used  and  still 
use  AFAC.  No  matter  what  they  are  ealled  or  where  they  are 
loeated,  the  FAC  is  the  final  elearanee  authority  for  an  attaek- 
ing  pilot  to  expend  weapons  near  friendly  forees. 

Controlling  OAF  air  strikes  in  the  absenee  of  friendly  ground 
forees  did  not  meet  the  eurrent  definition  of  CAS  by  either  joint 
or  Air  Foree  (AF)  doetrine.  The  latter  defines  killer  scouts  as  at- 
taek  aireraft  used  for  AI  in  an  armed  reeonnaissanee  role  to 
validate  and  mark  targets  for  dedieated  attaek  missions 
against  luerative  targets  in  a  speeified  geographie  zone — pretty 
mueh  the  role  we  had  in  OAF.  The  A- 10  eommunity,  however, 
has  for  years  used  air  strike  control  (ASC)  to  deseribe  direeting 
aireraft  strikes  under  any  eireumstanee.  I  will  avoid  any  fur¬ 
ther  diseussion  of  these  definitions  beeause  I  believe  that  what 
we  did  in  OAF  was  FACing  in  the  elassieal  sense.  An  inaeeu- 
rate  bomb  dropped  on  targets  in  Kosovo  would  have  had  sueh 
a  severe,  negative  impaet  on  the  eoalition’s  unity  and  eommit- 
ment  that  FACs  in  the  elassieal  role  were  required  to  ensure 
positive  target  identifieation,  eontrol  attaeking  aireraft,  and 
prevent  inadvertent  attaeks  on  innoeent  eivilians.  In  Kosovo, 
innoeent  eivilians  were  in  elose  proximity  to  the  enemy,  and 
for  all  praetieal  eonsiderations,  these  missions  took  on  the 
same  urgeney  and  signifieanee  as  CAS.  The  airmen  who  di- 
reeted  and  flew  these  sorties  kept  their  doetrinal  terms  simple 
and  eonsistently  referred  to  the  eontrol  of  any  air  strike  as 
FACing  and  the  pilots  as  FACs  or  AFACs.  The  authors  will  fol¬ 
low  that  eonvention  throughout  this  book. 

Traditionally,  flying  an  AFAC  mission  is  like  being  a  traffie  eop 
in  the  sl^.  The  first  duly  of  the  AFAC  is  to  know  the  ground  sit¬ 
uation  in  detail,  ineluding  the  ground  eommander’s  intended 
seheme  of  maneuver  and  objeetives  throughout  the  day’s  battle. 
Prior  to  takeoff,  AFACs  study  the  target  areas,  the  types  of  fighter 
aireraft  they  will  eontrol  on  those  targets,  and  the  munitions 
those  aireraft  will  bring  to  the  fight.  Onee  airborne,  the  AFAC 
eheeks  in  with  E-3  airborne  warning  and  eontrol  system 
(AWACS)  and  ABCCC  eontrollers  to  get  updates  on  the  air  and 
ground  situation  and  starts  adjusting  the  game  plan.  Nearing  the 
target  area — if  appropriate — he  eontaets  the  ground  FAC  and  or- 
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ganizes  the  list  of  targets  with  the  strike  aireraft  on  the  way.  If 
armed  with  appropriate  ordnanee,  the  AFAC  ean  begin  attaeking 
targets  while  waiting  for  the  strikers.  The  AFAC  authentieates 
the  strikers  when  they  arrive,  using  a  ehallenge-and-response 
eode  to  eonfirm  their  identity  and  preelude  the  enemy’s  use  of 
taetleal  deeeption.  He  then  updates  the  strikers  on  the  target 
area  and  passes  a  standardized  target- attaek  briefing.  That  brief¬ 
ing  ineludes  target  type,  eoordinates,  timing  faetors,  weapons  to 
employ,  threats  relative  to  the  target  loeatlon,  and  restrietions  on 
the  attaek  heading  (to  ensure  that  no  friendly  forees,  noneom- 
batants,  sensitive  areas,  or  struetures  are  damaged  by  the 
fighter’s  ordnanee). 

After  all  this  preparation  and  eoordination,  the  attaek  finally 
begins  with  the  AFAC  getting  the  strikers’  “eyes  on  target”  by 
using  visual  deseriptions,  “marking”  the  target  with  ordnanee, 
or  both.  The  AFAC  usually  fires  roekets  with  a  white  phos¬ 
phorous  eharge,  known  as  a  “Willy  Pete,”  that  blooms  on  im- 
paet  to  mark  the  target.  However,  he  ean  use  anything,  sueh 
as  an  exploding  bomb  or  a  burning  vehiele  that  had  been  pre¬ 
viously  attaeked,  that  will  help  foeus  the  fight  lead’s  eyes  on 
the  target.  After  the  flight  lead  eonfirms  the  target  loeation,  the 
AFAC  elears  the  flight  to  expend  ordnanee  on  the  target,  re¬ 
peating  any  heading  or  other  attaek  restrietions.  The  AFAC 
watehes  the  fighters  and  the  target  area  throughout  the  attaek 
to  provide  visual  warning  for  enemy  surfaee-to-air  fire  and  to 
ensure  that  the  fighters  really  are  following  the  attaek  heading 
required  and  are  aiming  at  the  right  target.  If  in  doubt,  the 
AFAC  ean  terminate  the  fighters’  attaek  by  using  the  abort 
eode  passed  in  the  formatted  brief. 

After  the  leader  drops  on  the  target,  the  AFAC  adjusts  the 
aim  point  for  eaeh  of  the  sueeessive  wingman’s  deliveries, 
based  on  the  results  of  the  previous  attaeks.  The  AFAC  eon- 
tinues  to  eontrol  the  formation’s  attaek  until  the  strikers  run 
out  of  weapons,  fuel,  or  time  on  station — ^whiehever  eomes 
first.  The  AFAC  then  direets  the  fighters’  egress  direetion  and 
altitude  to  deeonfliet  with  inbound  fighters. 

In  addition  to  the  A- 10s,  two  F-16CG  squadrons  from  Aviano 
Air  Base  (AB),  Italy,  and  the  F-14s  from  the  USS  Theodore 
Roosevelt,  in  the  Adriatle,  also  flew  as  AFACs.  Naturally,  these 
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three  very  different  aireraft  performed  the  AFAC  mission  quite 
differently.  For  target  aequisition,  F-16s  and  F-14s  used  target¬ 
ing  pods  that  provided  a  magnified  in-the-eoekpit  pieture  of  the 
target  area  while  A- 10  pilots  flew  with  gyrostabilized  12-  or  15- 
power  binoeulars,  whleh  they  often  ealled  “binos.”  In  mueh  of  the 
weather  eonditions  during  OAF,  binos  had  mueh  better  visual 
resolution  than  targeting  pods. 

A- 10s  flew  more  than  1,000  AFAC  missions  during  the  78 
days  of  the  OAF  air  eampaign.  Thousands  of  allied  aireraft,  rep¬ 
resenting  praetieally  every  attaek  aireraft  in  the  NATO  inventory, 
were  eontroUed  by  A- 10s.  The  speeifies  of  how  A- 10s  performed 
the  OAF  AFAC  mission  are  diseussed  in  ehapter  2. 

Combat  Search  and  Rescue 

CSAR — possibly  the  most  audaeious  Air  Foree  mission — is 
made  possible  by  airmen  who  dare  to  penetrate  bad-guy  land 
and  reeover  reeently  shot  down  aviators  from  under  the  very 
nose  of  the  enemy — an  enemy  who  has  many  reasons  for 
wanting  to  eapture  hapless  aviators  and  is  all  too  eager  to  do 
so.  Those  aviators  are  usually  downed  in  eombat  and  in  the 
eourse  of  expending  ordnanee  on  the  enemy’s  troops.  The 
enemy  knows  that  the  potential  prize  ean  be  exploited  for  in- 
telligenee  (Intel),  propaganda,  and  other  politieal  ends — not  to 
mention  the  pleasure  of  retribution.  For  example,  during  the 
Gulf  War,  Saddam  Hussein  tried  to  use  photos  and  videos  of 
eaptured  aviators  to  negatively  affeet  allied  publie  support  for 
the  air  eampaign. 

With  the  inereased  use  of  airpower  as  the  first  instrument 
for  eoereion  and  peaeemaking,  the  eapture  of  an  airman  be- 
eomes  more  likely  and  eould  provide  an  enemy  with  a  method 
of  influeneing  publie  opinions,  espeeially  within  allied  demoe- 
raeies.  An  enemy  may  try  to  foree  “eonfessions”  and  Intel  dis- 
elosures  from  eaptured  aviators.  Dietators  have  demonstrated 
a  willingness  to  subjeet  helpless  and,  perhaps,  wounded  air 
warriors  to  publie  ridieule  for  politieal  advantage  without  re¬ 
gard  to  the  prisoner-of-war  proteetions  afforded  by  the  Geneva 
eonvention.  With  the  desire  to  support  and  maintain  the  high 
morale  of  allied  airmen — and  deny  the  enemy  any  opportunity 
for  a  propaganda  advantage — the  United  States  and  its  NATO 
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allies  place  CSAR  at  the  top  of  their  “must  have”  capabilities 
in  their  combat  planning. 

During  the  preparations  for  OAF,  NATO  commanders  en¬ 
sured  the  availability  of  adequate  CSAR  forces.  The  size  and 
nature  of  those  forces  reflected  the  specific  combat  circum¬ 
stances.  There  are  two  crucial  elements  to  CSAR  success:  a  re¬ 
covery  vehicle  to  pick  up  the  survivors  and  an  on-scene  com¬ 
mander  (OSC)  who  locates  the  survivor,  protects  him  or  her  if 
necessary,  and  directs  the  recovery  vehicle  to  come  forward 
when  the  area  is  safe.  The  recovery  vehicle  is  usually  a  rescue 
or  special  forces  helicopter,  and  the  OSC  is  usually  a  specially 
trained  A- 10  pilot.  However,  other  vehicles  and  pilots  are  ca¬ 
pable  of  performing  these  functions,  and  there  may  be  many 
other  CSAR  actors  when  the  enemy  threat  is  medium  to  high. 
These  other  elements  could  include  the  air -refueling  tankers; 
a  C-130  ABCCC  to  provide  overall  mission  coordination  and 
tracking  of  airborne  assets;  air-to-air  fighters  to  provide  air  de¬ 
fense;  F-16CJS  and  other  similarly  equipped  aircraft  to  provide 
suppression  of  enemy  air  defenses  (SEAD)  and  protection 
against  enemy  radar -guided  surface-to-air  missile  (SAM)  sys¬ 
tems;  jamming  aircraft  such  as  EA-6Bs;  and  any  type  of  strike 
aircraft  to  provide  air-to-ground  firepower  against  enemy 
ground  forces  attempting  to  capture  the  survivors.  These  air¬ 
craft  are  often  already  in  the  target  area  performing  their  pri¬ 
mary  combat  missions  when  the  need  arises,  and  they  are 
then  retasked  to  support  the  CSAR  effort. 

Another  important  element  of  the  CSAR  forces  is  the  NATO 
airborne  early  warning  (NAEW)  aircraft,  which  provides  radar 
coverage  and  directions  to  the  tankers.  The  NAEW  uses  the  E- 
3A  aircraft,  but  its  communications  equipment  is  more  limited 
than  that  of  the  USAF  AWACS,  and  its  aircrews  are  trained  dif¬ 
ferently  than  US  aircrews.  These  differences  result  in  a  lesser 
overall  capability. 

The  specially  trained  and  designated  CSAR  on-scene  com¬ 
manders  have  carried  the  Sandy  call  sign  since  the  Vietnam 
War.  Due  to  the  difficulty  and  complexity  of  the  mission,  only 
the  most  experienced  and  capable  A- 10  pilots  are  selected  to 
train  as  Sandys.  They  must  stay  cool  and  use  exceptional 
judgment  to  find  and  talk  to  the  survivor  without  giving  away 
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information  to  the  enemy,  who  may  also  be  listening  or  wateh- 
ing.  The  Sandy  must  have  an  extraordinary  situational  aware¬ 
ness  to  keep  traek  of  the  survivor,  numerous  support  aireraft, 
reseue  helieopters,  and  enemy  aetivity  on  the  ground.  An  ae- 
eurate  synthesis  of  this  information  is  absolutely  eritieal  to  the 
sueeess  of  the  Sandy’s  deeision  to  eommit  to  a  helo  piekup. 
Additionally,  all  CSAR  partieipants  must  have  unshakeable 
eourage  beeause  their  mission  often  means  going  deep  into 
bad-guy  land  and  exposure  to  signifieant  ground  and  air 
threats. 

In  the  Balkan  theater  the  dedieated  CSAR  assets  ineluded 
MH-53J  Pave  Low  helieopters  from  the  20th  and  21st  Speeial 
Operations  Squadrons  at  Royal  Air  Foree  (RAF)  Mildenhall, 
England.  They  had  deployed  regularly  to  Brindisi  AB,  Italy, 
sinee  the  mid-1990s.  The  A-10  Sandy  aireraft  were  usually 
from  the  81st  FS/EFS  (expeditionary  fighter  squadrons)  from 
Spangdahlem  AB,  Germany,  flying  out  of  Aviano  AB,  and  Gioia 
del  Colle  AB,  Italy.  During  the  years  of  routine  deployments 
(from  1993  to  1999),  these  units  flew  CSAR  exereises  together 
in  Bosnia  with  support  from  the  NAEW  and  ABCCC  but  with 
little  involvement  with  SEAD,  air-to-air,  or  other  attaek  air¬ 
eraft.  During  this  time,  A-10  Sandys  oeeasionally  exereised 
with  Italian  and  Freneh  forees  using  their  Puma  helieopters  as 
reeovery  vehieles. 

The  first  Kosovo  erisis  in  Oetober  and  November  of  1998  led 
to  the  Spangdahlem  Hogs  being  sent  to  Aviano  to  “stand  up”  a 
CSAR  alert.  At  that  time,  the  81st  pilots  initiated  the  develop¬ 
ment  of  standardized  CSAR  proeedures  for  the  Balkan  area  by 
eoordinating  with  personnel  assigned  to  the  CSAR  eell  at  the 
eombined  air  operations  eenter  (CAOC)  in  Vieenza,  Italy,  and 
representatives  (rep)  from  the  theater’s  NAEW,  ABCCC,  and 
Pave  Low  eommunities.  They  renewed  that  proeess  of  eoordi- 
nation  and  eooperation  during  their  return  to  Aviano  in  Janu¬ 
ary,  February,  and  Mareh  1999.  With  the  beginning  of  hostil¬ 
ities  on  24  Mareh,  the  81st  “stood  up”  a  ground  and  airborne 
CSAR  alert  eapability.  With  only  a  single  two-hour  exeeption 
on  11  April  (during  the  81st’s  move  from  Aviano  to  Gioia  del 
Colle),  the  81st — along  with  the  74th  FS  and  the  131st  FS — 
maintained  a  eontinuous  ground  and/or  airborne  alert  through- 
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out  the  campaign.  During  the  course  of  the  air  campaign, 
CSAR  was  too  percent  effective,  successfully  rescuing  one  F- 
117  pilot  and  one  F-16CG  pilot.  Seven  Hog  drivers  from  the 
81st  and  two  from  the  74th  participated  in  those  rescues — 
making  crucial  decisions  at  critical  junctures,  as  well  as  en¬ 
suring  that  the  pilots  were  picked  up  and  that  the  helos  made 
it  in  and  out  safely.  Their  personal  accounts  appear  in  subse¬ 
quent  chapters. 


A- 10  Weapons 

The  Hog  can  carry  a  wide  variety  of  weapons — and  a  bunch 
of  them.  On  the  in-flight  mission  cards  Aviano  planners  listed 
the  standard  munitions  load  in  a  column  labeled  for  each  air¬ 
craft  so  the  AFAC  could  quickly  match  the  right  weapon  to  the 
right  target.  These  cards  were  distributed  to  all  units  involved 
in  the  Kosovo  Engagement  Zone  (KEZ)  and  showed  most  air¬ 
craft  as  having  one  or  two  types  of  weapons  available.  Under 
the  A- 10  label,  however,  the  column  just  reads,  “Lots.” 

Because  the  Hog  has  11  suspension  points  for  hanging 
weapons,  missile  rails,  and  electronic  countermeasures.  A- 10 
units  in  OAF  could  easily  mix  and  match  weapons  based  on 
day  or  night,  AFAC,  strike,  or  CSAR  missions.  The  standard 
items  for  all  A- 10  missions  included  an  AN/ALQ-131  elec¬ 
tronic  countermeasures  pod;  two  A1M-9M  Sidewinder  heat¬ 
seeking  air-to-air  missiles  on  a  single  dual-rail  launcher;  a 
Pave  Penny  laser -spot-tracker  pod;  a  GAU-8  Avenger  cannon 
(a  30  mm,  seven-barrel  Gatling  gun)  loaded  with  a  combat  mix 
of  1,150  depicted-uranium  armor -piercing  and  high-explosive 
shells;  and  two  AGM-65D  Maverick  missiles  with  imaging  in¬ 
frared  (HR)  guidance  and  a  large  125-pound  (lb)  cone-shaped- 
charge  warhead.  For  day  AFAC  and  CSAR  alert  sorties,  the 
81st  loaded  two  pods  of  seven  Willy  Pete  rockets  for  marking 
targets  and  two  versatile  Mk-82  “slick”  500  lb  bombs  with  air- 
burst  radar  fuses  set  to  explode  at  about  five  meters  above 
ground. 

These  bombs  did  a  great  job  of  marking  targets — even  from 
20,000  feet,  any  pilot  could  see  a  500  lb  bomb  exploding,  espe¬ 
cially  an  airburst  that  made  even  more  smoke  than  a  ground - 
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burst.  Airburst  bombs  were  also  more  taetieally  viable  against 
dug-in  or  soft,  mobile  targets.  While  sliek,  unguided  bombs 
dropped  by  a  Hog  with  no  radar  are  fairly  aeeurate,  they  are 
not  preeision  weapons  by  any  streteh  of  the  imagination.  An 
airburst  gives  the  weapon  a  good  ehanee  of  inflieting  blast  and 
shrapnel  damage  on  the  softer  parts  of  an  artillery  pieee  inside 
an  open  revetment.  A  500  lb  bomb  with  a  eontaet  fuse  that 
hits  just  one  meter  outside  the  target’s  revetment  is  good  only 
for  making  a  lot  of  noise.  After  the  first  week  of  AFAC  missions, 
the  81st  deeided  to  earry  two  additional  airburst  Mk-82 
bombs.  With  only  1,000  lbs  of  extra  weight  and  very  little  extra 
drag,  they  provided  additional  eapability  to  attaek  targets 
when  other  fighters  were  not  available. 


USAF  Photo 


Loading  Mk-82  slicks  on  an  A-10 

For  night  AFAC  and  CSAR  missions,  A-10  units  replaeed 
Willy  Pete  roekets  with  flare  roekets  that  illuminated  the  tar¬ 
get  area  for  pilots  wearing  night  vision  goggles  (NVG) — standard 
for  all  A-10  night  operations.  These  roekets  eontained  a  eanis- 
ter  that  opened  after  launeh  and  deployed  a  ground -illumina¬ 
tion  flare  whieh  then  slowly  deseended  by  paraehute  and  pro¬ 
vided  the  Hog  driver  with  up  to  three  minutes  of  infrared  (IR) 
illumination  of  ground  targets  and  enemy  aetivities. 
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On  A- 1  Os  tasked  for  strike  sorties,  but  without  AFAC  duties, 
we  swapped  out  our  two  roeket  pods  for  two  eluster  bomb 
units  (CBU).  We  seleeted  the  CBU-87  eombined  effeets  muni¬ 
tion  (OEM)  beeause  of  its  effeetiveness  against  many  target 
types.  Sinee  both  the  roeket  pods  and  OEM  ereate  signifieant 
drag  on  an  already  slow  Hog,  we  never  earried  both  at  the 
same  time.  These  OEM  eluster  bombs  opened  up  and  dis¬ 
pensed  bomblets  over  a  signifieant  area,  with  warheads  that 
had  fragmentation,  ineendiary,  and  antiarmor  kill  meeha- 
nisms.  CBU-87s  gave  the  Hog  pilots  the  ability  to  damage  tar¬ 
gets  without  using  preeision-guided  ordnanee. 


USAF  Photo 


Loading  a  combined  effects  munition  (CBU-87)  on  an  A-10 

Given  the  missions  A- 10s  fly,  partieularly  CAS,  and  the  lethal¬ 
ity  of  the  weapons  they  employ,  one  ean  understand  why  A-10 
pilots  learned  to  “speak  Army,”  read  maps,  and  beeome  familiar 
with  the  little  unit  symbols  and  phase  lines  Army  offieers  are  so 
fond  of  putting  on  maps.  These  eapabHities  are  why  Hog  drivers 
and  maintainers  tend  to  be  the  liaison  of  understanding  between 
the  fast-mover  Air  Foree  and  the  guys  who  pound  sand  and  eat 
snakes  for  a  living.  Having  already  mentioned  a  few  of  the  A-10 
units  involved  in  OAF,  the  ehapter  now  introduees  the  rest  of  the 
Hog  units  and  their  eommanders. 
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A- 10  Units  in  Operation  Allied  Force 

During  OAF,  pilots  assigned  to  eight  fighter  squadrons  flew 
A- 10s  from  five  of  those  squadrons  to  form  three  EFSs  at  two 
deployed  loeations  (Aviano  AB/Gioia  del  Colle  AB  and  Trapani 
AB,  Sieily).  The  81st  FS  beeame  the  81st  EFS,  began  OAF 
while  deployed  to  Aviano  AB,  and  then  moved  to  Gioia  del 
Colle  AB  on  11  April  1999.  Pilots  from  the  70th  FS,  74th  FS, 
and  75th  FS  flew  five  74th  FS  aireraft  and  formed  the  74th 
EFS.  They  joined  the  81st  EFS  at  Gioia  del  Colle  under  the  op¬ 
erational  eontrol  (OPCON)  of  the  40th  Expeditionary  Opera¬ 
tions  Group  (EOG).  Pilots  and  aireraft  from  three  Air  National 
Guard  A- 10  units  (103d,  172d,  and  190th  FSs)  formed  the 
131st  EFS,  organized  under  the  104th  EOG,  at  Trapani  AB. 
The  40th  EOG  and  the  104th  EOG  were  organized  with  the 
52d  EOG  (F-16/F-117)  at  Spangdahlem  AB,  Germany,  to 
make  up  the  52d  Air  Expeditionary  Wing  (AEW). 


USAF  Photo  by  SMSgt  Rose  Reynolds 


A-10  leads  fellow  52d  AEW  aircraft  past  a  German  castle.  The  wing  also  in¬ 
cluded  a  deployed  F-117  FS. 

81st  Fighter  Squadron  “Panthers” 

During  the  1993  Air  Foree  restrueturing,  the  81st  FS,  known 
as  the  “Panthers,”  stood  up  as  part  of  the  52d  Fighter  Wing  at 
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SpangdaMem  AB,  Germany,  with  some  personnel  and  aireraft 
from  the  deaetivated  81st  Fighter  Wing  at  RAF  Bentwaters,  En¬ 
gland.  Subsequently,  the  81st  FS  deployed  many  times  to  the 
Balkan  theater,  and,  until  the  spring  of  1997,  a  portion  of  the 
squadron  maintained  a  near-eontinuous  presenee  at  Avlano  AB, 
Italy,  in  support  of  AFAC  operations  over  Bosnia.  At  that  time  the 
31st  AEW,  based  at  Avlano  AB  and  flying  F-16CGs,  relieved  the 
81st  by  assuming  the  Bosnia  AFAC  tasking.  Afterward,  the  81st 
FS  Panthers  only  were  required  to  operate  out  of  Avlano  when 
the  situation  in  the  former  Yugoslavia  ealled  for  additional  eapa- 
bility,  or  when  the  F-16s  were  deployed  and  unable  to  fulfill  the 
AFAC  mission.  As  a  eonsequenee  of  this  arrangement,  the  Pan¬ 
thers  began  a  one-month  deployment  to  Avlano  AB  in  January 
1999  with  six  aireraft  and  100  personnel  to  baektill  their  F-16 
AFAC  eounterparts — the  510th  FS,  nieknamed  “Buzzards.”  In 
response  to  the  growing  Kosovo  erisis,  the  81st  inereased  its 
presenee  to  15  A- 10s  and  170  personnel  before  the  outbreak  of 
hostilities  on  24  Mareh.  During  this  time,  the  Panthers  flew  CAS 
and  AFAC  sorties  in  Bosnia  supporting  Operation  Deliberate 
Foree.  With  timely  approval,  the  Panthers  also  were  able  to  prae- 
tiee  CSAR  operations  with  US,  Italian,  and  Freneh  air  foree  and 
navy  reseue  helieopters. 


USAF  Photo 

A-tOs  of  the  81st  EFS  at  Gioia  del  Colle  AB,  Italy 
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OAF  theater  of  operations 
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The  81st  repositioned  all  of  its  personnel  and  aireraft  on  11 
April  from  Avlano  to  Gioia  del  Colle.  With  three  additional  Spang- 
dahlem  aireraft,  the  81st  was  then  equipped  with  18  A- 10s  and 
eondueted  eombat  operations  until  the  end  of  hostilities  on  9 
June.  The  squadron  eontlnued  to  maintain  CSAR  and  CAS 
ground  alert  for  the  following  two  weeks.  Most  Panther  A- 10s  re¬ 
turned  to  Spangdahlem  on  28  June,  with  the  last  six  flying  home 
on  1 1  July.  Lt  Col  Chris  “Kimos”  Haave  eommanded  the  81st  EFS. 

74th  Fighter  Squadron  “Flying  Tigers” 

The  74th  EFS  was  formed  initially  with  personnel  and  aireraft 
of  the  74th  FS  Flying  Tigers,  Pope  AFB,  North  Carolina,  in  re¬ 
sponse  to  a  US  European  Command  (EUCOM)  request  for  four 
additional  aireraft.  After  the  sueeess  of  the  81st’s  AFAC  missions 
in  early  April,  EUCOM  deeided  to  inerease  the  A- 10  presenee 
over  Kosovo.  To  ensure  the  availability  of  four  operationally  ready 
jets,  the  74th  FS  answered  the  eaU  with  five  “Hogs  with  teeth” 
(Flying  Tiger  aireraft  maintained  the  shark’s  teeth  nose-art  tra¬ 
dition  of  World  War  II)  and  nine  pilots  with  a  good  mix  of  abili¬ 
ties,  ineluding  the  invaluable  AFAC  and  CSAR  qualifieations. 
Later,  the  74th  EFS  at  Gioia  del  Colle  reeeived  six  more  pilots 
from  the  74th  and  75th  FSs  at  Pope  and  the  70th  FS  at  Moody 
AFB,  Georgia.  After  Serb  president  Slobodan  Milosevie’s  eapitu- 
lation,  the  Flying  Tigers  began  their  return  to  Pope  on  24  June. 
Maj  John  “Serateh”  Regan  eommanded  the  74th  EFS. 


USAF  Photo 


74th  EFS  patch  and  Flying  Tiger  nose  art 
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40th  Expeditionary  Operations  Group 

United  States  Air  Forees  in  Europe  (USAFE)  stood  up  the  40th 
EOG  on  11  April  when  the  81st  EFS  redeployed  to  Gioia  del 
CoUe.  The  40th  initially  ineluded  the  81st  EFS,  the  40th  Expedi¬ 
tionary  Logisties  Squadron  (ELS),  and  the  40th  Expeditionary 
Support  Squadron  (ESS).  When  the  74th  EFS  arrived  in- theater, 
it  beeame  part  of  the  40th  EOG  and  integrated  eompletely  in  the 


USAF  Photo 


Col  Al  Thompson  after  flying  a  mission  in  the  KEZ 


day-to-day  operations  of  the  group.  Throughout  this  book,  the 
40th  EOG  will  be  synonymous  with  “A- 10s  at  Gioia.”  Col  Alan  E. 
Thompson  eommanded  the  40th  EOG. 

104th  Expeditionary  Operations  Group 

The  103d  FS,  Barnes  Air  National  Guard  (ANG)  Base,  Mass- 
aehusetts;  172d  FS,  Battle  Creek  ANG  Base,  Miehigan;  and 
190th  FS,  Boise  ANG  Base,  Idaho,  eontributed  six  aireraft 
eaeh  to  form  the  131st  EFS  under  the  OPCON  of  the  104th 
EOG.  With  only  a  few  days’  warning,  members  of  these  three 
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units  organized  an  IS-alrcraft  EFS,  deployed,  and,  by  19  May, 
established  operations  at  Trapani  AB,  on  the  western  eoast  of 
Sieily.  Sinee  the  eommonly  used  names  of  these  three  units  all 
started  with  the  same  letter  (Barnes,  Battle  Creek,  and  Boise), 
they  eolleetively  ealled  themselves  the  “Killer  Bees.”  Their  two 
weapons-instruetor  pilots  arrived  at  Gioia  del  Colle  several 
days  ahead  of  the  rest  of  the  advanee  team  and  flew  their  first 
eombat  missions  with  the  Panthers  and  the  Flying  Tigers. 
They  were  able  to  get  a  first  look  at  the  target  areas  and  gain 
experienee  working  with  numerous  NATO  aireraft.  Beeause 
the  104th  FOG  ineluded  many  veteran  instruetor  pilots  and 
maintainers  with  lots  of  years  of  deployed  operational  experi¬ 
enee,  the  Killer  Bees  were  able  to  quiekly  eommenee  opera¬ 
tions  in  the  unfamiliar,  Spartan-like  faeilities.  Staying  true  to 
the  expeditionary  Hog  mind-set,  the  131st  EFS  launehed  their 
first  eombat  sorties  on  21  May,  within  days  of  their  arrival  at 
Trapani.  They  partieipated  in  all  A- 10  missions  for  the  re¬ 
mainder  of  the  hostilities  and  returned  to  their  bases  in  late 
June.  Col  Daniel  Swift,  from  Barnes  ANG  Base,  eommanded 
the  104th  FOG. 

31st  Air  Expeditionary  Wing  and  31st  Expeditionary 
Operations  Group 

The  31st  AEW  was  the  host  unit  at  Aviano  AB  and  had 
OPCON  of  the  81st  EFS  from  January  1999  until  the  Panthers’ 
departure  for  Gioia  del  Colle  on  11  April  1999.  As  sueh,  the 
31st  AEW  provided  invaluable  direetion  as  well  as  operational 
and  logistieal  support  as  the  81st  flew  its  first  eombat  mis¬ 
sions  over  Serbia.  Brig  Gen  Daniel  P.  Leaf  eommanded  the 
31st  AEW,  and  Col  Jeffrey  Eberhart  eommanded  the  31st 
FOG. 

52d  Air  Expeditionary  Wing 

The  52d  AEW  at  Spangdahlem  was  one  of  three  fighter 
wings  in  USAFE  and  the  home  unit  for  the  81st  FS.  After  the 
81st  EFS  moved  from  Aviano  to  Gioia  del  Colle,  the  52d  stood 
up  the  40th  EGG  at  Gioia  del  Colle.  Through  the  40th  EOG, 
the  52d  AEW  reestablished  OPCON  over  the  81st  EFS  and  the 
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74th  EFS.  It  later  stood  up  the  104th  EOG  at  Trapani  to  pro¬ 
vide  OPCON  and  support  for  the  131st  EFS.  The  52d  AEW  had 
OPCON  over  three  EOGs — the  two  A- 10  EOGs  in  Italy  and  the 


USAF  Photo 


Col  Al  Thompson,  40th  EOG/CC;  Brig  Gen  Scott  Van  Cleef,  52d  AEW/CC;  and  Lt 
Col  Chris  Haave,  81st  EFS/  CC,  at  Gioia  del  Colle  AB,  Italy 


52d  EOG  at  Spangdahlem  AB,  the  group  responsible  for  two 
squadrons  of  F-16CJs  and  one  squadron  of  F-117 
Nighthawks.  Brig  Gen  Seott  P.  Van  Cleef  eommanded  the  52d 
AEW,  and  Col  Jan-Mare  Jouas  eommanded  the  52d  EOG. 

Allied  Air  Forces  Southern  Europe  and 
Sixteenth  Air  Force 

Lt  Gen  Miehael  C.  Short  was  a  dual-hatted  US/NATO  eom- 
mander,  direeting  both  USAFE’s  Sixteenth  Air  Foree,  head¬ 
quartered  at  Aviano  AB,  and  NATO’s  Allied  Air  Forees  South¬ 
ern  Europe  (AIRSOUTH),  headquartered  at  Naples,  Italy.  As  a 
NATO  eommander,  his  subordinate  units  ineluded  Interim 
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Combined  Air  Operations  Center  5  (ICAOC-5,  hereafter  CAOC) 
at  Vieenza.  During  eombat  operations,  General  Short  spent 
most  of  his  time  at  Vieenza. 

The  following  ehapters  deseribe  partieular  aspeets  of  A- 10 
missions  that  helped  defeat  the  Serbian  army  on  the  ground — 
an  aeeomplishment  made  possible  by  the  efforts  of  Hog  driv¬ 
ers  and  their  eontrol  of  allied  high-teeh  airpower  over  Kosovo. 


Lt  Gen  Mike  Short,  Sixteenth  Air  Force  commander,  speaking  to  troops  as  Lt 
Col  Chris  Haave  observes 
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Introduction 

Lt  Col  Chris  “Kimos”  Haave 

The  car  almost  drove  itself  as  it  twisted  down  the  mountain 
road  from  Mister  C’s  Antares  Hotel  in  Piancavallo  to  Aviano 
AB,  Italy.  Capt  John  A.  “Buster”  Cherrey  and  I  had  been  up 
and  down  this  road  often  enough  to  unconsciously  negotiate 
the  sharp  turns  in  the  darkness  in  our  mighty  Fiat  Punto. 
What  interested  us  most,  at  0130  on  that  morning  of  30 
March,  was  the  clearing  sky  visible  for  10s  of  miles  to  the 
south.  From  the  switchbacks  on  the  south  side  of  the  Dolomite 
Mountains,  we  could  look  down  the  Adriatic  Sea  in  the  direc¬ 
tion  of  Kosovo  and  then,  looking  up,  could  see  bright  stars 
through  the  thin  layers  of  stratus  clouds. 

As  we  pulled  up  to  the  510th  FS  (F-16CG)  building,  we  saw 
many  other  cars  in  the  parking  lots  and  noticed  a  hubbub  of 
activity  in  the  cramped  quarters  of  our  generous  hosts,  the 
Buzzards.  Our  squadron,  the  81st  FS  Panthers,  had  shared  its 
small  operations  building  since  7  January,  and  it  had  come  to 
feel  like  home.  In  the  main  briefing  room  that  morning,  we 
would  brief  the  first-ever  large,  multinational  force  package  to 
participate  in  an  AFAC  mission.  It  was  also  the  first  time  in 
combat  history  that  A- 10s  would  lead  such  a  large  mission 
package.  The  package  would  include  the  following  aircraft 
types:  NAEW,  E-8  joint  surveillance,  joint  surveillance  target 
attack  radar  system  (JSTARS),  ABCCC,  Dutch  F-16AM  air  de¬ 
fender,  F-16CJ  SEAD,  EA-6B  electronic  jammer,  F-15Es, 
French  Super  Etendard,  and  British  GR-7  Harrier  striker. 
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USAF  Photo  by  SrA  Stan  Parker 


Combat-loaded  A-10  taking  off  from  Aviano  with  the  Dolomite  Mountains  in  the 
background 


Leading  a  Large,  Multinational 
Force  Package 

It  was  not  obvious  that  A- 10s  would,  or  even  should,  lead 
this  highly  visible  and  eomplex  mission.  While  we  had  de¬ 
ployed  to  Aviano  on  7  January  to  baekfill  the  Buzzard’s  AFAC 
tasking,  we  had  foeused  on  preparing  for  the  CSAR  mission 
from  the  time  of  our  arrival  to  the  first  OAF  air  strikes  on  24 
Mareh.  We  had  flown  AFAC  sorties  in  Bosnia  and  partieipated 
in  praetiee  interdietion  paekages,  but  we  spent  most  of  our 
time  training  for  CSAR,  with  our  own  pilots  and  our  likely  eol- 
laborators — US  Speeial  Forees  and  Italian  and  Freneh  heli- 
eopter  erews.  We  had  also  eoordinated  extensively  with  the 
ABCCC  and  NAEW  erews  and  provided  them  with  standard¬ 
ized  CSAR  eheeklists  and  proeedures. 

The  A- 10s  initially  had  a  low  priority  for  mission  resourees. 
We  knew  that  the  CAOC  was  serious  about  ensuring  a  ready 
CSAR  eapability,  but  sinee  CSAR  was  a  foggy  notion  for  most 
fast-mover  aviators,  we  had  to  fight  long  and  hard  to  ensure 
we  had  what  we  needed  to  aeeomplish  that  mission.  For  ex¬ 
ample,  the  plan  for  the  24  Mareh  start  of  the  OAF  air  eam- 
paign  ealled  for  our  A- 10s  to  be  on  CSAR  ground  alert  at 
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Aviano  AB.  Tankers  were  in  short  supply,  and  all  noneritieal 
refueling  had  been  eliminated.  Sinee  our  A- 10s  eruise  at  only 
300  knots,  it  was  obvious  to  us  that  it  would  take  more  than 
two  hours  to  reaeh  and  help  reeover  an  airman  who  might  be 
shot  down  striking  targets  600  miles  away  in  Serbia.  We  eon- 
vineed  the  planners  that  our  response  time  was  too  long,  and 
they  agreed  to  let  us  fly  an  airborne  CSAR  alert  over  the  Adri- 
atie,  without  seheduled  air-to-air  refueling  support.  We  would 
take  fuel  from  an  unseheduled  tanker  (aka  bootleg  a  tanker) 
only  if  a  shoot  down  oeeurred.  After  the  sueeessful  27  Mareh 
reseue  of  the  F-117  pilot  (Vega  31),  our  priority  for  resourees 
inereased,  and  a  dedieated  tanker  was  routinely  seheduled  to 
support  the  Sandys  on  airborne  alert. 

Before  Mareh  and  exeept  for  us,  few  people  thought  about 
using  A- 10s  to  attaek  ground  targets.  During  the  weeks  be¬ 
tween  the  end  of  our  planned  30-day  Operation  Deliberate 
Foree  rotation  and  the  start  of  OAF  on  24  Mareh,  we  had  qui¬ 
etly  inereased  the  number  of  our  A- 10s  deployed  to  Aviano 
from  six  to  15.  Part  of  the  buildup  was  eonseiously  approved 
through  all  ehannels.  We  had  eonvineed  the  CAOC  that  CSAR 
alert  for  both  northern  and  southern  Serbia  would  require  a 
minimum  of  eight  eombat-ready  A- 10s  with  at  least  two 
spares.  Some  of  the  other  forward-deployed  Hogs  were  the 
eonsequenee  of  the  31st  AEW’s  approving  our  requests  to  park 
more  jets  in  its  allotted  area  and  the  dynamies  of  moving 
erews  and  aireraft  in  and  out  of  Aviano.  For  example,  after  six 
weeks  at  Aviano,  I  had  returned  to  Spangdahlem  on  7  Mareh 
and  left  Lt  Col  Mark  “Coke”  Koeehle,  the  81st  operations  offi- 
eer,  in  eharge  of  our  detaehment  of  12  A- 10s.  Two  weeks  later 
we  reeeived  the  warning  order  to  be  ready  to  go  on  24  Mareh. 
I  returned  with  a  two-ship  of  A- 10s  to  Aviano,  inereasing  our 
foree  to  14.  A  eouple  of  days  later,  another  Hog  pilot  trans¬ 
ported  some  eritieally  needed  parts  to  Aviano,  and,  voila,  we 
had  15  A- 10s — our  foree  strueture  at  the  beginning  of  OAF. 

How  would  these  Hogs  be  used?  Our  reeent  Bosnia  experi- 
enee  (1994  and  1995)  eonvineed  us  that  our  bosses  would  ask 
for  A- 10  expertise  when  we  began  to  engage  fielded  forees.  Maj 
Goldie  Haun,  our  squadron’s  weapons  and  taeties  offieer,  had 
already  given  this  question  mueh  thought  and  had  prepared  a 
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concept  on  how  to  conduct  AFAC-led  NATO  force  paekages 
against  fielded  forees.  On  12  Mareh  Colonel  Johnson  and 
Colonel  Carpenter  (CAOC  division  ehiefs  for  operations  [C3] 
and  plans  [C5])  eame  to  Aviano  to  diseuss  employment  eon- 
eepts  with  Col  Jeffrey  Eberhart  (our  31st  EOG  eommander). 
Coke  and  Goldie  were  invited  to  their  meeting,  and  Goldie 
quiekly  briefed  them  on  his  AFAC  eoneept.  During  the  next 
two  days,  FS  weapons  offieers  and  leadership  representatives 
(rep)  from  the  81st  (A- 10s),  510th  and  555th  (F-16CGs),  23d 
(F-16CJ),  and  492d  and  494th  (F-15Es)  hashed  out  the  plan’s 
details.  The  result  was  Goldie’s  plan,  whieh  had  A- 10s  leading 
the  day  missions  and  F-16CGs  leading  the  night  missions. 

The  plan  was  briefed  to  Brig  Gen  Dan  Leaf,  eommander  of 
the  31st  AEW,  on  the  morning  of  15  Mareh  by  Colonel  Eber¬ 
hart  and  Maj  “Bro”  Broderiek  (31st  AEW’s  weapons  ehief). 
General  Leaf  gave  it  a  “thumbs  up.”  Presumably,  sinee  the 
eurrent  eampaign  plan  ealled  for  night  operations  only,  there 
was  no  diseussion  of  A- 10  AFACs.  They  were  mentioned  solely 
in  the  eontext  of  CSAR.  After  Bro’s  briefing,  Goldie  lobbied 
hard  to  inelude  A- 10  daytime  AFAC  missions  in  Colonel  Eber- 
hart’s  briefing  to  Lt  Gen  Mike  Short.  General  Short,  as  the 
dual-hatted  eommander  of  USAFE’s  Sixteenth  Air  Foree  and 
NATO’s  AIRSOUTH,  was  briefed  that  afternoon  and  approved 
the  plan  to  use  F-16s  as  the  primary  night  AFACs  and  A- 10s 
as  the  primary  day  AFACs.  The  eoneept  was  titled  the  Com¬ 
bined  Air  Interdietion  of  Fielded  Forees  (CAIFF). 

Lt  Col  Gregory  A.  “Snoopy”  Sehulze,  my  predeeessor  as  the 
eommander  of  the  81st  FS,  was  then  stationed  at  Ramstein 
AB,  Germany,  as  the  ehief  of  USAFE’s  flying  standardization 
and  evaluation.  He  had  been  tasked  to  take  the  briefing  Gen¬ 
eral  Short  had  approved  and  make  it  ready  for  presentation  to 
Gen  John  P.  Jumper,  the  USAFE  eommander,  and  Gen  Wesley 
K.  Clark,  who  was  dual-hatted  as  supreme  allied  eommander 
Europe  (SACEUR)  and  eombatant  eommander.  United  States 
European  Command.  During  his  preparation  Snoopy  ealled 
me  at  Aviano  to  get  additional  details  on  two  unique  A- 10  tar- 
get-aequisition  eapabilities — our  binoeulars  and  Pave  Penny. 
Our  hand-earried,  gyrostabilized  12-  and  15-power  binos  pro¬ 
vided  a  sharper,  more  eolor-eontrastive,  and  larger  image  than 
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the  low-altitude  navigation  and  targeting  infrared  for  night 
(LANTIRN)  targeting  pod.  With  the  aireraft-mounted  Pave 
Penny  laser -spot  traeker,  we  eould  eonfirm  that  another  air- 
eraft’s  targeting  laser  was  designating  the  right  target  before 
we  allowed  the  pilot  to  release  weapons. 

Snoopy  ealled  later  to  say  that  the  CAIFF  eoneept  was  ap¬ 
proved.  It  was  great  to  get  SACEUR  to  buy  the  eoneept,  but  it 
was  another  ehaUenge  to  translate  that  eoneept  into  a  eoherent 
taetieal  plan  that  would  work  in  flight.  Some  expressed  eoneern 
that  eireling  A-lOs  over  known  threats — radar -guided  missiles, 
radar-direeted  antiaireraft  artillery  (AAA)  sites,  and  an  abun- 
danee  of  man-portable  missiles — ^would  be  asking  to  get  shot 
down.  Those  folks  thought  the  best  way  to  attaek  Serb  armor 
would  be  to  assemble  a  strike  paekage  just  to  the  south  of 
Kosovo.  When  alerted  by  JSTARS  of  the  exaet  loeation  of  a  eon- 
voy  on  the  move,  the  attaek  paekage  eould  push  forward  and  at¬ 
taek.  StiU  other  aviators  thought  A- 10s  would  be  partieularly 
vulnerable  due  to  their  large  size,  slow  speed,  and  radar  eross 
seetlon.  Jim  Bitterman,  for  example,  was  an  exasperating  non- 
aviator  “expert”  and  Cable  News  Network  (CNN)  eorrespondent 
who  habitually  reported  from  the  end  of  Avlano’s  runway.  He 
generally  provided  an  informative,  aeeurate,  and  useful  eom- 
mentary.  However,  as  he  observed  A- 10s  taking  off,  he  would  in¬ 
variably  intone  “the  low,  slow,  vulnerable  A- 10”  and  muse  that 
we  really  had  no  reason  to  fly  in  this  eampaign.  Of  eourse,  the 
media  did  not  yet  know  that  Hogs  had  sueeessfully  led  the  res- 
eue  of  the  F-117  pilot  and  that  they  were  getting  ready  to  lead 
the  very  first  attaeks  on  fielded  Serb  forees. 

We  ignored  those  affronts  and  eontinued  to  work  on  our 
plan.  We  knew  that  no  professional  army  would  drive  around 
in  eonvoys,  waiting  to  be  pieked  off  like  dueks  at  a  earnival — 
at  least,  not  more  than  onee.  We  also  knew  that  even  tanks 
would  be  very  hard  to  find  onee  the  Serb  ground  forees  hun¬ 
kered  down  in  the  hilly,  forested  terrain  spotted  with  villages. 
Most  of  all,  we  were  eonvineed  that  any  Serb  foolish  enough  to 
open  fire  on  a  flight  of  Hogs  would  make  himself  an  easy  tar¬ 
get  and  a  big  loser  in  any  weapons  exehange. 

The  CAOC  order,  whieh  gave  us  three  days  to  prepare,  stated 
that  day-only  CAIFF  operations  would  eommenee  30  Mareh  and 
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would  be  led  by  A- 10s.  We  speeulated  that  this  deeision,  more 
than  anything  else,  refleeted  the  need  for  positive  target  identi- 
fieation — a  task  for  whieh  the  A- 10  and  its  pilots  were  well 
suited.  Leading  these  large  foree  paekages  would  pose  a  new 
ehallenge  for  the  Panthers.  Although  our  weapons  offieers  had 
led  large  foree  paekages  as  part  of  their  USAF  Weapons  Sehool 
graduation  exereise,  no  one  had  ever  put  a  mission  like  this  to¬ 
gether — ^with  these  kinds  of  targets  and  so  many  NATO  partiei- 
pants.  By  eontrast,  the  F-16CG  mission  eommanders  who  so 
ably  led  the  first  interdietion  strikes  on  24  Mareh  had  been 
praetieing  A1  paekages  in  Bosnia  for  weeks,  and  had  even  done 
a  eouple  of  “dress  rehearsals”  for  the  day-one  strikes.  We  would 
get  no  sueh  praetiee — or  so  we  thought. 

Coke,  Goldie,  Buster,  and  I,  with  a  lot  of  help,  worked  in¬ 
tensely  during  those  few  days.  We  eoordinated  with  reps  of  all 
the  plan’s  players:  NAEW,  ABCCC,  JSTARS,  tanker,  BEAD, 
jammer,  air  defender,  and  striker  aireraft.  We  then  put  the 
final  touehes  on  our  eommand  and  eontrol  proeedures,  fre- 
queneies,  airspaee  deeonflietion,  attaek  eoordination,  and  tae- 
ties — basieally,  all  the  details  a  good  plan  requires.  The  CAOC 
direeted  the  foree  to  operate  over  Kosovo  for  three  hours,  an 
operational  eonstraint  whieh  refleeted  the  limited  availability 
of  F-16CJ  BEAD,  EA-6B  jammer,  and  tanker  aireraft.  The 
CAIFF  mission  did  not  have  top  priority,  so  to  save  on  tankers, 
we  used  Lakenheath  F-15Es.  They  were  there  primarily  to  fly 
in  the  air  defense  orbit  that  day  and  would  then  eome  down 
and  be  our  first  strikers  if  we  found  something.  This  was  a 
win-win  situation,  sinee  eaeh  of  the  highly  respeeted  Btrike 
Eagles  earned  six  500  lb  laser -guided  bombs  (LGB)  under 
eaeh  wing!  For  airspaee  and  target- area  deeonflietion,  we  split 
Kosovo  into  two  seetors,  with  aireraft  entering  and  exiting  via 
Albania  into  the  western  half  and  via  Maeedonia  for  the  east¬ 
ern  half.  We  planned  to  launeh  a  total  of  eight  A- 10s.  Two  two- 
ship  flights  would  eover  the  first  45  minutes  in  eaeh  of  two 
seetors,  with  the  other  two  two-ships  swapping  in  as  the  first 
four  went  to  the  tanker.  We  planned  to  repeat  this  rotation  to 
eover  our  3-hour  “vulnerability,”  or  “vul,”  period.  I  would  be 
the  mission  eommander  on  the  first  day,  with  Goldie  as  my 
deputy  leading  the  seeond  four -ship.  On  the  seeond  day 
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Buster  would  lead,  with  me  as  his  deputy.  Coke  would  fly  on 
day  one  in  my  foursome  as  the  element  lead  in  the  opposite 
seetor.  My  wingman  would  be  Maj  Wade  “Biggies”  Thompson. 

I  walked  into  the  510th  that  morning  exaetly  30  minutes 
prior  to  the  time  of  the  mass  briefing  and  exaetly  12  hours 
after  leaving  the  afternoon  before.  That  was  as  late  as  I  eould 
arrive  and  still  be  prepared  for  the  briefing  and  as  early  as  I 
eould  arrive  to  meet  “erew  rest”  requirements.  The  hubbub  in 
the  hallways  took  on  an  ominous  tone  as  a  breathless  major, 
who  worked  in  the  “Wingtip”  (31st  AEW’s  planning  eell),  ran 
up  to  us  with  maps  in  hand.  He  said,  “The  CAOC  didn’t  get  ap¬ 
proval  to  use  Maeedonian  airspaee  to  attaek  Kosovo  and  you’ll 
all  have  to  go  through  Albania.  I’ve  got  some  new  proposed 
orbit  points  on  these  maps.”  This  was  not  good  news.  The  F- 
15Es  would  be  the  only  fighters  that  would  be  allowed  to  fly 
through  Maeedonian  airspaee,  sinee  they  were  eategorized  as 
air  defense.  Everyone  else — the  F-16CJ  SEAD  patterns,  the 
EA-6B  jammer  orbits,  the  two  dozen  strikers,  and  us  (the 
AFACs) — ^would  all  have  to  assemble  in  northern  Albania. 
Moreover,  our  new  plan  had  to  be  ready  in  less  than  30  min¬ 
utes.  A  mission’s  exeeution  often  refleets  the  quality,  disei- 
pline,  and  tone  set  in  the  briefing.  We  started  the  brief  with  a 
punetual  time-haek — there  was  no  way  we  were  going  to  begin 
our  first  mission  eommand  with  a  late  haek  and  set  a  less- 
than-professional  preeedent!  In  short,  the  planning  and  brief¬ 
ing  worked  out  fine  and  we  launehed  on  time. 

The  weather,  however,  was  not  going  to  eooperate.  Beeause  of 
the  weather  and  the  day-one  rules  of  engagement  (ROE),  we 
were  unable  to  engage  any  targets.  Those  ROEs  attempted  to 
limit  risk  in  an  uneertain  threat  environment  by  restrieting  op¬ 
erations  to  not  lower  than  17,500  feet  and  a  penetration  of  not 
more  than  10  miles  into  Kosovo.  Now,  17,500  feet  is  fine  for  an 
aireraft  with  plenty  of  thrust  and  preeision-guided  munitions 
(PGM).  Its  pilot  ean  aequire  the  aim  point  using  its  targeting 
pod,  fly  a  straight-and-level  weapons-delivery  pass,  and  then  re¬ 
lease  its  LGBs.  A  Hog  driver,  however,  must  enter  a  dive  and 
point  its  nose  at  the  target  to  expend  weapons.  At  that  altitude, 
a  pilot  has  to  enter  a  steep  dive  to  aequire  the  target  within  re¬ 
lease  parameters.  A  jet  engine’s  ability  to  produee  thrust  de- 


29 


A- 10s  OVER  KOSOVO 


creases  with  an  inerease  in  altitude,  and  the  thrust  required  to 
sustain  flight  inereases  with  extra  weight  and  drag.  It  is,  there¬ 
fore,  easy  to  understand  why  a  Hog’s  maximum  employment  al¬ 
titude  is  redueed  when  it’s  fully  loaded.  So  our  ehallenge  was  to 
find  targets  from  as  high  an  altitude  as  possible,  maneuver  the 
aireraft  to  put  the  nose  on  that  target,  get  a  weapons  loek-on, 
launeh  the  missile,  and  reeover  without  busting  the  17,500-foot 
“hard  deek”  (minimum  altitude,  period — not  just  the  minimum 
weapons-release  altitude).  Our  ehoiee  was  to  operate  within  this 
ROE  or  be  slow-speed  eheerleaders.  On  that  first  mission  Big¬ 
gies  and  I  were  working  in  western  Kosovo,  south  of  the  town  of 
Pee.  I  found  a  hole  in  the  elouds  and,  using  my  binoeulars,  iden¬ 
tified  a  single  eonvoy  of  four  small,  dark-green-painted  armored 
ears  driving  south  with  military  spaeing  between  them.  Leaving 
Biggies  up  at  22,000  feet,  I  gingerly  pushed  the  stiek  forward, 
lowered  the  nose,  and  attempted  a  Maveriek  missile  loek-on, 
but  my  altitude  alert  sounded  just  as  I  brought  the  armored 
ears  in  my  TV  sereen  and  before  I  eould  slew  the  missile  to  get 
a  loek.  I  had  set  the  alert  to  1,000  feet  above  the  hard  deek, 
whieh  refleeted  the  amount  of  altitude  I  would  lose  during  my 
dive  reeovery.  Getting  a  kill  on  the  first  sortie  was  not  worth  an 
ROE  violation — that  sort  of  breaeh  in  air  diseipline  would  mean 
an  instant  end  to  our  mission  leadership.  As  I  eleared  Biggies  to 
try  a  pass,  the  Serb  eonvoy  went  under  a  eloud  deek. 

That  was  the  best  shot  anyone  had  all  morning,  and  the  next 
day,  the  weather  was  eompletely  overeast.  After  surviving  the 
first  several  missions,  we  reeeived  permission  from  General 
Short  to  lower  the  ROE  hard  deek — first  down  to  15,000  feet  and 
then  to  10,000  feet.  (One  of  the  themes  in  ehap.  5,  ROE  will  be 
diseussed  there  by  several  people  at  greater  length.) 

The  weather  pattern  eontinued  to  repeat  itself  and  provided  us 
with  six  unexpeeted  days  to  praetiee  and  perfeet  our  mission 
leadership.  It  was  ehallenging  for  us  to  keep  traek  of  40-odd  air- 
eraft  as  they  flowed  into  and  out  of  an  engagement  area  pro- 
teeted  by  enemy  air -defense  systems  and  filled  with  eloud  layers. 
It  was  a  task  we  learned  to  aeeomplish  without  ineident. 

The  self-initiated  pressure  to  get  results  was  building.  We 
had  drilled  holes  in  eloudy  skies  for  seven  days  without  ex¬ 
pending  any  ordnanee  or  slowing  down  the  Serb  ground  of- 
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fensive.  Finally  on  6  April,  we  got  our  chance.  The  Serbs  hadn’t 
started  hiding  yet.  We  caught  and  destroyed  several  small  con¬ 
voys  and  other  vehicles  parked  in  the  open.  After  landing  from 
that  seven-hour  sortie,  I  was  pressed  to  get  out  the  door  to 
comply  with  crew-rest  restrictions  (normal  crew  rest  is  a  12- 
hour  period  that  begins  when  a  pilot  departs  the  squadron 
and  ends  when  he  returns  for  the  next  day’s  mission)  but  took 
time  to  do  three  important  things.  First,  I  distributed  the 
prized  bits  of  weapons  arming  and  release  hardware  to  the  ec¬ 
static  maintainers  and  weapons  loaders.  These  swivels,  links, 
and  bits  of  arming  wire  are  attached  to  the  aircraft’s  bomb 
racks  and  missile  rails  and  arm  the  weapons  when  they  are  re¬ 
leased  or  fired.  The  maintainers  and  loaders  are  proud  when 
their  aircraft  returns  without  its  weapons  and  are  pleased  to 
get  these  souvenirs.  Second,  I  briefed  the  following  day’s  mis¬ 
sion  commander  on  the  tactics  that  worked  and  those  that 
didn’t.  Third,  I  returned  a  call  General  Short  had  made  while 
I  was  flying.  He  was  very  supportive  and  asked  how  the  mis¬ 
sion  had  gone.  He  reminded  me  to  keep  the  target- identifica¬ 
tion  process  rigorous  and  the  “kids”  above  his  ROE  altitude.  I 
thanked  him  for  the  10,000-foot  hard  deck  and  asked  him  to 
consider  8,000  feet.  He  said  he’d  think  about  it. 

Evolution  of  the  Airborne  Forward 
Air  Controller  Mission 

After  the  first  week  of  AFAC  sorties,  the  CAOC  changed  the 
name  of  the  CAIFF  mission  to  VMEZ  {V=VJ  [Serb  army]  and 
M=MUP  [Serb  Interior  Ministry  police]  Engagement  Zone). 
About  the  same  time,  we  were  allowed  to  seek  out  and  destroy 
targets  throughout  Kosovo,  but  still  without  using  Macedon¬ 
ian  airspace.  VMEZ  then  changed  in  mid-April  to  KEZ,  and  on 
15  April,  we  finally  received  clearance  to  attack  Serbia  and 
Kosovo  through  Macedonian  airspace.  (For  simplicity’s  sake, 
the  air  campaign  against  fielded  forces  is  hereafter  called  “KEZ 
operations”  and  the  area  in  Kosovo  and  southeastern  Serbia 
where  we  engaged  fielded  forces  is  “the  KEZ.”) 

During  the  first  week  of  OAF,  daily  KEZ  operations  were  lim¬ 
ited  to  a  single  three-hour  period  from  0600  to  0900.  After  our 
early  successes,  the  CAOC  expanded  KEZ  operations  to  two 
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three-hour  daytime  periods,  with  F-16CG  FACs  from  Avlano 
joining  us.  Unfortunately,  the  Serbs  were  quiek  to  adapt  their 
operations  to  ours.  We  soon  notieed  that  the  Serb  army  simply 
hid  its  armored  vehieles  while  we  were  roaming  overhead,  and 
then  wreaked  havoe  on  the  Kosovar  eivilians  when  we  left.  We 
saw  a  eritieal  need  to  inerease  our  ability  to  influenee  events  on 
the  ground  and  sent  a  proposal  to  the  CAOC  to  expand  our  op¬ 
erations  to  near-eontinuous  eoverage.  That  proposal  required 
more  aireraft  (how  and  where  we  got  those  Hogs  is  diseussed  at 
length  in  ehap.  3,  whose  theme  is  beddown).  Eventually,  with 
more  A-lOs  and  earner -based  F-14  AFACs,  KEZ  operations 
reaehed  a  eruising  speed  of  18  hours  daily  in  late  April,  divided 
into  three-hour  periods.  There  were  two  “holes”  in  the  sehedule 
around  sunset  and  sunrise,  due  to  limitations  in  the  availabil¬ 
ity  of  some  key  assets  (jammers  and  SEAD).  This  18-hour  eov¬ 
erage  eontinued  until  the  end  of  hostilities.  The  F-16CGs  did 
most  of  the  FACing  at  night  and  were  assisted  by  ANG  A- 10s 
after  they  arrived.  At  night.  A- 10s,  F-16CGs,  and  British  GR-7s 
flew  with  night  vision  goggles. 

Coordination  of  KEZ  Operations 

Extensive  eoordination  was  required  to  make  the  KEZ  oper¬ 
ations  work  well.  By  late  April  there  were  dozens  of  units,  from 
nine  NATO  eountries,  whieh  operated  from  15  bases  and  three 
aireraft  earriers  to  support  OAF.  Those  nations  provided  air¬ 
eraft,  whieh  regularly  flew  the  indieated  missions  during  KEZ 
operations  (table  1). 


Table  1 

Aircraft  Involved  in  KEZ  Operations 


Country 

Mission 

Aircraft  Type 

Belgium 

Attack® 

F-16A 

Canada 

Attack 

CF-18 

France 

Attack 

Super  Etendard,  Jaguar 

Germany 

SEAD*^ 

Tornado  ECR 

Italy 

Attack 

Tornado  GR.1  IDS,  AMX 
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Table  1  (Continued) 


Netherlands 

Attack 

F-16AM 

dca'^ 

F-16AM 

Spain 

Attack 

EF-18 

Turkey 

Attack 

TF-16 

United  Kingdom 

Attack 

GR-7  Harrier 

Support'^ 

E-3D  NAEW 

United  States 

AFAC® 

A-10,  F-16CG,  F-14 

Attack 

A-10,  F-16CG,  F-15E, 

F-14,  F/A-18,  AV-8,  B-1, 

B-52 

sar' 

A-10,  MH-53J  (Pave  Low) 
MH-60  (Pave  Hawk) 

SEAD 

F-16CJ,  EA-6B 

DCA 

F-15A,  F-15C,  F-16CG,  F-15E 

Support 

E-3  AWACS,  E-8  JSTARS, 

EC-130  ABCCC, 

EC-130H  Compass  Call, 

E-2C  Hawkeye,  KC-10, 

KC-135 

Recce^  Predator,  Laser  Predator, 

and  Hunter 

®  attack  aircraft  that  employed  weapons  under  the  control  of  an  AFAC 
^  suppression  of  enemy  air  defenses 
^  defensive  counterair 

specialized  aircraft  that  support  operations  In  areas  of  command,  con¬ 
trol,  communications,  reconnaissance.  Intelligence,  refueling,  and 
electronic  warfare 

®  airborne  forward  air  controller 
*  search  and  rescue 

9  reconnaissance  using  unmanned  aerial  vehicles 

Keeping  these  mixed  gaggles  going  the  same  way  on  the 
same  day  required  three  levels  of  planning  and  eoordination. 
First,  CAOC  planners  would  build  the  paekages  from  the  avail¬ 
able  units  to  ensure  the  requisite  eapability.  These  paekages 
would  be  published  in  the  daily  air  tasking  order  (ATO)  and, 
more  importantly,  in  the  draft  ATO.  The  information  in  the 
draft  allowed  the  units  to  get  a  head  start  on  planning  for  the 
next  day’s  0600  vul  period. 
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Aviators  representing  eaeh  of  the  tasked  units  aeeomplished 
the  seeond  level  of  planning  in  the  Wingtip,  the  wing’s  mission 
planning  eell  at  Aviano.  They  turned  the  ATO  KEZ  paekage  in¬ 
formation  into  two-page  ‘Coordination  eards”  to  be  used  in  the 
next  day’s  missions.  The  eards  listed  frequeneies,  eode  words, 
types  of  aireraft,  and  their  ordnanee.  We  always  had  an  A- 10 
pilot  there  to  put  the  eards  together  and  send  them  to  us  at 
Gioia  del  Colle.  Maj  Peter  R.  “Bro”  Brotherton,  one  of  our  guys 
doing  his  time  at  Aviano,  was  the  first  to  appropriately  indieate 
“lots”  under  the  A-lO’s  ordnanee  eolumn. 

The  third  level  of  planning  and  eoordination  took  plaee  in  the 
units.  There,  a  group  of  young  pilots,  under  the  guidanee  of  a 
field-grade  supervisor,  would  produee  the  two-page  lineup  eards 
with  tasking  and  tanker  information,  navigation  way  points,  and 
weapons  parameters.  If  units  wanted  to  ehange  something  on 
the  eoordination  eard  or  alter  their  eontribution  to  the  KEZ  paek- 
ages,  they  simply  eommunieated  the  details  to  their  reps  at  the 
Wingtip  and  the  CAOC.  This  verheal  eoordination  for  KEZ  oper¬ 
ations,  after  some  initial  hieeups,  ran  quite  smoothly. 

The  horizontal  eoordination  among  the  units  partieipating 
in  hunting  fielded  Serbian  forees  did  not  work  as  well.  During 
the  first  week,  while  most  of  the  “players”  were  still  at  Aviano, 
it  was  fairly  simple  for  an  A- 10  AFAC  mission  eommander  to 
drive  down  the  street  to  pay  a  visit  to  the  EC- 130  ABCCC 
squadron  to  work  out  eommand  and  eontrol  kinks,  or  walk 
down  the  hall  to  eompare  notes  with  the  F-16  AFACs.  Onee  we 
moved  to  Gioia  de  Colle  and  the  F-14  AFACs  started  flying  KEZ 
sorties  off  the  USS  Theodore  Roosevelt  (CVN  71),  eoordination 
among  the  AFAC  units  eonsisted  of  whatever  handoff  briefings 
we  managed  in  the  air.  In  general,  we  relied  too  mueh  on  the 
CAOC  to  provide  eoordination  among  units.  There  was  no  one 
playing  “Daddy  FAC”  at  the  CAOC  sinee  there  were  few,  if  any, 
senior  FAC-qualified  pilots.  We  knew  that  the  F-16  and  F-14 
FACs  had  different  eapabilities  and  therefore  used  different 
taeties.  We  had  no  insight  into  how  they  were  doing — ^what  did 
not  work,  or  what  worked  and  got  results. 

Lt  Col  Paul  C.  “Stleky”  Striekland  ably  deseribed  our  initial  sit¬ 
uation  in  an  artiele  entitled  “USAF  Aerospaee-Power  Doetrine: 
Deeisive  or  Coereive?”  He  stated  that  the  initial  CAIFF  operations 
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did  not  have  an  air  operations  direetive  to  guide  them — that  is, 
to  provide  elear,  measurable  objeetives  for  the  CAOC  and  the 
units  to  attain.^  Our  job  was  simply  to  hunt  down  and  destroy 
Serb  weaponry  within  10  miles  of  the  Albanian  border.  Although 
we  enthusiastieally  applied  our  talents  to  this  nebulous  end,  our 
frustration  grew  as  we  went  out  day  after  day,  often  without  find¬ 
ing  and  destroying  Serb  targets  and  with  no  way  of  assessing  our 
eontribution.  Certainly  we  were  making  a  differenee:  after  the 
first  two  days,  the  Serbs  stopped  driving  in  eonvoys,  and  after  a 
week,  they  stopped  driving  armored  vehieles  during  the  day. 
After  a  month,  we  knew  we  had  destroyed  a  signifieant  amount 
of  Serb  weaponry,  but  was  the  destruetion  suffieient  to  aehieve 
NATO  objeetives? 

As  FACs  we  beeame  aware  during  the  KEZ  operations  of  what 
OAF’S  eommanding  offieers  have  sinee  made  publie:  Gen  Wesley 
Clark  was  eager  for  a  major  NATO  effort  against  Serb  fielded 
forees,  while  General  Short  preferred  using  NATO’s  air  resourees 
in  a  eoneentrated  interdietion  eampaign  against  Serb  infrastrue- 
ture.  (General  Short  was  always  a  straight  shooter  with  us  and 
essentially  explained  these  preferenees  during  an  offieial  visit  to 
Gioia  del  Colle  after  the  end  of  the  eampaign,  while  graeiously 
praising  our  eontribution  to  NATO’s  vletory.)  Through  our  eon- 
taets  at  the  CAOC,  we  learned  that,  despite  the  good  intentions 
of  many  superb  offieers,  this  tug-of-war  for  mission  priorities  had 
resulted  in  ambiguous  guidanee  and  a  laek  of  overall  direetlon 
on  our  ultimate  objeetive. 

During  late  April,  Lt  Col  Arden  B.  “Surgeon”  Dahl,  our  52d 
Fighter  Wing  ehlef  of  weapons  and  taeties,  had  a  “eureka  sfyle” 
revelation  while  we  Hog  drivers  diseussed  this  problem  at  Gioia. 
Surgeon  drew  on  his  experienee  at  the  Sehool  of  Advaneed  Air 
and  Spaee  Studies  (SAASS)  and  noted  that,  while  KEZ  opera¬ 
tions  attaeked  ground  forees,  they  did  not  explieitly  seek  a 
ground-foree  objeetive,  sueh  as  “oeeupy  the  high  terrain  by  X 
date”  or  “reduee  the  eombat  effeetiveness  of  (named  enemy  unit) 
by  X  pereent.”  This  should  have  been  obvious  to  A- 10  guys  from 
the  start,  sinee  we  had  grown  up  supporting  the  ground  eom- 
mander’s  seheme  of  maneuver  from  the  air.  However,  we  had  not 
been  given  an  “on  the  ground”  objeetive  to  aehieve  in  Kosovo.  We 
understood  that  our  KEZ  operations  sought  airpower  vietory  over 
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deployed  enemy  ground  forees,  but  we  did  not  know  what  would 
eonstitute  “vletory.”  Through  our  ehief  CAOC  representative,  Lt 
Col  Craig  “Walrus”  Heise,  we  proposed  that  intelligenee  experts 
identify  Serb  army  units  and  their  loeations  in  Kosovo  so  we 
eould  systematiealfy  attaek  them  and  aehieve  a  yet-to-be-defined 
joint  objeetive.  We  also  proposed  a  FAC  eonferenee  at  Vieenza 
that  would  allow  us  to  eompare  notes  and  hammer  out  a  eom- 
mon  way  forward.  Both  of  those  initiatives  won  approval.  After¬ 
ward,  our  ATO  listed  the  Serb  Third  Army  as  our  main  objeetive. 

Defining  our  objeetives  did  not  make  a  big  differenee  in  our 
daily  results,  sinee  KEZ  operations  did  not  have  suffieient  pri¬ 
ority  on  reeonnaissanee  assets  to  loeate  and  traek  Third  Army 
eommand  posts  and  operational  units  (see  ehap.  5  for  more 
details).  We  argued  at  the  FAC  eonferenee  for  the  need  to  de¬ 
velop  a  joint  eoneept  of  attaeking  Serb  ground  forees  that  in- 
eluded  NATO  ground  assets  stationed  in  Maeedonia  and  Alba¬ 
nia.  Later  in  the  eampaign,  we  understood  that  the  CAOC  was 
working  elosefy  with  Army  eounterbattery  radars.  We,  how¬ 
ever,  had  praetiealfy  no  eontaet  with  our  NATO  ground  eol- 
leagues  throughout  the  eampaign. 

KEZ  operations  did  keep  daily  pressure  on  the  Serbs,  and 
although  some  days  resulted  in  very  little  battle  damage  as¬ 
sessment  (BDA),  we  often  foreed  the  Serbs  to  make  seemingly 
stupid  mistakes.  On  at  least  three  oeeasions.  Hogs  eaught  and 
destroyed  signifieant  armored  forees  (10-15  tanks  and  ar¬ 
mored  personnel  earners  [APC])  eongregated  in  the  open.  We 
termed  these  puzzling  groupings  of  real  armor  (they  burned 
blaek  smoke  or  eaused  seeondary  explosions)  Serb  army  “pie- 
nies”  or  “meetings”  that  got  interrupted.  Continuous  AFAC 
pressure  paid  off  most  when  the  Kosovo  Liberation  Army  (KLA 
[English]  or  UCK  [Albanian])  started  its  meager,  but  eertainfy 
effeetive,  ground  offensive  in  the  last  10  days  of  the  eonfliet. 
When  the  Serbs  eame  out  to  fight,  there  was  no  plaee  to  hide. 
We  were  then  able  to  infliet  very  heavy  damage,  espeeially  on 
enemy  artillery,  mortars,  and  APCs. 

Combat  Search  and  Rescue  Leadership 

A- 10  Sandys  had  CSAR  responsibility  for  the  entire  theater 
of  operations  throughout  the  eampaign.  If  required,  they  eould 
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also  lead  a  search  and  rescue  (SAR)  mission  in  friendly  terri¬ 
tory.  The  location  and  reaction  time  for  CSAR  alert  were  two 
aspects  of  the  mission  that  did  change  over  time.  Friendly 
forces  can  make  only  an  educated  guess  as  to  where  the  risk 
of  having  one  of  their  aircraft  shot  down  is  greatest.  Therefore, 
CSAR  is  an  alert  mission  that  initially  has  many  unknown  fac¬ 
tors,  including  the  location  and  condition  of  the  survivor,  as 
well  as  the  enemy  threats  in  that  rescue  area.  CSAR  forces  can 
“sit”  ground  alert  or  fly  an  airborne  alert.  During  ground  alert, 
the  aircraft  are  loaded  with  ordnance  appropriate  for  a  CSAR 
mission  and  then  “hot  cocked”  by  the  pilots.  The  pilots  hot- 
cock  the  aircraft  by  starting  the  engines,  aligning  the  aircraft 
navigation  systems,  performing  ground  checks  up  to  prepara¬ 
tion  for  taxi,  shutting  down  the  engines,  and  then  presetting 
the  switches.  In  the  event  they  are  “scrambled,”  all  the  pilots 
have  to  do  is  start  the  engines  and  go.  During  an  airborne 
alert,  appropriately  loaded  A- 10s  take  off,  fly  to,  and  remain  at 
a  specified  orbit  to  cover  the  time  window  during  which 
friendly  aircraft  are  flying  over  enemy  territory.  Usually,  at 
least  two  flights  of  A- 10s  are  tasked  to  cover  CSAR.  One  flight 
locates  and  stays  with  the  survivor;  the  other  escorts  the  re¬ 
covery  helos  and/or  relieves  the  Sandy  who  is  functioning  as 
the  on-scene  commander  when  that  Sandy  must  depart  the 
area  to  go  to  the  tanker  for  fuel. 

The  key  considerations  that  drive  the  decision  to  use  ground 
or  airborne  alert  are  the  level  of  enemy  threat,  the  reaction 
time  to  a  potential  survivor,  and  the  availability  of  A- 10s  in  the 
tasked  unit.  If  there  were  an  unlimited  number  of  A- 10s  and 
if  CSAR  were  the  only  mission,  all  strike  packages  could  have 
a  dedicated  airborne  Sandy  alert.  However,  flying  an  airborne 
alert  takes  more  aircraft  than  ground  alert  and  diminishes  a 
unit’s  ability  to  execute  other  required  missions.  Ground 
alerts  were  therefore  regularly  used  to  allow  a  squadron  to  bet¬ 
ter  manage  its  limited  resources  to  support  other  important 
missions  during  nonstop  operations. 

One  of  the  thorniest  puzzles  we  faced  throughout  the  cam¬ 
paign  was  optimizing  the  available  A- 10  sorties.  We  needed  to 
cover  the  tasked  AFAC  and  strike  missions  while  ensuring  ad¬ 
equate  CSAR  coverage  for  all  other  OAF  missions  being  flown. 
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At  the  beginning  of  the  air  eampaign,  the  81st  was  based  at 
Aviano  and  was  expeeted  to  reaeh  target  areas  in  both  north¬ 
ern  Serbia  and  Kosovo  from  a  single  CSAR  alert  posture.  To 
satisfy  this  requirement,  given  the  distanee  to  Kosovo  and  the 
uneertainty  of  the  surfaee-to-air  radar-missile  threat,  we  in¬ 
sisted  on  having  at  least  one  two-ship  airborne  over  the  Adri- 
atie  and  another  on  ground  alert.  We  also  assigned  an  experi- 
eneed  A- 10  pilot  to  ride  aboard  every  C-130  ABCCC  during  the 
first  week  of  air  strikes  to  help  eoordinate  reseue  efforts  and 
minimize  the  eonfusion  that  normally  breaks  loose  when  an 
aireraft  goes  down.  Airborne  OAF  aireraft  would  have  to  be  di- 
reeted  to  support  the  CSAR  effort  or  leave  the  reeovery  area. 
We  expeeted  our  pilots  on  board  the  ABCCCs  to  help  with 
those  tasks,  as  they  did  on  the  evening  of  27  Mareh,  when  they 
helped  eoordinate  the  efforts  of  six  A- 10s  and  numerous  other 
aireraft  during  the  sueeessful  reseue  of  Vega  3 1  (see  ehap.  7 
for  a  detailed  diseussion). 

We  started  flying  AFAC  missions  and  a  heavy  sehedule  against 
ground  targets  on  30  Mareh.  As  a  eonsequenee.  A- 10  Sandys 
were  seheduled  for  ground  CSAR  alert  at  night,  instead  of  air¬ 
borne  alert,  to  maximize  the  number  of  day  AFAC  and  strike  sor¬ 
ties.  We  adopted  an  innovative  seheduling  teehnlque  to  provide 
CSAR  for  the  hundreds  of  day  missions  that  took  friendly  aireraft 
over  bad-guy  land.  We  “embedded”  at  least  four  Sandy-qualified 
pilots  in  the  AFAC  and  strike-mission  sehedule  to  ensure  a  eon- 
tinuous  airborne  Sandy  presenee  in  the  target  area.  These  pilots 
eould  easily  respond  to  a  CSAR  mission  should  the  need  arise. 
When  we  were  not  able  to  sehedule  a  eontinuous  Sandy  pres¬ 
enee,  we  provided  ground-CSAR  alert. 

On  1  May,  four  ground-alert  Sandys  were  launehed  from 
Gioia  del  Colle  to  lead  the  reseue  of  Hammer  34,  an  F-16  that 
had  been  shot  down  in  northern  Serbia.  While  it  was  sueeess¬ 
ful,  the  time  required  for  the  A- 10s  to  arrive  on  seene  meant 
that  daylight  was  approaehing  by  the  time  the  pilot  was  pieked 
up.  The  additional  risk  assoeiated  with  daylight  reseues  and 
the  response  time  from  Gioia  del  Colle  led  the  CAOC  to  deeide 
to  open  a  seeond  CSAR  ground-alert  base  at  Taszar,  Hungary. 
The  Killer  Bees  from  Trapani  graeiousfy  aeeepted  the  tasking 
to  man  this  detaehment  and  provide  a  faster  response  to  a 
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possible  CSAR  in  northern  Serbia.  The  81st  and  74th  EFS, 
under  the  OPCON  of  the  40th  EOG  at  Gioia  del  Colle,  retained 
24-hour  CSAR  responsibility  for  KEZ  operations  and  interdie- 
tion  strikes  in  southern  Serbia. 

Although  A- 10s  had  sueeessfuUy  led  the  CSAR  missions  for 
the  only  two  pilots  shot  down  during  OAF,  nobody  knew  it.  Those 
reeoveries  also  happened  to  be  the  first  time  that  immediate 
eombat  reseues  had  been  attempted  at  night.  The  press  speeu- 
lated  that  the  Marines,  or  perhaps  the  speeial  forees,  had  been 
involved.  In  faet,  both  speeial  forees  and  Air  Foree  reseue  heli- 
eopters  did  the  piekups,  but  they  remained  appropriately  dis- 
ereet  about  who  had  aeeomplished  the  CSAR  missions.  We 
would  have  loved  to  have  ealled  a  press  eonferenee  at  the 
squadron  after  eaeh  piekup  and  introduee  the  Sandy  heroes  to 
the  world.  However,  it  was  mueh  more  important  to  maintain  the 
ambiguity.  We  had  little  to  gain  by  publiely  announeing  to  the 
Serbs  that  Hog  drivers  would  be  the  first  to  eome  to  the  aid  of  a 
downed  pilot  and  were  ready  to  do  whatever  it  took  to  provide 
proteetion  and  lead  a  sueeessful  reeovery.  After  Allied  Foree,  our 
Sandys  got  the  rieh  reeognition  they  deserved.  Capt  John 
“Buster”  Cherrey  reeeived  a  personalized  State  of  the  Union 
thanks  from  President  William  J.  Clinton,  and  the  six  Sandys 
who  partieipated  in  the  Vega  31  reseue  were  given  the  “Jolly 
Green  Reseue  Mission  of  the  Year”  award. 

Our  Assessment  of  Mission  Leadership 

We  had  proved  that  A- 10  drivers  eould  sueeessfuUy  take  the 
reins  of  major  AFAC  and  CSAR  missions.  These  were  notable 
“firsts”  in  the  history  of  the  A- 10,  and  we  owe  our  thanks  to 
many  senior  offieers  who  ignored  our  reputation  as  a  speeial- 
ized  CAS  aireraft,  reeognized  our  potential,  took  us  off  the 
sidelines,  and  gave  us  the  ehanee  to  lead.  Those  offieers  were 
not  in  our  normal  peaeetime  ehain  of  eommand  and  ineluded 
the  USAF  leadership  in  Italy,  notably  Colonel  Eberhart,  Gen¬ 
eral  Leaf,  and  General  Short.  Neither  eould  we  have  led  in 
eombat  without  the  unequivoeal  support  of  our  home-station 
and  major  eommand  leadership:  Brig  Gen  Seott  Van  Cleef,  the 
52d  Fighter  Wing  eommander;  Col  Jan-Mare  Jouas,  the  52d 
Operations  Group  eommander;  and  Maj  Gen  William  T.  ‘Tom” 
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Hobbins,  USAFE  director  of  operations  (also  an  “attached” 
pilot  in  the  81st  FS). 

Our  general  lack  of  experience  in  large -force  mission  com¬ 
mand  showed  at  times  in  the  air,  and  some  missions  didn’t  go 
smoothly.  During  our  unit  debrief  at  the  end  of  the  war  and 
thereafter  at  the  Allied  Force  lessons-learned  conferences,  we 
highlighted  these  shortcomings  as  important  areas  for  im¬ 
provement  in  the  A- 10  community.  We  could  visualize  a  future 
of  low-  to  medium-intensity  conflicts  in  which  air  dominance 
was  easy  to  achieve  but  ground  dominance  was  not.  Experts 
in  mud  moving,  such  as  Hog  pilots,  will  be  called  upon  in 
those  future  conflicts  to  lead  joint  and  multinational  force 
packages  of  great  complexity. 

A  lowly  squadron  can  make  a  big  difference  in  the  conduct  of 
a  large  air  campaign — it’s  not  solely  up  to  the  component-level  or 
theater -level  headquarters  to  develop  tactics  and  strategy.  This 
lesson  repeated  itself  often  during  the  campaign  but  never 
ceased  to  amaze  us.  Our  inputs  to  the  CAOC  on  tactics,  coordi¬ 
nation  procedures,  ROEs,  flying  schedules,  and  package  compo¬ 
sition  significantly  changed  how  the  light  was  fought. 

In  the  European  theater,  the  best  expertise  for  finding  and 
killing  green-painted  vehicles  in  green  fields  and  forests 
resided  in  the  A- 10  unit,  first  at  Aviano  and  then  Gioia  del 
Colle.  Ironically,  this  capability  had  been  developed  during 
what  many  of  us  old-timers  call  “unrealistic”  training  1 5  years 
ago  in  the  Cold  War’s  European  theater.  We  had  cut  our  teeth 
on  training  flights  in  Germany  long  ago  trying  to  find  a  single 
“tank  in  the  trees.”  We  would  complain  about  having  the  most 
unrealistic  scenario  possible.  What  enemy  would  hide  his  best 
combat  power  to  begin  with,  and  then,  why  would  we  ever 
waste  the  time  to  attack  a  single  tank? 

I  Feel  Lucky 

Mqj  Phil  “Goldie”  Haun 

I  feel  lucky.  After  getting  weathered  out  of  yesterday’s  sortie, 
I  was  flying  back  into  the  KEZ.  Maj  Philip  “Dirt”  Fluhr  was  my 
wingman  and  a  good  friend.  Dirt  was  an  experienced  A- 10  in¬ 
structor  pilot  who  never  lost  his  cool.  That  morning  I  was  the 
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mission  commander  for  a  45-ship  package  of  AFACs,  strikers, 
command  and  control,  and  SEAD  aircraft.  Our  objective  was 
to  destroy  as  many  Serbian  tactical  vehicles  (armor,  artillery, 
and  soft-skinned  vehicles)  as  we  could  find.  As  AFACs,  Dirt 
and  I  were  to  locate,  identify,  and  attack  these  mobile  targets. 
The  entire  package  provided  continuous  coverage  over  Kosovo 
by  splitting  the  country  in  two,  with  two  sets  of  AFACs  rotat¬ 
ing  on  and  off  the  tanker  to  cover  our  three-hour  vulnerability 
window.  On  this  day.  A- 10s  had  the  east,  code-named  NBA, 
while  the  F-16CGs  had  the  west,  code-named  NFL. 

For  AFAC  operations,  my  A- 10  was  loaded  with  two  pods  of 
2.75-inch  Willy  Pete  rockets  for  marking,  four  Mk-82  500  lb  air- 
burst  bombs,  two  500  lb  air-to-surface  Maverick  missiles,  and 
over  1,000  rounds  of  30  mm  GAU-8  armor -piercing  and  high- 
explosive  bullets.  That  gave  me  a  variety  of  munitions  not  only 
to  mark  targets,  but  to  kill  them  as  well.  With  F-15Es,  Cana¬ 
dian  CF-18s,  and  British  GR-7  Harriers  available  to  me,  I  also 
had  a  lot  of  LGBs  and  CBUs  at  my  disposal.  Life  was  sweet. 


USAF  Photo  by  SrA  Stan  Parker 


Crew  chief  A1C  Ephraim  Smallridge  arming  a  pod  of  Willy  Pete  rockets  and  two 
AIM-9S 
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That  day’s  five-hour  mission  included  an  hour’s  flight  to  the 
KC-135  tankers  holding  over  Macedonia  for  refueling,  followed 
by  an  hour  in-country  over  Kosovo,  back  to  the  tanker  for 
more  gas,  another  hour  in-country,  and  then  an  hour  back  to 
Gioia  del  Colle — our  deployed  location  in  southeast  Italy. 

The  morning’s  mass  briefing  was  only  so-so.  The  weather 
looked  workable,  but  our  ability  to  employ  weapons  was 
threatened  by  midlevel  cloud  decks.  On  top  of  that,  the  bad 
weather  during  the  last  few  days  had  prevented  the  accumu¬ 
lation  of  any  good  imagery,  and  we  were  forced  to  go  it  alone, 
looking  for  Serbian  military  vehicles  with  limited  help  from  re¬ 
connaissance  and  intelligence  sources. 

This  was  becoming  familiar.  The  Serbs  had  stopped  using 
the  roads  during  the  day  so  I  didn’t  expect  to  find  anything  out 
in  the  open  to  shoot.  I  had  two  options  available:  systemati¬ 
cally  search  the  towns  for  military  vehicles  or  comb  the  outly¬ 
ing  areas  for  revetments.  Visual  reconnaissance  in  urban 
areas  was  extremely  difficult.  In  the  towns,  the  Serbs  had  been 
parking  their  tanks  next  to  houses  and  sometimes  in  the 
houses.  On  a  previous  mission,  I  had  been  able  to  find  Serb 
vehicles,  but  it  had  still  taken  about  an  hour  to  locate  one  tar¬ 
get — and  the  attack  had  been  only  partially  successful.  My 
second  option  was  to  search  the  hills  for  revetments  and  see  if 
any  of  them  contained  APCs,  tanks,  or  artillery.  The  Serbians 
had  hundreds  of  dug-in  fighting  positions  all  over  the  foothills 
that  overlooked  the  main  lines  of  communications  (LOG)  lead¬ 
ing  south  and  east  out  of  Kosovo. 

I  was  determined  to  give  some  revetments  south  of  G-Town 
(Gnjilane,  in  eastern  Kosovo)  a  first  look.  I  knew  where  to  find 
20  juicy  revetments  that  were  full  of  APCs  and  artillery  just 
two  days  ago.  I  found  the  revetments,  called  for  fighters,  and 
was  given  F-15Es  and  Belgian  F-16s.  Waiting  for  the  F-15Es, 
I  attempted  to  lock  up  and  shoot  a  Maverick  at  one  of  the 
APCs,  but  the  target  contrast  was  too  poor  and  I  came  off  tar¬ 
get  dry.  As  I  called  to  get  an  update  on  the  fighters,  I  looked 
back  at  the  target  and  saw  a  long  trail  of  white  smoke  off  my 
left  wing.  It  had  looked  like  the  smoke  trail  off  a  Maverick  mis¬ 
sile,  and  I  had  been  angry  that  my  wingman  had  shot  one  on 
his  own.  I  hadn’t  given  him  permission,  nor  had  I  been  able  to 
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provide  cover  for  him.  When  he  responded  that  he’d  made  no 
such  attack,  chills  went  up  my  spine.  The  smoke  trail  was  ev¬ 
idence  that  a  shoulder -fired  SAM  had  been  shot  at  my  flight. 

I  didn’t  have  to  wait  long  for  the  second  SAM  after  I  directed 
my  wingman  to  roll  in  on  the  revetments  where  the  smoke  had 
come  from.  He  came  off  dry  with  a  hung  Maverick  only  to  see 
another  SAM  come  streaking  up  for  him.  I  called  for  flares  and 
then  held  safely  to  the  south  until  the  strikers  showed  up.  The 
F- 1 5Es  called  in  but  were  low  on  fuel.  I  talked  them  onto  the 
target,  but  they  bingoed  out  (reached  the  amount  of  fuel  re¬ 
quired  to  fly  to  a  tanker  and  then  on  to  their  divert  base  if  re¬ 
fueling  proved  unsuccessful)  for  gas  before  they  could  splash 
any  of  the  revetments  with  their  LGBs.  Now  I  was  running  low 
on  fuel,  and  before  I  could  get  the  Belgian  F-16s  on  target,  I 
hit  bingo  myself.  While  flying  formation  on  the  tanker  and 
waiting  my  turn  to  refuel,  I  plotted  my  revenge.  Unfortunately, 
while  I  refueled,  low-level  clouds  moved  into  the  target  area, 
and  we  had  to  leave  all  20  revetments  unmolested.  It  still 
burned  me  that  they  had  been  able  to  take  two  shots  at  us 
without  retribution. 

I  was  now  eager  to  wipe  the  slate  clean  and  start  over.  Dirt 
and  I  took  off  from  Gioia,  under  the  call  sign  of  Cub  31,  and 
headed  east  towards  Macedonia.  Coming  off  a  tanker  I  turned 
north  to  see  the  weather  over  southeastern  Kosovo  looking 
good.  I  armed  a  Maverick  as  we  returned  to  the  revetments 
south  of  G-Town.  Dirt  covered  me  as  I  rolled  in,  but  the  APCs 
were  no  longer  there  and  I  came  off  dry — thwarted.  The  Ser¬ 
bian  army  had  been  extremely  adaptive  to  our  tactics.  We 
never  got  a  second  chance  in  the  same  place  with  these  guys. 

I  was  forced  to  search  around  G-Town,  looking  at  the  hill¬ 
tops  for  signs  of  other  revetments.  After  10  minutes  I  found 
what  I  was  looking  for:  two  groups  of  revetments  three  miles 
east  of  G-Town  in  a  group  of  foothills.  I  put  my  binos  on  them 
and  found  the  northern  group  filled  with  eight  artillery  pieces. 
In  the  southern  group  were  two  APCs.  I  called  Moonbeam,  the 
call  sign  for  ABCCC,  and  requested  a  set  of  strikers.  First  up 
was  Merc  11,  a  two-ship  of  Canadian  CF-18s  carrying  500  lb 
LGBs.  I  passed  them  coordinates  and  gave  them  an  update  as 
they  came  into  the  target  area.  My  plan  was  to  drop  a  single 
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500  lb  Mk-82  bomb  on  one  of  the  revetments  to  get  the  CF- 
18s’  eyes  onto  the  target  area  and  then  let  them  drop  their 
LGBs  onto  the  artillery.  Everything  went  as  planned  until  I 
rolled  in  on  the  target.  I  dropped  my  bomb  and  then  eame  off 
target,  rolling  up  on  my  side  to  see  where  it  landed.  As  luek 
would  have  it,  the  bomb  was  a  dud.  ‘The  best  laid  plans  and 
all,”  I  said  to  myself.  I  asked  Dirt  if  he  was  in  position  to  drop, 
but  he  wasn’t.  It  would  take  a  while  to  build  up  the  energy  (air¬ 
speed  and  altitude)  to  roll  in  again,  so  I  began  a  talk-on. 

A  talk-on  simply  deseribes  the  target  area  to  the  strikers 
and,  with  no  more  than  a  radio,  gets  their  eyes  on  the  target. 
It  sounds  like  a  mueh  easier  task  than  it  is,  as  both  the  AFAC 
talking  and  the  striker  listening  were  flying  war  birds  three  to 
four  miles  above  enemy  terrain.  At  those  altitudes,  the  revet¬ 
ments  looked  smaller  than  the  head  of  a  pin.  Also,  sinee  the 
jets  were  flying  at  speeds  of  five  to  eight  miles  per  minute  and 
sinee  English  is  not  always  the  mother  tongue  of  the  strikers, 
(not  so  in  this  ease  but  true  of  many  others)  a  talk-on  ean  eas¬ 
ily  be  more  diffieult  than  just  “laying  down  a  mark.”  Over  the 
eourse  of  the  war,  I  eontrolled  USAF,  United  States  Navy 
(USN),  Canadian,  British,  Italian,  Freneh,  Spanish,  Turkish, 
Duteh,  and  Belgium  strikers. 

I  responded  to  Mere  ll’s  eheek-in:  “Copy.  We  are  just  east 
of  the  target  and  setting  up  for  another  mark.  Call  visual  on 
the  faetory  that  is  just  east  of  the  huge  town  that  is  on  the 
east- west  hardball”  {hardball  was  our  term  for  a  hard-surfaee 
road,  whieh  we  differentiated  from  a  dirtball  or  dirt  road).  C- 
Town  is  the  only  large  town  in  eastern  Kosovo,  and  sinee  Mere 
1 1  had  eyes  on  my  flight,  it  was  the  only  town  they  eould  see. 
On  the  east  side  of  G-Town  was  an  enormous  faetory  eomplex 
next  to  the  highway  leading  east  out  of  the  town. 

Mere  11  replied:  “Copy.  I  see  one  faetory.  Large  strueture 
has  a  blue-roof  building  to  the  west.”  Mere  11  not  only  re¬ 
sponded  that  he  saw  the  faetory  but  eonfirmed  it  by  giving  a 
positive  deseription  of  a  distinet  feature.  I  had  eonfidenee  that 
he  had  the  right  faetory  in  sight. 

‘That’s  affirmative.  Let’s  use  that  faetory  east-west  one  unit. 
From  the  eastern  edge  of  faetory  go  two — let’s  make  that  three — 
units  east  on  hardball.  Then  use  faetory  from  hardball.  You’ll  see 
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a  pull-off  on  the  north  side  of  the  hardball.  Go  one  unit  to  the 
south  off  the  hardball.  In  between  two  small  towns  you’ll  see 
some  light  revetments.”  I  eontinued  the  talk-on  by  setting  the 
length  of  the  faetory  eomplex  east  to  west  as  a  unit.  I  treated  that 
unit  as  a  yardstiek  to  measure  the  distanee  along  the  road  to  an¬ 
other  feature  (a  pull-off  from  the  highway).  I  talked  Mere  1 1  down 
between  two  towns  where  the  artillery  was  lying. 

Mere  1 1  responded,  “Copy  light  revetments;  there  appear  to 
be  four  to  the  south  and  four  or  five  to  the  north.”  Mere  1 1  had 
the  revetments  in  sight  and  again  gave  a  deseription  of  what  he 
saw.  The  revetments  appeared  shallow  due  to  the  light,  sandy 
soil  in  that  region  of  Kosovo  in  eomparison  to  the  darker -green 
grass  of  the  field  where  the  revetments  had  been  dug. 

“Copy.  That  is  affirmative.  Say  your  laser  eode.”  I  wanted  his 
laser  eode  so  that  I  eould  use  my  Pave  Penny  pod  (a  laser-spot 
traeker  that  ean  “see”  where  another  jet’s  lasers  are  pointed)  to 
ensure  that  his  laser  was  aetually  pointed  at  the  right  target. 

“Laser  eode  is  1633.” 

I  was  ready  for  his  attaeks  now.  “Copy,  eurrently  I  am  visual 
you,  and  I  am  under  you  eurrently  on  the  west  side.  I’d  like 
you  to  take  out  the  far  western  pit  with  a  single  LGB.” 

Mere  1 1  wanted  one  final  eonfirmation.  “Copy  far  western 
pit.  Confirm  the  line  of  pits  interseets  the  road  at  an  angle.” 

I  reassured  him.  ‘That  is  affirmative.  The  road  between  the 
two  towns  is  at  an  angle.  And  the  arty  sets  almost  in  a  saddle 
in  the  ridgeline.  Say  how  long  until  attaek.” 

“One  minute,”  Mere  11  ealled  as  he  set  up  his  attaek. 

I  saw  him  extend  to  the  southeast  some  10  miles  from  the 
target.  Though  they  move  mueh  faster  than  A-lOs,  CF-18s 
take  a  long  time  to  set  up  their  attaeks.  I  was  not  used  to  fight¬ 
ers  extending  that  far  from  the  target  and  eould  barely  make 
them  out  as  they  turned  inbound.  I  had  to  make  up  my  mind 
on  whether  to  elear  him  to  drop.  I  eouldn’t  piek  up  his  laser 
with  my  pod  yet,  but  I  was  eonfident  from  his  responses  that 
he  had  the  target.  I  deeided  to  elear  him,  and  he  shaeked 
(made  a  direet  hit)  the  first  artillery  pieee.  He  set  up  for  a  sub¬ 
sequent  attaek  and  took  out  another  pieee  of  artillery  before  he 
ran  low  on  fuel  and  departed. 
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In  the  meantime,  I  was  holding  south  of  the  target,  eoordi- 
nating  with  Moonbeam  for  another  set  of  strikers.  Next  on  the 
list  was  Dragon  61,  a  two-ship  of  F-15Es  earrying  a  buneh  of 
GBU-12S  (500  lb  LGBs).  While  I  waited  for  Dragon,  I  took  out 
one  of  the  southern  APCs  with  a  Maveriek.  Finally,  Dragon 
eheeked  in  and  I  gave  them  my  position.  I  got  a  friendly  buddy 
spike,  whieh  meant  Dragon  had  looked  me  with  one  of  their 
air-to-air  radars.  I  told  him  to  eall  me  when  he  had  me  visual. 
Normally,  aequiring  a  visual  on  A- 10s  is  fairly  easy.  A  two-ship 
of  A-  10s  eireling  a  target  looks  like  a  pair  of  large  Xs  in  the  sky. 
Dragon  ealled  visual,  and  I  rolled  in  to  mark,  this  time  with 
Willy  Pete  roekets.  I  shot  three  roekets,  hoping  to  get  them  to 
blossom  into  small  white-phosphorus  elouds  on  the  ground. 
As  long  as  Dragon  saw  where  I  was  shooting,  he  eould  easily 
see  the  smoke  generated  by  my  roekets. 


Original  oil  painting  by  Ronald  “Ron”T.  K.  Wong,  G.  Av.A.,  A.S.A.A. 


An  A-1 0  attacks  Serb  forces. 

“Marks  are  away.  Expeet  impaet  in  15  seeonds.”  That  gave 
Dragon  a  heads  up  on  when  he  should  expeet  to  see  the 
smoke. 

Dirt  ealled  to  me  on  our  internal  Fox- Mike  (frequeney  mod¬ 
ulated,  aka  FM)  radio:  “Your  first  mark  is  elosest  to  arty  line.” 
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Dragon  61  confirmed  the  smokes,  “Six-One  is  eontaet  two 
smokes.” 

“Copy.  Look  at  the  further  northeast  smoke.  It’s  setting  just 
on  the  east  side  of  four  arty  pits  south  of  a  road.”  Even  though 
the  smokes  were  visible,  the  arty  pits  were  so  small  that  I  had 
to  ensure  Dragon  was  seeing  them. 

Dragon  ealled  eontaet  on  the  target  area.  I  was  starting  to 
run  low  on  fuel  and  wanted  to  get  the  F-15Es  dropping  as  soon 
as  possible.  Dragon  was  not  an  AFAC  and  eould  not  piek  his 
own  target.  He  eould,  however,  eontinue  an  attaek  onee  I  gave 
him  permission.  My  plan  was  to  have  him  take  out  as  many 
artillery  pieees  as  he  eould  while  I  was  off  to  the  tanker. 

I  passed  eontrol  of  the  targets  to  Dragon:  “You  have  flight 
lead  eontrol  on  that  target  area.  I’d  like  to  take  out  most  of  the 
arty  sites  at  that  position;  two  have  already  been  struek.  Those 
are  two  just  north  of  the  east-west  road.” 

Dirt  and  I  left  for  the  tanker  that  was  waiting  for  us  some  50 
miles  south  over  Maeedonia.  While  we  were  on  the  tanker. 
Dragon  eontinued  his  attaek  and  destroyed  three  more,  bring¬ 
ing  the  total  to  five  artillery  pieees  and  one  APC  destroyed. 


USAF  Photo 


Artillery  attacked  by  F-15E  with  A-10  FAC 
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After  a  half-hour  refueling,  we  returned  to  the  artillery  sites. 
Dragon  had  long  sinee  departed.  A  eloud  deek  had  moved  in 
from  the  northwest  and  foreed  us  to  work  east,  out  of  Kosovo 
and  into  the  southeastern  part  of  Serbia.  A  large  valley  wound 
its  way  down  towards  the  town  of  Kumanova  in  Maeedonia.  We 
ealled  it  the  Kumanova  Valley.  For  several  days,  we  attaeked 
positions  in  this  valley  when  the  weather  was  not  good  enough 
in  Kosovo.  The  Serbs  were  fortified  against  a  ground  attaek 
from  the  south  and  had  hundreds  of  defensive  positions  built 
into  the  hillsides  overlooking  the  valley. 

Near  the  border  I  eould  hear  a  eouple  of  A- 10s  working  tar¬ 
gets.  I  ealled  them  and  eoordinated  to  work  well  north  of  their 
position,  10  miles  north  of  the  Maeedonian  border.  I  found  the 
town  of  Bujanovae  and  began  searehing  the  roads  and  sur¬ 
rounding  areas.  I  worked  my  eyes  south  of  the  town  and  finally 
pieked  up  six  revetments.  They  were  on  a  hilltop  but  were  dif¬ 
ferent  than  any  other  revetments  I  had  ever  seen.  They  were 
several  miles  from  any  major  LOG  and  well  eamouflaged  but 
were  visible  from  the  southwest.  Beeause  the  weather  had 
moved  in  and  elouds  were  just  above  us,  we  were  now  limited  to 
flying  below  21,000  feet.  I  kept  Dirt  in  a  trail  position  and  took 
a  good  look  with  the  binos.  The  targets  were  hard  to  make  out. 
I  eould  see  the  ends  of  large  tubes,  whieh  I  took  for  long-range 
artillery  tubes,  stieking  out  from  both  ends  of  the  revetments. 

I  rolled  in  and  dropped  two  Mk-82s  to  mark  the  targets  for 
Dirt.  The  bombs  hit  next  to  two  revets,  but  I  eouldn’t  see  any 
seeondaries.  I  ealled  Moonbeam  and  asked  for  Dodge  61,  a 
two-ship  of  British  GR-7  Harriers  earrying  BL-755  CBUs. 

‘Two’s  got  both  your  marks.  Two  has  a  series  of  brown 
revets,”  Dirt  ealled. 

“Yeah,  I  got  six  revets  in  the  triangle  area.”  I  made  sure  he 
saw  all  of  them. 

“Underneath  your  smoke  now?”  The  smoke  from  my  bombs 
rested  over  the  revets. 

‘That’s  affirm.” 

“Got’em  now.” 

“Let’s  extend  out  to  the  south  towards  good-guy  land,  and 
I’ll  work  up  a  five  line  for  these  guys.”  The  targets  were  very 
diffieult  to  see.  I  was  planning  to  pass  Dodge  five  pieees  of  in- 
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formation  to  help  them  find  the  targets:  IP  (initial  point — the 
plaee  where  they  should  start  their  attaek),  heading,  distanee, 
elevation,  and  eoordinates.  I  also  gave  them  a  target  deserip- 
tion  onee  they  were  within  visual  range.  The  Harriers  had  an 
eleetro-optieal  targeting  pod,  whieh  they  eould  use  to  look 
elosely  at  targets.  I  was  planning  to  use  this  deviee  to  get  their 
eyes  on  the  revetments. 

Dodge  61  eame  up  on  the  ultrahigh  frequeney  (UHF)  radio: 
“Cub  Three-One,  Dodge  Six-One.”* 

‘Three-One  go  ahead.”  Dodge  didn’t  hear  my  response,  and 
the  radio  went  quiet — but  not  for  long. 

While  plotting  the  revets  on  my  l-to-250-seale  map,  I 
dropped  the  map  between  my  ejeetion  seat  and  my  right  eon- 
trol  panel.  Pushing  the  jet  over  with  some  negative  Gs,  I  tried 
to  get  it  to  fly  baek  up  to  me,  but  only  got  it  hopelessly  trapped 
direetly  beneath  the  ejeetion  seat.  I  ealled  Dirt  on  our  Fox- 
Mike  frequeney,  where  no  one  else  was  listening:  “You  are  not 
going  to  believe  this  but  I  just  dropped  my  l-to-250.” 

Dirt’s  response  was  not  at  all  what  I  expeeted:  “OK,  triple-A 
now  .  .  .  triple-A  eoming  up  ...  I  need  you  to  eome  down  here 
southbound.”  Dirt  was  trying  to  keep  me  elear  of  the  explod¬ 
ing  AAA  rounds  eooking  off  right  underneath  us. 


*A  note  to  our  readers  who  may  not  be  familiar  with  standard  tactical  radio  trans¬ 
missions.  It  Is  critical  that  radio  transmissions  be  clear  and  as  short  as  possible.  A 
radio  transmission  generally  follows  a  standard  format  of  call  sign,  call  sign,  and  mes¬ 
sage.  The  first  call  sign  In  the  sequence  Is  normally  the  person  being  called,  followed 
by  the  call  sign  of  the  person  making  the  transmission,  which,  in  turn,  is  followed  by 
the  substance  of  the  transmission. 

Often,  the  person  making  the  call  omits  his  own  call  sign  after  the  Initial  call  in  a 
series  of  transmissions.  The  person  receiving  the  call  can  then  recognize  the  voice  of 
the  caller — particularly  when  the  people  communicating  already  know  each  other.  In 
communications  between  flight  members,  the  call  sign  is  often  abbreviated  to  just  the 
position  In  the  flight  (One  [or  Lead],  and  Two)  rather  than  the  flight  call  sign  and  po¬ 
sition  (Sandy  51,  Two).  Another  exception  Is  when  a  wlngman  acknowledges  that  he 
has  understood  the  direction  by  simply  transmitting  his  position,  for  example  ‘Two.” 
In  the  text,  all  call  signs  will  be  capitalized. 

Call  signs  appear  In  text  and  quoted  dialogue.  When  a  call  sign,  such  as  Sandy  31 
appears  In  text,  it  will  be  written  “Sandy  31.”  When  It  appears  as  a  spoken  quote  It 
will  be  written  the  way  It  Is  said,  “Sandy  Three-One;”  Its  numbers  will  be  spelled  out, 
hyphenated,  and  capitalized.  When  a  series  of  communication  transmissions  are 
quoted  and  the  call  sign  Is  abbreviated,  it  will  be  written,  ‘Three-One,”  or  “Two.” 
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“Copy,  I  got  the  triple-A  now.  I’m  visual  the  triple-A  now.” 
For  a  moment  I  eould  make  out  a  ridgeline,  where  I  eould  see 
the  puffs  of  smoke  eoming  out  of  the  guns  in  a  group  of  four 
to  six  positions.  The  AAA  pits  were  two  miles  west  of  the  tar¬ 
get  we  were  working. 

“I  didn’t  get  a  good  look  at  the  firing  position.”  Dirt  had  seen 
the  AAA  rounds  exploding  just  underneath  us  but  had  not 
seen  where  the  guns  were  loeated.  The  problem  with  flying 
over  AAA  during  the  day  is  that  they  aren’t  as  visible  as  they 
are  at  night.  The  only  evidenee  of  AAA  is  usually  the  explosion 
of  the  airburst  rounds  that  have  been  set  to  detonate  after  a 
speeifie  time  of  flight,  or  at  a  speeifie  altitude.  This  looks  like 
popeorn  popping,  or,  in  a  group,  they  sometimes  look  like  a 
strand  of  pearls  with  four  to  eight  rounds  going  off  in  a  line. 
Sinee  not  all  AAA  is  set  for  airburst,  we  assumed  that  popeorn 
going  off  below  us  meant  that  unseen  bullets  were  streaking 
up,  around,  and  past  us. 

Dodge  repeated  his  eall,  unaware  of  the  AAA  aetivity,  “Cub 
Three-One,  this  is  Dodge  Six-One.” 

I  answered  and  Dodge  eontinued,  “Holding  IP  Brad;  authen- 
tieate  Alpha,  Foxtrot,  November.”  Dodge  was  following  proee- 
dure  and  was  authentieating  me,  using  authentieation  eards 
that  we  earry  to  make  sure  a  Serb  wasn’t  spoofing  him. 

On  UHF  I  responded  to  Dodge,  “Stand  by.  I’m  taking  a  little 
triple-A.” 

Dirt  asked  me  on  the  Fox-Mike  radio,  “Are  you  seeing  it? 
You  get  a  haek  at  the  firing  position?” 

“I  saw  it  eoming  up,  but  I  eouldn’t  get  a  good  haek.  These 
roads  have  me  serewed  up,  and  I  have  my  l-to-250  dropped.” 
I  had  been  watehing  so  many  roads  that  I  was  not  positive 
where  the  AAA  was  loeated. 

Getting  haek  to  business  I  responded,  “Copy,  I’ve  found 
some  AAA  positions  and/or  arty.  You’ll  have  to  stand  by  for  a 
while.  I’ll  have  to  get  it  plotted.”  I  was  going  to  try  to  take  out 
both  the  long-range  arty  and  the  AAA  positions  with  the  CBU. 
I  made  a  quiek  guess  of  where  the  hillside  was  on  my  remain¬ 
ing  l-to-50  map  and  passed  it  on  to  Dodge.  “OK,  general  tar¬ 
get  area.  I’ll  give  you  an  update  later,  is  Eeho  Mike  six  five  nine 
three  .  .  .  and  I  ean  give  you  an  update  now  six  nine  nine  six.” 
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“Echo  Mike  six  nine  nine  six,  eopied.” 

I  turned  my  attention  baek  to  my  flight  and  planned  with  Dirt 
how  to  earry  off  the  attaek:  “If  you  ean  get  eyeballs  on  the  triple- 
A  area,  we’ll  take  it  out.  We  know  it’s  aetive.”  What  I  really  meant 
was  that  I  was  planning  to  use  Dirt  to  suppress  the  AAA  while 
the  Harriers  were  attaeking  the  long-range  arty.  I  turned  my  at¬ 
tention  baek  to  filling  in  the  blanks  as  I  reaehed  the  target  area: 
“And  Dodge  go  ahead  with  your  line  up.”  From  his  eall  sign  I 
knew  Dodge  was  the  two  British  GR-7s  I  had  asked  Moonbeam 
to  send.  The  ATO  stated  that  Dodge  had  been  “fragged”  with 
CBU,  but  I  wanted  to  eonfirm  it,  find  out  how  mueh  playtime 
they  had,  and  most  importantly,  get  their  abort  eode. 

“C  aireraft,  four  CBU,  India  Bravo  mikes  on  station  .  .  . 
Alpha  Quebee  Uniform,  abort  eode,”  eame  Dodge’s  James 
Bond  response.  My  superseeret-spy  deeoder  ring  told  me  that 
Dodge  was  two  aireraft  earrying  a  total  of  four  eans  of  BL-755 
CBUs  with  30  minutes  of  time  to  work  the  target.  Moreover,  if 
I  yelled  “Papa”  over  the  radio,  they  would  abort  their  attaek. 

As  I  got  baek  to  the  target,  the  weather  had  deteriorated  sig- 
nifieantly.  The  visibility  at  altitude  was  deereasing  as  a  high 
deek  eontinued  to  move  in,  making  it  diffieult  to  find  the  revet¬ 
ments.  Fortunately,  I  had  taken  the  time  to  see  exaetly  where 
they  were  loeated  in  relationship  to  some  distinguishing  fea¬ 
tures.  “Dodge,  I’m  trying  to  get  better  eoordinates,  but  eall 
when  you  are  ready  to  proeeed  to  the  target  area  and  I’ll  plan 
to  mark  it  with  a  Mk-82.” 

Finally  I  got  my  eyes  on  the  small,  triangular  field  where  the 
revetments  were  loeated:  “For  a  deseription,  I  have  five  to  six 
berms  with  arty  pieees  in  them.”  I  double-eheeked  the  eoordi¬ 
nates,  and  the  69  and  96  grid  lines  off  the  l-to-50  map  over¬ 
lapped  the  target  like  a  set  of  erosshairs.  “And  new  update — 
eoordinates  I  passed  you  are  good.” 

“Copy.  Are  we  eleared  to  leave  Brad  yet?”  Dodge  was  ready 
to  go.  He  had  been  holding  just  south  of  the  Serbian  border  at 
the  IP  Brad  and  was  ready  to  depart. 

“You  are  eleared  to  leave  Brad  and  proeeed  northbound.  Be 
advised  you’ll  be  able  to  work  base  plus  16  and  below  in  tar¬ 
get  area.  Call  when  you  are  northbound.”  This  informed  him 
that  the  weather  is  bad  above  20,000  feet. 
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“OK,  we’re  northbound  this  time.” 

“Copy  that;  I  am  eurrently  base  plus  16.  Will  be  holding  just 
south  of  target.  Be  advised  triple-A  in  area  approximately  two 
miles  west,  northwest  of  target.” 

With  the  weather  and  the  Harriers’  run-in.  Dirt  and  I  were 
foreed  to  overfly  the  AAA:  ‘Two,  any  luek  pieking  up  triple-A 
sites?” 

“Negative.  They  have  been  quiet.” 

As  we  were  looking  for  the  AAA  positions.  Dodge  broke  in: 
“Dodge  Six-One  visual  with  Cub.” 

I  was  starting  to  get  impatient.  With  the  bad  weather,  the 
diffieulty  in  loeating  the  target,  and  the  amount  of  AAA,  this 
target  preparation  had  taken  way  too  long.  “I  will  be  in  out  of 
the  east.  It’s  on  top  of  a  ridgeline;  there  are  about  four  revet¬ 
ments.  Do  you  have  your  targeting  pod  on  that  loeation?” 

“Stand  by.” 

“Disregard.  As  long  as  you  have  eyeballs  on  Cub,  I’ll  just  go 
ahead  and  mark.” 

Dodge  responded,  “I  just  lost  you  for  the  moment.” 

“Copy.  You’ll  piek  me  as  I’m  eoming  off  target.  I’m  in  with  a 
single  Mk-82.”  I  would  have  dropped  more,  but  this  was  my 
last  Mk-82.  As  the  bomb  eame  off  the  jet,  I  ealled,  “Marks 
away;  impaet  in  10  .  .  .  eall  visual  mark.” 

“OK,  I  have  the  mark.” 

“Call  visual  the  four  berms  that  are  just  to  south  and  west 
of  mark.” 

“Copy.  Looking.” 

‘They  are  just  on  the  west  of  that  dirtball  road.” 

Finally,  the  words  I  had  been  waiting  to  hear:  “Visual  the 
berms.” 

I  wanted  the  Harriers  to  start  taking  out  the  revetments  and 
planned  to  eover  them  on  the  west  side,  watehing  for  the  AAA 
to  get  aetive  again.  “Copy,  we’re  proeeeding  westbound.  You 
are  eleared  on  those  positions.” 

“Cleared  on  those  positions.  Do  you  have  another  mark 
available  when  we  run  in?” 

This  was  not  exaetly  the  question  I  was  hoping  Dodge  would 
ask.  This  would  mean  another  time  rolling  down  the  ehute. 
Before  I  eould  respond.  Dirt  ealled  me  on  FM:  “I’ve  got  three,” 
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which  meant,  “Goldie,  you’ve  been  having  all  the  fun  while  I’ve 
still  got  three  of  my  four  bombs  left.”  I  quiekly  answered 
Dodge’s  question:  “That  is  affirmative.” 

Dodge  began  to  prepare  for  his  attaek,  “I’ll  eall  for  the  mark.” 

I  knew  the  timing  of  this  mark  was  eritieal  for  Dodge.  I 
wanted  the  smoke  from  the  bombs  to  appear  in  his  targeting 
pod  with  enough  time  for  him  to  be  able  to  drop  his  bombs  on 
this  pass.  With  Dirt  marking  the  site,  I  figured  he  would  need 
some  lead  time  to  roll  in:  “I’ll  need  about  a  minute  and  a  half 
for  that  eall.” 

“Copied,  no  problem.” 

As  I  waited  just  west  of  the  target,  I  again  turned  my  atten¬ 
tion  to  the  AAA  pits.  I  had  taken  a  snapshot  in  my  mind  of 
where  the  AAA  was  eoming  from  and  the  position  of  the  pits. 
They  were  visible  only  when  I  looked  northeast.  I  did  a  belly 
eheek  and  saw  them  direetly  below  me.  I  ealled  on  Fox  Mike  to 
Dirt:  “OK  I  know  where  those  triple-A  pits  are  now.” 

Dodge  interrupted  my  eall:  “Requesting  mark  one  minute  30.” 

“Copy  that.”  I  turned  my  attention  to  Dirt:  “Try  to  put  in 
those  Mk-82s,  and  I’ll  extend  to  the  northeast.” 

Dirt  ealled  baek,  ‘Tell  me  when  you  want  the  roll  in.” 

“Yeah,  as  soon  as  you  ean.”  Dirt  dropped  his  three  bombs 
for  direet  hits  on  two  of  the  revetments.  Their  explosions 
eaused  huge  seeondaries. 

“Visual,  in  hot.”  Dodge  saw  the  mark  and  requested  per¬ 
mission  to  attaek.  I  eleared  him  and  watehed  as  his  CBU  tore 
through  two  more  revetments. 

As  Dodge  reset  for  his  wingman  to  drop  more  CBUs,  I  began 
to  foeus  on  the  AAA  sites.  I  put  my  binos  on  the  position  and 
noted  four  gun  pits.  They  were  tiny  and  impossible  to  look  up 
with  a  Maveriek,  but  I  still  had  my  30  mm  gun  available  for 
strafing  them.  As  I  eonsidered  my  next  move,  I  notieed  a  large 
truek  and  trailer,  not  more  than  100  meters  from  the  pits.  They 
were  barely  visible  in  a  tree  line  down  in  a  ravine.  There  was 
only  one  reason  for  that  t3q)e  of  vehiele  to  be  there  next  to  AAA 
pits.  It  had  to  be  the  ammo  truek,  a  far  more  luerative  target. 

That  deeision  was  easy.  As  Dodge  62  began  his  bomb  run,  I 
ealled  up  a  Maveriek.  The  AAA,  whieh  had  been  silent,  began 
to  eome  up  as  Dodge’s  CBUs  rained  down.  AAA  exploded  in  a 
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string  of  pearls  just  beneath  me.  This  was  a  pass  I  wanted  to 
make  only  onee.  I  got  a  steady  eross  on  the  truek  and  ham¬ 
mered  down  on  the  piekle  button.  It  seemed  an  eternity  be¬ 
fore  the  500  pounds  of  missile  began  to  move  off  the  rail.  In 
reality  it  was  less  than  a  seeond,  and  as  it  aeeelerated  towards 
the  target,  I  pulled  off  hard  and  began  jinking.  It  was  going 
to  take  20  seeonds  for  impaet,  so  I  waited  a  few  seeonds  be¬ 
fore  rolling  the  jet  over. 

The  impaet  took  me  by  surprise.  The  missile  slammed  di- 
reetly  into  the  trailer  and  set  off  a  series  of  seeondaries  like 
I  have  never  seen.  Fire  reaehed  for  the  sky  like  the  Fourth  of 
July. 

“Unbelievable,”  was  aU  the  ever-eool  Dirt  eould  muster.  Most 
importantly,  the  AAA  shut  down  instantaneously  and  Dodge 
62  eould  eall  for  his  next  mark.  Completely  out  of  bombs,  I  re¬ 
turned  to  plaee  two  Willy  Pete  roekets  on  the  site.  Dodge  62 
dropped  good  CBUs  before  the  flight  returned  to  base. 

Beeause  the  British  Harriers  worked  alongside  us  at  Gioia, 
I  was  able  to  eompare  notes  with  Dodge  flight  the  next  day. 
Reviewing  the  film  from  their  EO  targeting  pods,  we  made  a 
startling  diseovery.  The  long-range  artillery  tubes  we  took 
out  were  aetually  launehers  for  Frog  7  surfaee-to-surfaee 
missiles,  similar  to  Seuds. 

It  was  ineredible  to  wateh  as  the  Frog  launehers  exploded 
under  the  rain  of  CBUs.  We  eounted  seeondaries  off  five 
launehers,  all  pointed  towards  the  Maeedonian  border. 

All  told.  Dirt  and  I,  the  Canadian  CF-18s,  F-15Es,  and 
British  Harriers  destroyed  five  artillery  pieees,  an  APC,  five 
Frog  7  launehers,  and  an  ammo-storage  trailer.  Not  bad  for 
a  day’s  work. 


This  Time  It’s  Real 

Mqj  Dave  “Devo”  Gross 

After  flying  numerous  pseudoeombat  sorties  over  Bosnia 
during  several  earlier  deployments  in  support  of  the  no-fly 
zone,  the  81st  FS  reeeived  orders  to  return  to  Aviano  AB, 
Italy,  to  fight  what  was  eertain  to  be  a  shooting  war  over 
Kosovo.  I  sat  in  the  baek  of  the  81st  FS  briefing  room  on  that 
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cold  and  rainy  February  afternoon.  I  listened  to  the  deploy¬ 
ment  brief,  ready  to  go  to  war  and  fight  for  what  is  right  in  the 
world — but  my  name  was  not  on  the  Aviano  deployment  list. 

“What  do  you  mean  I  have  to  ask  my  boss  if  I  ean  deploy 
with  the  squadron?”  I  asked  ineredulously. 

Lt  Col  Kimos  Haave  replied,  “Devo,  you  work  for  Colonel 
Jouas  (ops  group  eommander)  now,  and  he  will  deeide  if  you 
ean  deploy  with  the  squadron.  Of  eourse  we  would  love  to  have 
you,  along  with  all  your  experienee.” 

I  had  several  regrets  leaving  my  job  as  the  squadron’s  assis¬ 
tant  operations  ofiieer  in  November  of  1998  and  taking  over  as 
the  ehief  of  the  52d  OG’s  Standardization  and  Evaluation  (Stan/ 
Eval)  Division  at  Spangdahlem  AB,  Germany.  I  felt  as  though  I 
had  been  set  up  by  being  assigned  to  take  over  the  Stan/Eval 
shop  just  one  month  before  a  major  inspeetion.  I  also  missed  the 
Panthers’  eamaraderie  and  their  day-to-day  operations.  Stan/ 
Eval  made  it  through  the  inspeetion  with  an  “exeeUent”  overall, 
and  I  still  flew  training  missions  with  my  family — the  Panthers. 
But  beeause  of  my  new  job,  I  was  no  longer  a  sure  bet  to  deploy 
with  the  Panthers  on  what  was  sure  to  be  a  great  ehapter  in  the 
history  of  the  A- 10.  With  all  the  maturily  and  poise  I  eould 
muster,  I  watehed  my  squadron  mates  deploy  to  Aviano  AB  while 
I  stayed  behind.  My  plan,  if  the  war  lasted  that  long,  was  to  swap 
out  in  two  weeks  with  Capt  David  S.  “Ajax”  Ure,  my  assistant  in 
the  Stan/Eval  shop.  I  had  my  doubts. 

After  the  longest  two  weeks  of  my  life  spent  watehing  the  air 
strikes  on  CNN  and  hearing  about  the  heroies  of  my  squadron 
mates  during  the  reseue  of  the  downed  F- 1 1 7  pilot,  I  was  af¬ 
forded  an  opportunity  to  go  to  Aviano  for  just  three  days.  Not 
being  one  to  quibble,  I  jumped  at  the  ehanee  and  paeked  my 
bags.  On  5  April  I  would  fly  my  first  eombat  mission  over 
Kosovo  with  Maj  Joseph  A.  “Lester”  Less.  Due  to  eontinuing 
poor  weather  over  Kosovo,  no  A- 10  pilot  had  yet  been  able  to 
employ  munitions.  As  I  performed  my  walk- around,  inspeeting 
the  live  weapons  on  my  Hog,  I  was  more  exeited  than  I  had 
ever  been  about  a  sortie.  I  had  flown  lots  of  missions  over 
Bosnia  with  live  weapons,  but  this  time  it  was  real.  We  eould 
aetually  shoot  something  today.  We  launehed  as  a  two-ship 
AFAC  mission  over  southwest  Kosovo. 
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As  we  flew  into  Kosovo,  the  first  thing  I  notieed  was  how 
beautiful  the  eountry  was.  The  landseape  was  magnifieent — a 
wide,  green,  fertile  valley  surrounded  by  majestie,  snow- 
eapped  mountains  on  all  sides.  I  eould  see  why  generations 
have  fought  and  died  over  the  right  to  live  in  this  eountry.  The 
weather  that  day  was  exeeptional.  You  eouldn’t  buy  a  eloud. 
The  sky  was  elear — exeept  for  the  smoke  from  all  the  beautiful 
villages  20,000  feet  below  us  that  had  been  set  ablaze  by  Ser¬ 
bian  forees.  The  roads  leading  to  the  southern  border  of 
Kosovo  were  jammed  with  refugees  fleeing  the  eountry.  As  they 
approaehed  the  border,  they  were  foreed  to  leave  their  ears 
and  walk  with  little  more  than  the  elothes  on  their  baeks. 
Their  abandoned  vehieles  stretehed  from  the  Albanian  border 
to  more  than  20  miles  into  Kosovo.  Seeing  the  villages  being 
burned  and  the  mass  exodus  of  refugees  firsthand  made  me 
want  to  aim  my  30  mm  gun  at  the  ground  and  kill  those  re¬ 
sponsible  for  this  devastating  erime  against  humanity.  But  on 
this  mission  I  didn’t  get  to  fire  the  gun  or  drop  any  weapons. 
Although  we  saw  several  vehieles  moving  in  and  around  burn¬ 
ing  villages  that  we  suspeeted  were  Serbian  military  and  poliee 
(VJ/MUP)  forees,  we  did  not  find  any  hard-and-fast  “military” 
targets.  After  two  hours  of  seouring  the  eountryside  and  wit¬ 
nessing  the  earnage,  we  returned  to  Aviano  with  all  our  ord- 
nanee.  Frustration  was  mounting  in  the  Panther  elan  and  at 
the  CAOC.  After  the  first  day  of  really  great  weather  in  the 
KEZ,  not  one  bomb  had  been  dropped.  Less  than  24  hours 
later,  all  of  that  would  ehange. 

Kimos  “We  Are  Going  to  Kill  Something 
Today”  Haave 

I  had  never  seen  that  look  in  Kimos’s  eyes  before.  Normally 
a  very  mild-mannered  family  man  and  exeeptional  leader, 
Kimos  revealed  a  different  side  of  himself  that  day.  As  the  mis¬ 
sion  eommander  for  the  6  April  CAIFF  paekage,  Kimos  briefed 
the  pilots  assembled  in  the  510th  FS  briefing  room  in  Aviano 
like  a  football  eoaeh  giving  a  looker -room  pep  talk  to  a  team 
that  has  narrowly  lost  every  game  that  season.  He  was  the 
eoaeh,  and  this  was  his  final  game — he  would  not  retire  a 
loser!  After  his  brief,  I  was  ready  to  go  out  and  do  some  dam- 
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age  to  some  Serbs!  After  that  mission  I  ealled  him  Kimos  “we 
are  going  to  kill  something  today”  Haave  to  the  guys  assem¬ 
bled  around  to  hear  about  the  first  Panther  kill.  I  was  proud 
to  be  on  his  wing  that  day  beeause  I  knew  from  the  brief  we 
were  going  to  take  the  fight  to  them. 

We  were  Bull  11  flight,  AFACs  for  an  18-ship  paekage  that 
ineluded  British  GR-7s  and  Freneh  Super  Entendards  as 
strikers.  After  the  tedious  two-hour  flight  down  the  Adriatie 
Sea  to  Kosovo,  we  refueled  over  Maeedonia  and  began  seareh- 
ing  for  targets.  The  weather  was  like  yesterday’s,  eeiling  and 
visibility  OK  (CAVOK).  We  set  up  a  seareh  pattern  around  the 
town  of  Rogovo.  The  first  target  we  aequired  was  a  military 
seout  vehiele  parked  on  a  hillside.  Kimos  rolled  in  and  marked 
the  target  area  with  two  roekets  to  allow  Cougar  Flight,  two 
British  GR-7s,  to  aequire  the  target  and  employ  BLU-755s. 
Unfortunately  the  Brits’  bombs  hit  well  short  of  the  target. 
With  the  vehiele  now  on  the  move,  Kimos  rolled  in  and  em¬ 
ployed  a  Maveriek  missile  while  I  eovered  his  attaek.  He  seored 
a  direet  hit. 

We  went  on  to  employ  against  a  petroleum,  oil,  and  lubri- 
eants  (POL)  storage  faeility  and  a  military-vehiele  eompound 
near  Pirane  (a  small  town  loeated  near  a  rail  line  about 
halfway  between  Orahovae  and  Prizren).  Kimos  eoordinated  an 
attaek  by  Griz  81  flight,  a  seeond  two-ship  of  GR-7s,  on  the  ve¬ 
hiele  eompound  while  I  eoordinated  with  ABCCC  for  elearanee 
to  attaek  the  POL  site.  Griz  flight  dropped  CBUs  on  the  east 
side  of  the  vehiele  eompound,  whieh  eontained  about  15  per¬ 
sonnel  earners.  We  dropped  our  remaining  bombs  on  the  west 
end,  destroying  all  the  vehieles  in  the  eompound.  Both  Kimos 
and  I  employed  everything  on  the  jet  that  day:  Mk-82s,  Mav- 
erieks,  and  even  the  lethal  GAU-8  gun.  Not  a  single  shot  was 
fired  baek  at  us.  I  started  to  get  a  false  sense  of  seeurity.  It  felt 
like  another  routine  training  mission  exeept  for  the  faet  we 
were  dropping  live  weapons.  Unfortunately,  the  rest  of  my  sor¬ 
ties  over  Kosovo  would  not  be  as  easy. 

The  true  signifieanee  of  this  mission  was  not  the  targets  we 
destroyed.  Those  attaeks  by  no  means  turned  the  tide  of  the 
eampaign.  The  signifieanee  was  the  effeet  that  our  two  A- 10s 
had  on  our  maintenanee  personnel  when  they  saw  their  aireraft 
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pull  into  the  de-arm  area  with  empty  missile  rails,  empty  bomb 
raeks,  and  bullets  missing  from  the  gun.  The  signifieanee  was 
also  in  an  attitude  ehange  among  the  Panther  pilots  after  hear¬ 
ing  that  we  aetually  employed  this  time.  Things  would  never  be 
the  same.  Milosevie’s  days  were  now  numbered  beeause  the 
Panthers  got  their  first  taste  of  blood  and  were  hungry  for  more. 
Me,  I  had  to  go  baek  to  Spang  to  an  empty  base  and  CNN.  But 
I  was  there — there,  for  the  first  Panther  kill! 

You  Can  Run,  but  You  Can’t  Hide 

After  two  more  long  weeks  baek  in  Germany,  my  boss  al¬ 
lowed  me  to  join  the  Panthers  in  their  new  home  at  Gioia  del 
Colle.  Onee  again,  my  first  mission  baek  in  eountry  was  aetion 
paeked.  It  was  22  April  and  I  was  leading  a  strike  mission  with 
Capt  Kevin  “Boo”  Bullard,  one  of  the  75th  FS  pilots.  Boo  and 
several  other  Hog  pilots  from  Pope  had  reeently  joined  us  and 
brought  along  srx  additional  A- 10s  to  add  to  our  firepower. 
This  was  his  first  sortie  in  OAF. 

You  eould  hear  the  exeitement  in  Lester’s  voiee:  “We  have  mili¬ 
tary  vehieles  down  there!”  Lester  had  to  be  one  of  the  most  laid- 
baek  pilots  in  the  squadron.  Nothing  exeited  him.  That’s  why  I 
knew  from  the  tone  of  his  voiee  that  we  had  hit  the  mother  lode 
when  he  ealled  us  in  as  strikers  to  work  the  target  area.  Lester 
had  found  a  group  of  20-30  military  transport  vehieles  parked 
in  an  area  around  several  small  buildings  near  Urosevae.  It  ap¬ 
peared  to  be  some  sort  of  VJ/MUP  headquarters.  After  allowing 
his  wingman  to  employ  Mk-82s  on  the  south  side  of  the  target, 
he  handed  the  target  area  over  to  my  flight.  Boo  and  I  proeeeded 
to  wipe  out  every  vehiele  in  that  eompound  with  our  Mk-82s 
and  guns.  The  Mk-82s’  FMU-113  airburst  nose  fuses  eaused 
them  to  detonate  approximately  15  feet  above  the  ground.  This 
made  them  lethal  weapons  against  the  soft-skinned  vehieles  we 
were  attaeking,  as  well  as  any  troops  within  100  yards  of  the  im- 
paet  area.  Deep  inside  I  hoped  that  this  was  one  of  the  rape 
eamps  I  had  heard  about  in  the  news  and  that  we  were  making 
a  differenee  in  this  eampaign. 

After  Boo  made  his  last  pass,  we  began  searehing  the  area 
for  other  targets.  There  was  a  dry  riverbed  that  ran  from  the 
target  area  down  a  narrow  ravine  towards  a  town.  I  notieed 
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several  peeuliarly  shaped  roeks  in  the  riverbed,  too  square  to 
be  just  roeks.  From  15,000  feet  they  appeared  to  be  the  same 
eolor  and  texture  as  the  roeks  in  the  riverbed,  but  their 
squared  edges  led  me  to  believe  they  were  man-made.  My  first 
thought  was  that  they  were  eement  bloeks  used  to  eontain  the 
river,  but  they  were  not  positioned  at  the  edges  of  the  bank.  I 
set  my  formation  up  for  a  reeonnaissanee  pass,  utilizing  the  A- 
lO’s  top-seeret,  hi-teeh  targeting  system — a  pair  of  Canon 
spaee-stabilized  binoeulars.  My  suspieions  were  eonfirmed; 
those  shifty  Serbs  were  attempting  to  hide  six  tanks  in  this 
riverbed  by  putting  them  next  to  roek  formations  and  eovering 
some  of  them  with  tree  branehes.  When  I  keyed  my  mike  to 
talk  to  my  wingman,  I  am  eertain  I  sounded  even  more  exeited 
than  Lester.  I  talked  Boo’s  eyes  onto  the  tanks  and  quiekly 
briefed  him  on  my  attaek  plan.  I  maneuvered  into  position, 
rolled  in,  and  fired  an  AGM-65D  Maveriek  missile  on  the  tank 
at  the  north  end  of  the  riverbed.  As  I  eame  off  target  with 
flares,  I  observed  a  direet  hit  on  the  lead  tank.  I  instrueted  Boo 
to  hit  the  tank  at  the  south  end  of  the  formation  to  pin  them 
in  the  riverbed.  As  Boo  maneuvered  for  his  shot,  his  target 
began  to  move  in  an  attempt  to  eseape.  Boo  seored  a  direet  hit 
on  the  “mover,”  pinning  down  the  other  tanks  in  the  riverbed. 
The  rest  of  the  tanks  were  now  urgently  trying  to  eseape  as  we 
eontinued  our  assault. 

For  some  strange  reason,  the  Serbs  were  getting  a  little  tired 
of  our  aet  and  began  firing  some  pretty  intense  AAA  at  us. 
Most  of  it  exploded  below  our  altitude.  We  ehanged  our  axis  of 
attaek  and  eontinued  our  assault  on  the  tanks  with  our  re¬ 
maining  two  Maverieks  and  then  made  one  pass  with  the 
GAU-8  gun.  Out  of  gas,  we  reluetantly  handed  the  target  area 
over  to  another  flight  of  A- 10s,  who  found  more  vehieles  elose 
by  and  eontinued  the  attaek.  That  was  my  first  experienee 
finding  eoneealed  armor  in  an  environment  other  than  a 
desert,  be  it  Iraq  or  the  Nevada/California  desert.  It  was  a 
eompletely  different  ball  game,  but  the  learning  eurve  was 
high  for  most  of  us.  The  Serbs  quiekly  learned  that  they  were 
going  to  have  to  do  a  better  job  of  eoneealing  their  fielded 
forees  with  A- 10s  on  the  prowl.  We  were  patient  and  persistent 
in  our  pursuit  of  targets.  It  was  a  great  day  for  the  Panthers! 
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A  Picture  Is  Worth  a  Thousand  Words 

After  two  all-night  squadron  top-three  tours  and  a  weather 
eaneel  on  my  next  sortie,  I  was  starting  to  feel  the  fatigue  I  had 
seen  in  everyone’s  eyes  the  day  I  arrived  at  Gioia.  That  was  the 
only  time  I  was  grateful  for  my  time  at  home  in  Germany  with 
my  wife  and  three-month-old  son  while  my  squadron  was 
fighting  in  the  skies  over  Kosovo.  We  knew  we  were  in  this  for 
the  long  haul.  Milosevie  would  not  fold  easily. 

Sinee  I  was  not  an  AFAC,  I  eoveted  the  sorties  when  I  was 
seheduled  as  a  striker  beeause  I  eould  lead  the  mission  and 
have  more  eontrol  over  the  outeome.  On  30  April  I  briefed  my 
wingman,  Lt  Seott  “Glib”  Gibson,  like  I  briefed  all  the  other 
missions.  We  were  going  to  take  the  fight  to  the  Serbs  as  Chili 
11  flight.  I  had  demonstrated  my  ability  to  find  luerative  tar¬ 
gets  with  some  degree  of  sueeess,  so  the  AFAC  assigned  to  my 
seetor  allowed  me  to  perform  my  own  reeonnaissanee,  but  I 
had  to  eonfirm  the  validity  of  targets  with  him  before  attaek- 
ing.  This  day’s  weather  was  foreeasted  to  be  “severe  elear”  over 
Kosovo.  I  was  elimbing  up  the  A- 10  ladder  to  enter  my  “offiee” 
and  go  kill  stuff,  when  Maj  Thomas  J.  “Bumpy”  Feldhausen, 
the  top-three  supervisor,  drove  up  and  handed  me  a  target 
photo,  eomplete  with  eoordinates.  A  “top  three”  designation  is 
reserved  for  the  squadron  eommander,  operations  offieer,  or 
another  senior  squadron  member  responsible  for  the  exeeu- 
tion  of  the  day’s  operations.  The  Brits  had  flown  over  a  small 
eompound  southeast  of  Urosevae  that  morning  and  had  taken 
a  reeee  photo  of  some  tanks  parked  next  to  a  house.  Onee 
again,  I  eouldn’t  believe  my  luek.  I  eould  hardly  wait  to  get 
aeross  the  Adriatie,  hit  the  tanker,  and  get  into  theater  to  see 
if  the  tanks  were  indeed  still  there. 

As  I  pressed  into  the  area  of  responsibility  (AOR),  I  ealled  my 
AFAC  and  told  him  about  the  target  area.  Sinee  he  was  busy 
with  his  own  flight’s  earnage  and  destruetion,  he  eleared  me 
to  engage  that  target  area.  Glib  and  I  eireled  the  area  at  15,000 
feet  and  found  the  house  and  the  tank.  The  tank  was  nestled 
elose  to  the  house,  so  the  Maveriek  was  the  weapon  of  ehoiee 
to  prevent  any  eollateral  damage.  I  rolled  and  aequired  the 
tank  in  the  eoekpit’s  Maveriek  video  display.  It  was  white  hot 
from  sitting  in  the  spring  sun  all  day.  I  loeked  the  target. 
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USAF  Photo  by  SrA  Stan  Parker 


Lt  Glib  Gibson  inspecting  Wiliy  Pete  rockets  and  MR  Mavericks  prior  to  a  day¬ 
time  combat  mission 


waited  for  a  valid  weapons  look,  and  fired  the  missile.  The 
Maveriek  roared  off  the  rail  like  a  loeomotive,  finding  and  de¬ 
stroying  its  target  in  a  blaze  of  smoke  and  fire. 

Knowing  that  tanks  are  usually  not  solitary  ereatures  by  na¬ 
ture,  Glib  and  I  searehed  the  immediate  area  for  more  targets. 
Using  the  binos  we  eould  see  tank  trails  running  throughout  the 
area.  Onee  again,  I  noted  something  peeuliar:  a  mound  of  hay 
isolated  in  a  field,  surrounded  by  tank  traeks.  Having  lived  in 
Germany  for  the  past  three  years,  I  knew  that  German  farmers 
piled  their  hay  in  staeks  elose  to  their  barns.  I  never  saw  a  sin¬ 
gle  pile  of  hay  just  sitting  in  a  field  alone  with  no  eattle.  On  my 
drives  to  work  in  Germany,  I  had  watehed  the  hay  eombines  dur¬ 
ing  the  harvest  season.  The  maehines  would  piek  up  hay, 
“proeess”  it,  and  drop  the  bundles  out  the  baek  without  stop¬ 
ping.  This  resulted  in  piles  of  hay  in  uniform,  regularly  spaeed 
patterns,  quite  unlike  what  I  was  now  seeing  from  the  air. 

I  dropped  down  and  took  a  eloser  look  with  the  binos  as  Glib 
gave  eover.  My  suspieions  were  again  eonfirmed.  The  Serbs 
were  trying  to  hide  a  tank  under  a  pile  of  hay  in  the  middle  of 
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the  field.  I  elearly  saw  the  turret  stieking  out  from  the  hay. 
There  was  only  one  thing  left  to  do.  I  rolled  in  with  the  mighty 
GAU-8  gun  and  put  two  150-round  bursts  of  30  mm  armor- 
piereing  and  high-ineendiary  explosive  rounds  into  that  tank. 
In  elassie  Hog  fashion,  the  gun  vibrated  the  eoekpit  and  rud¬ 
der  pedals  and  filled  the  eoekpit  with  the  sweet  smell  of  gun¬ 
powder  as  the  bullets  found  their  mark.  The  tank  went  up  in 
bright-red  flames  that  shot  40  feet  into  the  air,  and  it  was  still 
burning  and  eooking  off  unexpended  rounds  when  we  left  the 
area  30  minutes  later. 

Glib  and  I  eontinued  our  seareh  of  the  target  area;  behind  a 
building  we  found  two  square,  green  patehes  that  just  did  not 
quite  mateh  the  surrounding  foliage  and  grass.  I  rolled  in  with 
my  Maveriek  missile  to  get  an  IR  image  of  what  we  were  see¬ 
ing.  What  started  as  a  reeonnaissanee  pass  quiekly  beeame  an 
attaek  as  the  Maveriek’s  imagery  elearly  showed  two  tanks 
eoneealed  under  a  eamouflage  net.  After  I  killed  the  first  tank 
with  a  Maveriek,  I  direeted  Glib  to  take  out  the  seeond.  He 
rolled  in  and  took  it  out  with  a  Maveriek  missile. 

Out  of  gas,  we  reluetantly  retraeted  our  fangs  and  headed 
for  home.  The  next  day  a  fellow  pilot  on  an  AFAC  mission  saw 
the  tank  I  had  shot  with  the  gun:  the  tank — ^with  its  turret 
blown  off — ^was  sitting  in  the  field.  For  two  days  following  the 
Brits’  diseovery  of  this  tank  by  the  house,  eoalition  forees 
found  and  killed  numerous  pieees  of  artillery  and  armor  hid¬ 
den  in  and  around  this  target  area.  A  pieture  is  indeed  worth 
a  thousand  kills.  Onee  again,  I  learned  that  if  something  on 
the  ground  doesn’t  look  quite  right,  it’s  probably  a  Serb  hiding 
from  the  wrath  of  the  Warthog.  Thanks  to  my  British  war 
brethren  for  the  great  target. 

Break  Left!  No,  Your  Other  Left! 

The  first  of  May  began  like  any  other  day  in  Gioia.  I  was 
seheduled  to  fly  as  Maj  Kirk  M.  “Corn”  Mays’s  wingman  on  an 
AFAC  mission  around  the  town  of  Urosevae.  Corn  was  not 
alone  in  his  feeling  of  frustration  in  not  being  able  to  find  great 
targets.  The  Serbs  were  getting  eraftier  at  hiding  their  fielded 
forees  beeause  the  A- 10s  were  loeating  and  killing  them  daily. 
Seeret  funerals  were  being  held  in  Belgrade  so  the  Yugoslav 
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public  would  not  know  how  many  of  their  boys  were  dying  in 
Kosovo.  The  Serbs  were  digging  in  deeper,  and  we  were  getting 
better  at  diseovering  their  seerets  of  eoneealment. 

Corn  asked  me  to  lead  the  reeonnaissanee  portion  of  the  mis¬ 
sion  sinee  I  had  sueeeeded  in  finding  some  luerative  targets  in 
the  past.  We  flew  into  theater  and  began  working  with  the  oper¬ 
ator  of  a  UAV  who  had  spotted  a  tank  and  Serbian  troops  hidden 
in  a  tree  line.  I  searehed  the  area  of  interest  with  both  binoeulars 
and  the  Maveriek  seeker,  but  eould  not  positively  identify  the 
target  in  question.  Neither  eould  I  talk  to  the  UAV  operator  di- 
reetly  beeause  he  was  loeated  too  far  from  the  AOR.  Instead,  I  re¬ 
layed  my  radio  transmissions  through  the  ABCCC.  This  proeess 
took  a  great  deal  of  time  and  required  us  to  stay  in  the  target 
area  longer  than  I  had  wished  to  positively  identify  the  target.  I 
rolled  in  and  put  three  WiUy  Pete  roekets  elose  to  the  area  I 
thought  the  UAV  operator  was  talking  about  in  hopes  that  the 
operator  would  see  my  smoke  and  confirm  its  position  in  relation 
to  the  target.  Minutes  later  I  got  the  eonfirmation  from  the  UAV 
pilot  via  ABCCC  that  I  was  looking  at  the  eorreet  target.  At  this 
point  Corn  and  I  were  rapidly  approaehing  our  bingo  fuel  for  our 
next  aerial  refueling.  Corn  was  eoordinating  a  handoff  of  the  tar¬ 
get  area  with  another  two-ship  of  Hogs  piloted  by  Capt  James  P. 
“Meegs”  Meger  and  1st  Lt  Miehael  A.  “Send”  Curley.  I  was  posi¬ 
tioning  myself  to  roll  in  and  drop  my  Mk-82s  on  the  troop  eon- 
eentration  in  the  trees. 

Just  as  I  was  about  to  roll  in,  I  heard,  “SAM  launeh,  SAM 
launeh”  over  the  UHF  radio.  Looking  east  towards  Pristina  Air¬ 
field,  I  saw  a  volley  of  two  SAMs  followed  immediately  by  two 
more.  I  was  amazed  at  the  amount  of  white,  biUowy  smoke  they 
produeed  and  the  rapid  speed  at  whieh  they  flew  in  our  dfreetion. 
All  four  SAMs  were  guiding  towards  us.  I  began  evasive  maneu¬ 
vers  and  eaUed  the  SAM  launeh  out  on  the  very  high  frequeney 
(VHF)  radio  that  all  four  A- 10s  were  using  to  work  the  target-area 
handoff.  All  four  A- 10s  began  a  SAM  defense  ballet,  the  likes  of 
whieh  I  have  never  seen  and  hope  to  never  see  again.  The  sky 
was  full  of  ehaff,  and  the  world’s  greatest  attaek  pilots  were  ma¬ 
neuvering  their  Hogs  like  their  lives  depended  on  it — and  they 
did!  A  SAM,  the  seeond  launehed,  malfunetioned  and  detonated 
in  speetaeular  fashion  about  2,000  feet  above  the  ground.  From 
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my  now-inverted  eoekpit,  I  eould  feel  the  eoneussion  of  the  war¬ 
head  detonating  in  a  blaze  of  orange  fire.  The  other  three  SAMs 
eontinued  on  eourse  in  an  attempt  to  thwart  our  attaek  against 
the  troops  massed  in  the  forest  below  us. 

All  but  one  of  the  SAMs  failed  to  guide — and  that  one  ehose 
Send  as  its  soon-to-be  vietim.  Wouldn’t  you  know  it  would  piek 
Seud,  who  was  the  least-seasoned  pilot  in  our  four-ship — a 
formation  that  had  over  3,500  hours  of  eombined  Hog  experi- 
enee.  Meegs  did  an  exeellent  job  of  defeating  the  threat,  main¬ 
taining  situational  awareness  on  his  wingman,  and  ealling  out 
the  final  evasive  maneuvers  that  prevented  the  SAM  from  im- 
paeting  Seud’s  jet  and  ruining  our  day.  All  four  SAMs  were  de¬ 
feated,  and  the  Serb  troops  in  the  forest  below  awaited  the 
wrath  of  the  Panthers.  The  Serbs  failed  to  take  a  lesson  from 
Desert  Storm.  In  that  eampaign,  the  Iraqis  quiekly  learned 
that  if  they  shot  at  an  A- 10  they  had  better  kill  it  beeause  if  it 
survives,  it  is  going  to  shoot  baek  with  a  vengeanee. 

Corn  and  I  were  out  of  gas,  so  we  departed  the  area  with  our 
hearts  in  our  throats  and  left  the  eounterattaek  to  Meegs.  He 
dropped  four  Mk-82  airburst  bombs  on  the  troop  eoneentratlon 
in  the  trees  and  eliminated  those  forees  from  the  rest  of  the  eam¬ 
paign.  (I  ean  make  that  statement  with  a  high  degree  of  eertainty. 
One  year  later  I  reeeived  an  Air  Medal  for  my  partieipation  in  that 
sortie.  Afterwards  a  member  of  the  audienee  approaehed  me,  in- 
trodueing  himself  as  the  UAV  operator  with  whom  we  had 
worked  during  that  mission.  He  had  personally  witnessed 
Meegs’s  Mk-82  attaek,  vouehed  for  the  devastation  it  ereated, 
and  was  pleased  to  finally  meet  one  of  the  mission’s  pilots.) 

After  getting  fuel  from  the  tanker.  Corn  and  I  proeeeded 
baek  into  the  KEZ  to  look  for  more  targets  in  the  northern  re¬ 
gion  of  the  eountry.  We  had  reeeived  numerous  Intel  reports 
about  troops  and  targets  in  this  region,  but  we  had  not 
aehieved  mueh  sueeess  in  finding  them.  We  flew  approxi¬ 
mately  15  miles  northwest  of  Pristina  Airfield  and  began 
searehing  for  targets.  I  found  one  area  of  interest  that  ap¬ 
peared  to  have  mobile  AAA  and  possibly  some  other  military 
vehieles  in  a  small  valley.  I  was  just  starting  to  talk  Corn’s 
eyes  onto  the  area  to  get  his  opinion  when  I  saw  two  SAM 
launehes  from  just  north  of  Pristina  Airfield.  I  thought,  “Here 
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we  go  again.”  I  called  out  the  SAM  launch  to  Corn  and  directed 
his  break  turn  to  defeat  the  attack.  As  I  dumped  out  as  much 
chaff  as  I  could  muster  and  made  the  appropriate  break  turn, 
I  looked  back  to  see  that  Corn  had  turned  in  the  wrong  direc¬ 
tion.  He  was  heading  straight  towards  the  SAMs,  increasing 
their  probability  of  intercept.  Realizing  that  he  did  not  see  the 
SAMs,  I  directed  him  to  “take  it  down!  Break  right  now  and  roll 
out  west!  Chaff!  Chaff!  Chaff!”  As  the  second  SAM  guided  in 
Corn’s  direction,  I  continued  to  monitor  his  progress  and  up¬ 
date  his  maneuvers  while  attempting  to  talk  his  eyes  onto  the 
threat.  I  was  certain  the  SAM  was  going  to  hit  him,  and  I  was 
just  about  to  call  out  a  last  ditch  maneuver  when  it  began  to 
drift  aft  to  pass  about  1,000  feet  behind  him. 

Once  we  were  clear  of  the  SAMs,  I  plotted  the  area  from 
which  they  were  launched  on  a  l-to-50  map.  I  passed  the  co¬ 
ordinates  to  a  Navy  F/A-18  flight,  which  swiftly  acquired  the 
SAM  system  and  destroyed  it  with  LGBs  within  minutes  of  its 
attack  on  our  flight.  After  the  attack,  we  exited  the  area  and 
headed  home.  The  trip  back  to  Gioia  was  very  quiet.  Not  until 
we  got  to  the  cash  register  to  pay  for  dinner  that  evening.  Corn 
insisting  that  he  pay  for  mine,  did  I  realize  the  full  magnitude 
of  what  had  happened  that  day.  Not  feeling  the  effects  of  com¬ 
bat  until  hours  after  the  mission  and  debrief  is  fairly  common. 
It  seemed  that  after  a  day  of  fighting  the  Serbs,  the  adrenaline 
level  ran  out  somewhere  between  the  order  of  steamed  mus¬ 
sels  with  garlic  and  butter  and  the  homemade  gelato  with 
fresh  strawberries  and  cream  on  top.  Dinner  at  the  Truck  Stop 
(a  favorite  eatery  between  Gioia  and  the  hotel)  was  a  savored 
ritual.  The  food  was  Italian  standard — excellent — and  the  meal 
was  a  chance  to  recap  the  day’s  events  over  a  glass  of  wine. 
That’s  when  everyone  seemed  to  “crash.”  During  those  mo¬ 
ments,  I  said  a  little  thank-you  prayer  and  just  hoped  that 
somehow  what  we  did  that  day  had  really  made  a  difference. 

Final  Thoughts 

I  flew  several  other  sorties  over  Kosovo,  fighting  the  Serbs 
with  the  best  fighter  pilots  in  the  world.  Milosevic  did  not 
stand  a  chance.  The  sorties  I  have  recalled  here  were  examples 
of  the  most  memorable  ones.  For  me,  OAF  was  exciting. 
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stressful,  and  frustrating.  It  was  exciting  because  I  finally  got 
a  chance  to  fight  in  the  world’s  finest  attack  aircraft  with  the 
best-trained  and  most  professional  pilots  in  the  US  Air  Force. 
It  was  stressful  because  we  were  getting  shot  at  daily  and  the 
physical  demands  of  running  a  24-hour  wartime  operation 
took  its  toll  on  all  of  us.  And  it  was  frustrating  to  see  villages 
burning  several  weeks  into  the  campaign  and  not  knowing 
what  to  do  at  that  moment  to  stop  the  carnage.  I  am  grateful 
to  God  that  he  delivered  us  all  home  safely  to  our  families  and 
that  the  air  campaign  was  enough  to  convince  Milosevic  to  give 
in.  My  last  sortie  in  the  A- 10  was  on  17  May,  when  I  took  a  jet 
from  Italy  back  to  Spangdahlem  for  required  maintenance. 
Opportunities  like  flying  in  this  campaign  present  themselves 
only  once  in  a  lifetime.  I  am  grateful  and  honored  to  have  been 
a  member  of  the  fighting  81st  FS  Panthers. 

Notes 

1.  Lt  Col  Paul  C.  Strickland,  “USAF  Aerospace-Power  Doctrine:  Decisive 
or  Coercive?”  Aerospace  Power  Journal  14,  no.  3  (fall  2000):  13-25. 
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Introduction 

Lt  Col  Chris  “Kimos”  Haave 

The  successful  around-the-clock  attack  of  the  enemy  would 
not  have  been  possible  without  an  enormous  and  meticulously 
coordinated  effort  by  a  host  of  highly  qualified  professionals. 
The  81st  EFS  was  supported  and  sustained  by  personnel  of 
the  31st  EOG  at  Aviano  and  the  40th  EOG  at  Gioia  del  Colle. 
This  chapter  tells  the  story  of  the  dedicated  airmen  in  mainte¬ 
nance,  logistics,  munitions,  personnel,  services,  civil  engineer¬ 
ing,  contracting,  communications,  air  traffic  control,  weather, 
photography,  security  forces,  and  the  chaplaincy  who  made 
the  A-lO’s  success  possible. 

In  October  1998,  Headquarters  USAFE  ordered  the  81st  to 
send  six  A- 10s  to  Aviano  to  stand  up  a  CSAR  alert  posture. 
That  crisis  ended  after  just  one  month  and  allowed  the  A- 10s 
to  return  to  Spangdahlem.  Even  though  the  crisis  was  brief, 
the  81st  stUl  missed  its  once-a-year  deployment  to  Nellis  AFB, 
Nevada,  and  lost  its  chance  to  participate  in  Red  Flag,  Air  War¬ 
rior,  and  the  Gunsmoke  gunnery  competition.  Little  did  the 
personnel  of  the  81st  and  other  supporting  units  realize  that 
they  would  soon  have  the  most  intensive  large-force  employ¬ 
ment  and  gunnery  experience  of  their  careers. 

In  chapter  1,  I  stated  that  the  81st  started  its  six-month-long 
deployment  to  Italy  at  Aviano  and  that  it  was  hosted  by  the  Buz¬ 
zards  of  the  510th  FS.  However,  I  failed  to  mention  that  the  two 
squadrons  shared  a  common  heritage.  The  510th  had  been  an 
A- 10  squadron  at  RAF  Bentwaters  until  October  1992  when  it 
moved  to  Spangdahlem  AB,  where  it  remained  until  it  was  inac¬ 
tivated  in  February  1994.  In  fact,  the  first  time  Warthogs  went  to 
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Avlano  in  support  of  operations  over  Bosnia,  they  went  as  the 
Buzzards.  During  the  Air  Foree’s  reorganization  in  the  mid- 
1990s,  the  510th  was  reaetivated  at  Aviano  AB,  flying  F-16s.  The 
A- 10s  at  Spangdahlem  were  redesignated  and  assumed  the 
name  and  traditions  of  the  81st  FS  Panthers,  whleh  had  formerly 
been  an  F-4G  Wild  Weasel  squadron  at  Spangdahlem. 

Over  the  years,  the  squadrons  maintained  strong  ties.  The 
Buzzards  exhibited  extraordinary  hospitalily  when  the  Panthers 
eame  to  town.  During  the  Slst’s  one-month  deployment  to 
Avlano  beginning  7  January  1999,  the  510th  invited  the  Pan¬ 
thers  to  use  its  operations  faeilitles  while  most  of  its  F-16s  were 
away.  On  7  February  1999  we  were  ordered  to  remain  in  plaee 
and  stand  up  a  CSAR  alert.  The  Buzzards,  although  now  at  full 
strength  and  in  eramped  quarters,  onee  again  invited  us  to  op¬ 
erate  from  their  faeilitles. 

All  of  the  squadrons  in  the  31st  Fighter  Wing,  partieularly 
eommunieations,  transportation,  airfield  management,  and  in- 
telligenee,  generously  supported  the  Panthers.  When  we  hastily 
reloeated  from  Avlano  to  Gioia  del  Colle  in  April,  eommereial 
trueking  was  uneertain,  and  Aviano’s  603d  Air  Control 
Squadron  volunteered  its  two-and-one-half-ton  trueks  to  take 
us  400  miles  down  the  road.  Although  eommereial  trueks  were 
eventually  loeated,  the  603d’s  sineere  offer  was  indieative  of  the 
weleome  we  had  at  Aviano.  This  above-and-beyond  hospitality 
was  even  more  impressive  eonsidering  the  erush  of  units  and 
personnel  that  filled  every  available  parking  spaee,  hangar,  and 
offiee  on  its  air  pateh. 

The  Desire  to  Go  South 

Despite  our  eomfortable  arrangements  at  Avlano,  we  needed  to 
move  south  to  be  more  responsive  with  our  CSAR  mission.  The 
CAOC  proposed  that  we  stand  up  a  CSAR  alert  at  Avlano  and  an¬ 
other  at  Amendola  AB  during  our  Oetober  1998  deployment. 
Amendola  is  an  Italian  air  foree  training  base  on  the  Adriatie 
eoast  opposite  Split,  Croatia;  unfortunately,  it  had  no  US  or 
NATO  infrastrueture  to  support  all  the  eommunieations  and 
weapons  requirements  for  CSAR  missions.  Although  we  wanted 
to  move  farther  south,  we  rejeeted  the  idea  of  splitting  our 
squadron.  We  proposed  moving  our  entire  CSAR  eontingent  to 
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Brindisi,  where  we  eould  work  alongside  our  prineipal  partners 
in  CSAR  operations — the  speeial  forees’  helieopter  units.  How¬ 
ever,  Brindisi  was  already  too  erowded,  and  the  USAF  wanted  to 
leave  in  the  near  future. 

We  eontinued  to  look  for  a  more  southern  loeation.  Amen- 
dola  was  now  no  longer  possible,  sinee  the  Duteh  and  Belgian 
air  forees  had  filled  all  the  available  ramp  spaee  with  a  joint  F- 
16  detaehment.  Goldie  and  I  looked  to  the  Sixteenth  Air  Foree 
foree-strueture  experts  for  help  and  asked  to  review  their  aero¬ 
drome  site  surveys.  After  looking  at  airfield  diagrams  in  our  in- 
strument-approaeh  books,  we  were  most  interested  in  Brindisi 
and  Gioia  del  Colle.  The  surveys  of  the  Sixteenth  Air  Foree  ex¬ 
perts  indieated  there  were  too  many  eomplieating  issues  with 
United  Nations  (UN)  logisties  to  safely  loeate  even  six  A- 10s  at 
Brindisi.  They  also  told  us  the  Italian  government  had  not 
given  them  approval  to  survey  Gioia  del  Colle. 

Our  sorties  during  our  first  two  days  of  operations  (30  and  3 1 
Mareh)  were  seven  and  one-half  hours  long  but  provided  less 
than  two  hours  of  on-station  mission  time.  This  proved  the  need 
to  reloeate  nearer  the  KEZ.  The  physieal  toll  on  the  pilots  was 
enormous:  two  hours  to  get  to  the  KEZ  followed  by  three  hours 
of  “one-armed  paper  hanging”  in  the  target  area  (ineluding  about 
an  hour  going  to  and  from  the  tanker),  finished  by  two  hours  of 
struggling  to  stay  awake  on  the  way  home.  If  we  flew  two  long 
sorties  per  day,  our  maintainers  wouldn’t  have  enough  time  to  fix 
any  broken  jets  and  still  maintain  aireraft  ready  for  the  CSAR 
alert.  We  were  faeed  with  limiting  ourselves  to  one  sortie  per  air¬ 
eraft  per  day  or  aeeepting  a  eontinuous  lowering  of  our  mlssion- 
eapable  rate.  Either  ehoiee  would  inevitably  result  in  a  reduetlon 
to  one  sortie  per  day.  At  the  same  time,  the  CAOC  had  asked  us 
to  inerease  our  sortie  rate  and  the  already  stretehed  31st  AEW 
at  Avlano  was  told  to  expeet  another  squadron  or  two  of  F-16CJs 
from  Shaw  AFB,  South  Carolina.  It  was  time  for  us  to  go. 

On  Monday,  5  April,  antieipating  that  the  Italians  might  say 
“no,”  I  ealled  the  eommander  of  the  British  GR-7  detaehment 
at  Gioia  del  Colle  to  ask  whether  there  was  suffieient  parking 
spaee  for  18  A- 10s.  He  told  me,  “Yes,  there  is.  .  .  .  We  built  our 
own  parking  areas  and  taxiways  on  the  other  side  of  the  run¬ 
way,  so  we’ve  left  plenty  of  room.” 
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Eureka!  I  immediately  ealled  Col  Gregg  Sanders,  an  A- 10  pilot 
and  the  52d  Fighter  Wing’s  inspeetor  general,  who  had  reeently 
been  pressed  into  sendee  in  the  planning  division  (C-5)  at  the 
CAOC.  I  told  him  about  the  situation  at  Gioia  and  asked  if  the 
CAOC  would  approve  the  Slst’s  sending  a  site-survey  team 
there.  Later  that  day,  after  eoordinating  with  the  loeal  Italian 
authorities,  he  ealled  baek  to  say  that  our  team  eould  depart  the 
next  day  to  visit  Gioia  del  Colle  and  Amendola. 

Our  team  of  maintainers,  aviators,  and  support  personnel 
took  two  days  to  eomplete  their  site  visit  and  returned  to  Aviano 
on  Wednesday,  7  April.  Gioia  del  Colle  was  the  elear  ehoiee.  It 
had  more  available  spaee  on  the  aerodrome  and  more  obtain¬ 
able  hotel  aeeommodations  in  the  loeal  area.  The  next  day  we 
sent  an  advanee  eehelon  team,  eomprised  of  Sixteenth  Air  Foree 
and  81st  personnel,  to  Gioia  to  evaluate  the  faeilities  and  deter¬ 
mine  what  it  would  take  for  us  to  begin  to  operate.  Their  initial 
assessment  was  that  it  would  require  at  least  one  week  without 
flying  to  get  it  ready.  There  was  not  enough  spaee  to  build  up 
munitions,  nor  were  there  suffieient  maintenanee  faeilities.  Two 
floors  of  an  old  dormitory  (eomplete  with  beds),  servieed  by  a 
finieky  and  outdated  eleetrieal  system,  would  beeome  our  oper¬ 
ations  area.  On  9  April  we  reeeived  EUCOM  orders  to  have  15 
jets  in  plaee  at  Gioia  by  1 1  April. 

The  same  order  requested  that  Air  Combat  Command  (ACC) 
deploy  four  A- 10s  from  the  eontinental  United  States  (CONUS)  to 
augment  us.  I  ealled  CAOC  personnel  to  make  sure  they  under¬ 
stood  that  the  81st  had  three  additional  aireraft  at  Spang  that  we 
eould  immediately  bring  to  Gioia.  They  said,  “No  one  here  knew 
that.”  General  Short  had  asked,  “How  many  A- 10s  are  at 
Aviano?”  After  the  CAOC  told  him  “15,”  he  replied,  “Get  four 
more  from  ACC.”  It  was  too  late  to  turn  off  the  request,  but  we 
knew  ACC  eouldn’t  generate  the  aireraft  and  fly  them  aeross  the 
Atlantie  for  at  least  a  week.  I  tried  to  get  approval  to  bring  in  the 
three  81st  FS  jets.  After  I  had  ealled  the  CAOC,  Sixteenth  Air 
Foree,  NATO’s  Regional  Headquarters  Allied  Forees  Southern 
Europe  (AFSOUTH)  at  Naples,  EUCOM,  and  USAFE,  I  learned 
that  publishing  another  EUCOM  tasker  in  less  than  24  hours  for 
just  three  jets  was  in  the  “too  hard  to  do”  looker.  However,  I  also 
learned  that  USAFE  eould  move  its  own  jets  within  the  European 
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theater  without  higher  approval.  After  getting  the  CAOC  to  buy 
off  on  the  idea,  I  asked  my  home  wing  leadership  to  weigh  in  for 
us.  Brig  Gen  Seott  Van  Cleef,  Col  Jan-Mare  Jouas,  and  Col  A1 
Thompson  eame  through,  and  on  10  April  we  got  USAFE  ap¬ 
proval  to  fly  the  last  three  Spang  A- 10s  into  Gioia  on  1 1  April. 

The  Move  to  Gioia 

The  move  to  Gioia  del  Colle  on  11  April  1999  involved  estab¬ 
lishing  full-up  operations  in  near  bare-base  eonditions  and  relo- 
eating  people,  equipment,  and  alreraft  from  both  Spangdahlem 
and  Avlano.  The  following  week  eontained  one  of  the  least  known 
but  most  impressive  logisties  aeeomplishments  of  OAF.  Main- 
tainers  of  the  81st  FS  and  logistieians  of  the  52d  and  31st  AEWs 
had  only  one  “down  day”  to  paek  up  all  the  tools  and  equipment, 
and  load  them  on  trueks,  “Cadillae  bins,”  or  pallets,  while  stiU 
maintaining  a  full  CSAR  alert  of  six  aireraft  and  two  spares.  Even 
the  right  parts  arrived  at  Aviano  in  time  to  replaee  those  missing 
from  our  eannibalized  alreraft  (GANN  bird),  so  we  eould  fly  it  to 
Gioia.  Our  weapons  loaders  added  extra  bombs  and  missiles  to 
the  A- 10s  at  Avlano  to  help  eover  our  immediate  munition  needs. 
We  estimated  that  it  would  take  the  munitions  depot  at  Camp 
Darby,  loeated  on  the  Italian  Riviera  near  Livorno,  Italy,  about 
three  days  to  transport  the  weapons  over  the  500  miles  to  Gioia 
and  begin  routine  deliveries.  Eleven  trueks  departed  Aviano  for 
Gioia  on  10  April.  The  next  day,  C-130s  departed  from  Ramstein, 
Spangdahlem,  and  Avlano,  and  all  18  A- 10s  (15  from  Aviano  and 
three  from  Spangdahlem)  took  off  on  time  and  landed  on  time  at 
Gioia  del  Colle.  Colonel  Thompson  flew  one  of  the  three  Spang¬ 
dahlem  A- 10s  to  Gioia,  where  he  established  and  assumed  eom- 
mand  of  the  new  40th  EGG. 

I  arrived  in  the  first  jet  to  land  at  Gioia  and  was  unpleas¬ 
antly  surprised  to  find  a  USAF  eameraman  filming  us  as  we 
taxied  in  and  elimbed  down  the  ladders.  Airlift  is  a  zero-sum 
game.  If  something  is  added,  something  else  must  be  taken  off. 
I  was  livid — ^what  was  a  eameraman  doing  on  the  flight  line 
when  we  barely  had  enough  erew  ehiefs  to  reeover  our  jets  and 
enough  airlift  to  move  our  most  eritieal  items?  I  didn’t  yell  at 
him;  he  just  got  on  the  returning  plane  as  ordered.  I  found  out 
later  that  Ramstein  had  manifested  eombat  eamera  personnel 


71 


A- 10s  OVER  KOSOVO 


Photo  courtesy  of  author 

A-10  with  extra  munitions  deploying  to  Gioia 


and  equipment  on  the  first  C-130  to  land  at  Gioia.  While  they 
were  just  trying  to  do  their  job — doeument  our  move  and  bed- 
down — they  took  up  limited  airlift  eapaeity,  and  I’d  mueh 
rather  have  had  more  toolboxes. 

The  maintainers  already  on  site  immediately  went  to  work 
generating  the  aireraft  neeessary  to  bring  up  our  CSAR  alert 
status.  We  were  down  for  only  two  hours — ^but  even  that  delay 
would  have  been  less  if  it  were  not  for  a  fuel  truek  delay.  These 
maintainers  worked  through  the  night — often  without  enough 
tools  to  go  around.  MSgt  Daniel  E.  “Dan”  Weber,  MSgt  Rod 
Many,  and  a  number  of  key  maintainers  toiled  for  24  hours 
straight  to  ensure  we  had  jets  to  meet  our  tasking.  The  aireraft 
were  ready  for  the  next  morning’s  AFAC  lines,  and  the  first  sor¬ 
tie  airborne  appropriately  logged  a  Maveriek  kill  on  a  Serb  APC. 

Operations  experts  also  sprang  into  aetion,  setting  up  a 
funetional  intel  seetion  (erueial  for  CSAR  and  AFAC  missions), 
seeure  telephones,  an  operations  desk,  and  life  support  in  less 
than  12  hours.  By  the  morning  of  12  April,  our  eombat  oper¬ 
ations  were  up  and  running  around-the-eloek  again. 

Integration  of  the  40th  Expeditionary 
Operations  Group 

Meanwhile  the  74th  FS  Flying  Tigers  at  Pope  readied  four 
aireraft,  nine  pilots,  and  65  maintainers  to  send  to  the  fight. 
We  had  asked  ACC  to  provide  pilots  with  a  good  level  of  expe- 
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rience,  particularly  in  AFAC  and  CSAR  missions.  Once  they 
arrived  at  Spangdahlem,  USAFE  told  them  they  might  be  used 
to  train  the  Slst’s  eight  new  pilots  instead  of  joining  the  Pan¬ 
thers  at  Gioia.  USAFE  was  aware  of  the  eapaeity  to  park  only 
18  A- 10s  at  Gioia,  and  those  spots  it  knew  were  being  used  by 
the  81st.  We  had  not  yet  informed  USAFE  that  we  had  found 
room  for  four  more  A- 10s.  In  a  proposal  to  the  CAOC,  we  high¬ 
lighted  the  inereased  sortie  rates  we  eould  aehieve  with  those 
additional  aireraft,  and  its  leadership  won  the  Italian  govern¬ 
ment’s  approval.  The  Italian  base  eommander  wasn’t  pleased 
with  either  the  proeess  or  the  deeision,  but  we  didn’t  want  to 
give  him  a  ehanee  to  veto  it — and  we  now  had  22  Hogs  to  un¬ 
leash  in  the  KEZ.  Colonel  Thompson,  as  eommander  of  the 
newly  established  40th  EGG,  onee  again  worked  his  magie, 
soothed  hurt  egos,  and  smoothed  things  over. 

After  some  initial  awkwardness,  all  of  the  81st  and  74th  op¬ 
erations  and  maintenanee  funetions  beeame  fully  integrated 
into  the  40th  EGG.  Flight  leads  from  eaeh  squadron  flew  with 
wingmen  from  the  other,  and  a  Flying  Tiger  maintenanee- 
produetion  superintendent  ran  the  daytime-sortie  generation 
for  all  22  aireraft.  There  was  some  good-natured  hazing,  par- 
tieularly  on  Hog  paint  jobs.  For  some  months,  the  81st  had 
taken  eare  of  a  74th  jet  that  had  been  left  in  Kuwait  after  a  de¬ 
ployment  beeause  of  parts  problems.  It  was  eventually  flown 
to  Spangdahlem  to  be  fixed.  When  that  aireraft  (the  fifth  Fly¬ 
ing  Tiger  jet)  arrived  at  Gioia,  it  not  only  had  the  trademark 
Flying  Tiger  shark’s  teeth  on  the  nose  but  also  huge,  blaek 
panther  heads  on  the  engine  naeelles.  Soon  afterwards,  and 
with  the  same  good-natured  spirit,  the  lower  jaws  of  the  pan¬ 
ther  heads  that  deeorated  both  engine  naeelles  were  painted 
over  in  light  gray,  making  the  panthers  look  like  rats. 

Backbone  of  the  Mission 

All  of  the  flight-line  personnel  worked  together  with  inex¬ 
haustible  energy  and  enthusiasm.  After  every  sortie,  erew  ehlefs 
and  weapons  loaders  swarmed  over  the  aireraft  to  prepare  it  for 
the  next  flight.  Nothing  motivates  tired,  greasy  wreneh  turners 
more  than  seeing  their  jets — the  ones  they  had  launehed  fully 
loaded — eome  home  with  elean  wings.  Together,  the  81st  and 
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Photo  courtesy  of  author 

Pope  A-10  with  the  Panther-Rat  cowling 


74th  had  a  total  of  26  A-  10s  in-theater.  Of  those,  22  were  at  Gioia 
del  Colle,  and  at  any  given  time  at  least  two  were  undergoing 
major  inspeetions  at  Spangdahlem.  The  40th  EOG  normally  flew 
30  eombat  sorties  with  those  22  aireraft  during  the  day  between 
0600  and  1830,  and  then  used  them  to  generate  the  six  aireraft 
to  stand  CSAR  alert  between  1830  and  0600  the  next  morning. 
We  launehed  up  to  16  aireraft  on  eaeh  day’s  “first  go”  and  then 
turned  (postflighted,  loaded,  preflighted,  and  launehed)  14  of 
those  aireraft  on  the  “seeond  go”  eaeh  day.  The  British  also  flew 
an  aggressive  sehedule  with  their  one  forward-deployed  squad¬ 
ron — sometimes  launehing  10  of  their  12  GR-7s.  The  Italians 
eventually  had  24  Tornados  at  Gioia  del  Colle,  but  we  never  saw 
them  launeh  more  than  six  aireraft  at  a  time.  As  a  matter  of  in¬ 
terest,  the  40th  EOG  flew  more  sorties  and  hours  in  Allied  Foree 
than  the  entire  Italian  air  foree.  The  Freneh  air  foree  deployed  15 
of  their  Mirage  2000D  strike  aireraft  to  Gioia  and,  like  most  Eu¬ 
ropean  air  forees,  swapped  out  their  personnel  after  three  to  six 
weeks,  flying  only  six  days  per  week.  By  eontrast  the  40th  EOG 
personnel  knew  we  were  there  for  the  duration  and  flew  seven 
days  a  week.  We  made  an  exeeption  on  1  May  1999,  the  only 
OAF  day  we  “took  off’ — even  then  we  still  maintained  a  24-hour 
CSAR  alert. 
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There  is  not  enough  room  here  to  detail  all  of  the  ineredible 
feats  of  professionalism  that  molded  the  81st  FS,  74th  FS, 
40th  ELS,  and  40th  Expeditionary  Air  Base  Squadron  (EABS) 
into  an  effieient  fighting  team.  The  numerous  small  things 
were  exemplified  by  our  first  sergeant,  SMSgt  Stanley  J.  “Stan” 
Ellington,  who  went  to  a  loeal  groeery  store  to  buy  food  on  the 
first  day  for  folks  who  never  left  their  jets.  Chaplain  (Maj)  Karl 
Wiersum’s  frequent  visits  to  the  flight  line — just  to  listen  to 
people  who  needed  to  talk — made  a  world  of  differenee  in  put¬ 
ting  jets  in  the  air  and  bringing  them  baek  again.  Every  mem¬ 
ber  of  our  team  played  an  absolutely  erueial  role  in  earrying 
out  the  mission,  and  the  following  stories  ean  relate  only  a 
small  part  of  it.  Every  pilot  knew  that  no  exeuse  eould  justify 
missing  the  target  when  all  of  those  people  had  done  all  of  that 
work  to  put  him  in  a  eoekpit  with  an  enemy  tank  in  his  sights. 


USAF  Photos 

Crew  chiefs  generating  aircraft  and  finishing  the  forms 


Commanding  the  40th  Expeditionary 
Operations  Group 

Col  Al  “Moose”  Thompson 

Operation  Allied  Foree  was  my  first  true  eombat  experienee, 
and  I  was  the  40th  EOG  eommander  deployed  to  Gioia  del  Colle 
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AB  in  southern  Italy.  At  our  peak,  we  had  25  A- 10  alreraft  from 
the  81st  EFS  and  the  74th  EFS  and  nearly  700  personnel. 


USAF  Photo 


40th  EOG  Hogwalk 

Combat  operations  began  against  Serbia  on  24  Mareh  1999. 
The  81st  EFS  from  Spangdahlem,  flying  the  trusty  A- 10,  par- 
tieipated  from  day  one  of  the  air  eampaign  while  deployed  to 
Aviano.  The  74th  EFS  from  Pope  joined  us  at  Gioia  del  Colie. 

When  it  beeame  apparent  early  in  the  NATO  air  eampaign 
that  Aviano-based  A- 10s  eould  not  be  optimally  employed  be- 
eause  of  the  long  distanees  to  Kosovo,  they  found  a  new  home 
at  Gioia  del  Colle,  an  Italian  air  foree  fighter  base.  The  81st 
was  out  of  the  bomb-dropping  business  for  only  36  hours  while 
it  deployed  forward  to  Gioia  del  Colle.  By  air,  it  was  only  about 
240  nautieal  miles  (NM)  from  Gioia  to  Pristina — the  eapital  of 
Kosovo  provinee.  This  reeord-setting  deployment  was  truly  a 
Hereulean  effort  and  signifieantly  inereased  our  on-station 
time  and  eombat  effeetiveness. 

I  faeed  the  opportunity  and  ehallenge  of  a  lifetime  when  Brig 
Gen  Seott  P.  Van  Cleef,  the  52d  AEW  eommander,  seleeted  me 
to  stand  up  and  eommand  the  40th  EOG  at  Gioia.  On  1 1  April 
I  deployed  to  Gioia  with  three  A- 10s  from  Spangdahlem  to  fill 
out  the  81st’s  18-aireraft  squadron.  It  may  seem  unusual  for 
a  viee  wing  eommander  to  eommand  an  expeditionary  group. 
Although  it  did  not  happen,  initial  thinking  had  this  group  ex¬ 
panding  to  an  expeditionary  fighter  wing. 
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USAF  Photo 

Col  Al  Thompson  and  Brig  Gen  Scott  Van  Cleef 


A  Commander’s  Concerns 

I  had  to  set  priorities  quiekly  and  get  organized  upon  arrival  at 
Gioia  del  Colle.  The  first  priority  was  to  meet  eaeh  day’s  ATO  in 
the  variety  of  missions  tasked  by  Lt  Gen  Mike  Short,  the  eom- 
bined  forees  air  eomponent  eommander  (CFACC),  at  the  CAOC 
in  northern  Italy.  Just  as  important  was  mission  safety  on  the 
ground  and  in  the  air.  The  peaeetime  rules,  of  eourse,  did  not  go 
away,  and  a  host  of  new  ones  for  eombat  operations — known  as 
ROEs — eame  into  play. 

My  third  priority  (frankly,  they  were  all  nearly  equal  in  im- 
portanee)  was  taking  eare  of  the  men  and  women  eharged  with 
performing  the  mission.  I  knew  I  eould  depend  on  all  of  them 
to  do  their  very  best.  I  wanted  to  set  our  basie  direetion,  keep 
us  foeused,  and  rely  on  the  leaders  at  all  levels  from  my  four 
squadron  eommanders  (two  fighter,  one  support,  and  one  lo- 
gisties)  all  the  way  down  to  dedieated  erew  ehiefs.  None  of  us 
knew  how  long  the  air  eampaign  would  last,  so  we  eaeh  had  to 
be  prepared  for  the  long  haul.  There  was  no  time  for  distrae- 
tions — ^we  just  sent  home  anyone  not  pulling  his  or  her  weight 
or  not  demonstrating  absolute  professional  behavior.  While  I 
tried  not  to  add  a  lot  of  extra  rules  for  our  deployed  situation. 
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but  those  few  I  did  add  had  a  direet  effeet  on  the  mission  and 
foree  proteetion. 

Gioia  del  Colle  is  a  large  NATO  air  base  designed  to  aeeept 
other  squadrons  during  eonfliet.  Upon  our  arrival  we  were 
given  several  ramps  for  A- 10  parking,  four  hardened  aireraft 
shelters  for  our  maintenanee  funetions,  and  some  administra¬ 
tive  spaee  as  well.  The  base  is  blessed  with  two  long,  parallel 
runways,  and  the  weather  in  the  spring  and  summer  is  nor¬ 
mally  elear  exeept  for  some  morning  fog.  Sinee  Gioia  del  Colle 
is  a  fighter  base,  our  integration  did  not  pose  a  huge  problem. 
Beeause  Gioia  was  so  elose  to  Kosovo,  many  other  NATO 
squadrons  still  desired  to  bed  down  there — even  long  after  we 
arrived,  when  it  was  bursting  at  the  seams. 

From  day  one,  the  Italian  36th  Stormo  (Wing)  was  a  great 
host  despite  our  almost  overnight  deployment.  Although  the 
36th  Stormo  provided  lots  of  spaee  and  sueh  basies  as  fuel, 
eleetrieity,  and  water,  we  were  on  our  own  for  everything  else. 
I  spent  lots  of  time  maintaining  good  relations  and  working 
partieular  issues  with  the  Italians  and  the  RAF  detaehment. 
The  Brits  had  been  regularly  deployed  to  Gioia  during  the  pre¬ 
vious  five  years  to  support  sorties  over  Bosnia-Herzegovina. 
The  RAF  had  great  insight  and  experienee  on  how  to  fit  in  and 
work  smoothly  with  the  Italian  hosts.  The  Italians  flew  Tor¬ 
nado  fighter -bombers  and  the  older  F-104  Starfighters.  The 
British  flew  the  GR-7,  more  eommonly  ealled  the  Harrier. 
Challenges  with  our  host  wing  were  frequent;  the  following  ae- 
eount  highlights  a  eouple  of  them. 

Our  group  had  most  of  the  funetions  that  a  wing  would 
have.  Our  Air  Foree  seeurity  forees,  all  13  strong,  were  forbid¬ 
den  by  the  Italians  to  earry  weapons.  The  Italian  military  had 
primary  responsibility  for  seeurity  both  inside  and  outside  the 
base  fenee.  In  the  first  days  after  arrival,  we  found  several 
holes  eut  in  the  fenee  next  to  our  parked  A- 10s — not  a  good 
sign.  Shortly  after,  a  bomb  threat  was  direeted  at  our  person¬ 
nel  in  one  hotel.  Additionally,  our  Italian  hosts  were  very  eon- 
eerned  about  our  safety  off  base  and  the  number  and  loeation 
of  hotels  we  had  eontraeted.  Henee  we  avoided  taking  military 
vehieles  off  base  and  took  other  preeautions  as  well. 
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Another  challenge  was  getting  an  accurate  reading  on  the 
weather  during  foggy  mornings  to  determine  if  our  first-go  sor¬ 
ties  would  be  permitted  to  take  off.  Leaving  out  the  technical  de¬ 
tails,  the  way  the  USAF  computes  the  visibility  and  ceiling  is 
slightly  different  than  the  Italians’  procedure.  There  is  no  ex¬ 
actly  right  or  wrong  way  to  do  this.  If  done  independently,  both 
national  measurement  methods  and  weather  minimums  would 
allow  aircraft  to  operate  under  similar  conditions.  However,  the 
Italians’  methods  for  measuring  ceiling  and  visibility  are  more 
conservative  than  ours,  and  our  weather  criteria  are  more  con¬ 
servative  than  theirs.  When  Italian  measurements  were  applied 
to  US  criteria,  US  aircraft  were  prevented  from  taking  off  under 
weather  conditions  that  Italian  rules  deemed  suitable  for  take 
off.  We  were  hamstrung  by  this  situation  on  several  mornings 
and,  in  my  view,  lost  sorties  unnecessarily.  We  worked  quickly 
to  find  a  compromise  with  the  host  base  and  tower  personnel. 
Afterward  we  essentially  used  our  own  weather  data  for  deter¬ 
mining  take-off  minimums;  under  our  Air  Force  and  USAFE 
regulations,  I  also  had  a  limited  waiver  authority,  which  I  exer¬ 
cised  on  foggy  mornings.  These  alternatives  were  sound  and 
safe.  All  pilots  had  the  right  to  decline  to  launch  if  they  thought 
the  weather  was  too  bad,  but  none  ever  refused. 

Driving  in  southern  Italy  can  be  very  risky,  and,  sadly,  we  had 
several  major  car  wrecks.  Some  of  the  accidents  resulted  in  se¬ 
rious  injuries  but,  thankfully,  no  fatalities.  While  I  was  in  com¬ 
mand,  the  most  serious  accident  involved  a  senior  maintenance 
supervisor  who  drove  back  to  his  hotel  alone  after  a  12 -hour 
night  shift.  He  fell  asleep  and  literally  drove  a  full-size  guardrail 
through  the  center  of  his  rental  car  from  front  to  back.  Going 
through,  it  struck  the  side  of  his  face  and  shoulder.  If  the  car 
seat  had  not  given  way  instantly  to  lessen  the  blow,  he  would 
have  died  on  the  spot.  He  received  emergency  treatment,  an  im¬ 
mediate  operation  in  an  Italian  civilian  hospital,  and  was  then 
flown  by  the  USAF  Aeromedical  Evacuation  system  (Medevac)  to 
the  United  States  to  complete  his  recovery. 

We  also  had  a  serious  aircraft-parking  problem  at  Gioia  with 
fully  combat-loaded  A- 10s  lined  up  a  few  feet  from  each  other  on 
two  closely  spaced  concrete  ramps.  Since  we  did  not  meet  any  of 
the  Air  Force  weapons-safety  criteria,  we  required  a  three-star 
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USAFE  waiver  just  to  operate.  If  a  single  roeket  had  gone  off  or 
an  engine  had  eaught  fire  on  start,  we  eould  have  lost  all  of  the 
A- 10s  and  a  few  hundred  personnel  in  seeonds.  This  situation 
reminded  me  of  a  similarly  eongested  parking  problem  at  Bien 
Hoa  AB,  South  Vietnam,  early  in  the  Vietnam  War.  The  enemy 
fired  mortars  one  night  and  destroyed  many  aireraft.  The  aireraft 
vulnerability  at  Gioia  was  not  aeeeptable  and  had  to  be  im¬ 
proved.  During  the  visit  of  the  seeretary  of  the  Air  Foree  and  the 
eommander  of  USAFE,  I  walked  them  both  down  the  entire  ramp 
to  ensure  they  were  aware  of  the  parking  situation.  More  impor¬ 
tantly,  I  briefed  them  on  our  plan  of  aetion — to  quiekly  build  five 
temporary  asphalt  parking  pads  around  the  airfield  so  not  more 
than  four  A- 10s  would  be  at  risk  from  any  one  ineident. 

The  EOG  made  an  ineredible  effort  to  get  engines,  pods,  and 
parts  to  keep  the  jets  flying  at  a  high  rate,  and  to  build  and 
load  the  bombs,  missiles,  and  bullets.  Taking  eare  of  the  per¬ 
sonnel  was  no  easy  task  either,  but  it  was  done  with  great 
foeus,  energy,  and  elass.  Our  parent  wing,  the  52d  at  Spang- 
dahlem,  provided  around-the-eloek  support,  and  no  task  was 
too  hard  for  it.  I  had  gained  valuable  experienee,  whieh  really 
helped  me  aeeomplish  the  overall  mission  by  serving  as  the 
wing’s  viee  eommander  and  regularly  flying  with  the  81st  be¬ 
fore  the  eonfliet  began.  General  Van  Cleef  exhibited  remark¬ 
able  leadership  and  we  talked  almost  daily.  Even  though  he 
had  his  hands  full  as  the  AEW  eommander,  he  still  found  time 
to  visit  us  several  times  and  see  us  in  aetion.  General  Short’s 
Air  Forces’  forces  rear  (a  term  he  used  to  deseribe  the  USAFE 
staff)  was  also  speetaeular  and  provided  world-elass  support. 

I  tried  to  fly  almost  every  other  day,  but  that  was  only  one 
key  part  of  my  eommand.  Staying  on  top  of  the  myriad  of  is¬ 
sues  on  the  ground  was  equally  important,  as  was  hosting  vis¬ 
iting  dignitaries  and  military  leaders.  We  had  the  press  to  deal 
with,  but  we  were  not  their  main  interest  in  Italy  or  even  at 
Gioia.  I  visited  as  many  maintenanee  funetions  as  I  eould  eaeh 
day,  usually  on  my  expeditionary  bieyele.  As  the  senior  safety 
offieer,  I  visited  eaeh  CSAR  ground-alert  erew  and  aireraft 
daily  during  the  entire  eonfliet. 

We  were  essentially  on  our  own  to  establish  and  maintain 
eommunieations  with  higher  headquarters.  We  had  the  de- 
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ployable  wing-information  communications  package  that  in¬ 
cluded  about  30  high-teeh  speeialists  led  by  a  young  eaptain. 
The  paekage’s  equipment  ineluded  a  satellite  dish,  switeh- 
board,  and  all  the  key  eommunieations  eapability  we  needed. 
The  team  was  speetaeular  and  worked  tirelessly  to  get  us  set 
up  in  a  few  short  days  with  all  the  military  eommunieations 
eritieal  to  performing  our  mission.  They  ensured  we  had  the 
ATO  in  time  to  plan  and  exeeute  eaeh  day’s  missions. 

I  was  seheduled  to  fly  on  27  missions  during  the  60  days  I 
eommanded  the  EOG.  Three  of  my  sorties  were  eaneelled  be- 
eause  of  bad  weather,  so  I  ended  up  flying  24  long  and  hard 
sorties  over  Kosovo.  My  first  mission  was  on  15  April  with  the 
81st  EFS  eommander  to  southeastern  Serbia.  I  was  really 
keyed  up  and  had  mueh  on  my  mind.  The  night  before  I  got 
only  about  three  hours  of  sleep — not  ideal  for  my  first  taste  of 
eombat.  We  were  on  an  AFAC  mission,  primarily  working  the 
Kumanovo  Valley,  a  Serb  area  northeast  of  Skopje,  Maeedonia, 
that  ineludes  the  towns  of  Presevo,  Bujanovae,  and  Vranje. 

I  flew  as  number  two,  having  the  primary  responsibility  of 
keeping  lead  from  getting  shot  down  and  then  attaeking  the  tar¬ 
gets  he  assigned  me.  His  job  was  to  find  military  targets  and  then 
eontrol  a  variety  of  NATO  fighters  during  their  attaeks.  We 
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Lt  Col  Chris  Haave  and  Col  Al  Thompson  debrief  their  mission 
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launched  from  Gioia  del  Colle  with  a  typieal  eombat  load.  The 
weather  on  this  first  mission  was  ineredible,  not  a  eloud  in  the 
sl^.  We  pushed  in  after  “tanking”  (aerial  refueling)  and  lots  of  air¬ 
borne  eoordinatlon,  and  then  immediately  began  searehing  for 
ground  targets.  Sinee  this  was  the  first  day  we  eould  use  Maee- 
donlan  airspaee  to  fly  attaek  missions,  we  had  not  yet  worked 
this  valley.  Therefore,  targets  were  plentiful,  but  so  were  SAMs 
and  AAA.  Not  long  after  we  entered  the  area,  I  ealled  a  break  turn 
for  a  shoulder -fired  SAM.  I  was  not  sure  I  ealled  it  in  time  sinee 
I  saw  its  smoke  trail  pass  between  our  two  alreraft.  AAA  was 
everywhere  that  morning,  most  of  it  well  below  our  altitude.  I  was 
exeited,  to  say  the  least,  and  felt  this  would  be  a  long  and  hard- 
fought  air  eampaign.  We  found,  attaeked,  and  killed  several  tar¬ 
gets,  ineluding  some  artillery  and  APCs. 

During  aU  of  our  sorties,  our  total  foeus  was  on  the  mission. 
We  had  no  reservations  about  what  our  president,  seeretary  of 
defense,  and  NATO  eommanders  had  tasked  us  to  do.  The  hor¬ 
ror  of  nearly  a  million  Kosovo  refugees  fleeing  their  homes  was 
more  than  enough  reason.  I  was  ever  mindful  of  the  great  tragedy 
unfolding  on  the  ground  before  our  eyes.  Villages  were  being 
burned  every  day,  masses  of  humanity  were  eamping  in  the  most 
austere  eonditions  in  the  hills,  and  innoeent  people  were  being 
foreed  to  flee  their  homeland  with  everything  they  owned  pulled 
by  farm  traetors.  Families  were  separated,  and,  as  we  learned 
mueh  later,  untold  atroeities  were  being  eommitted. 

Our  overarehing  mission  was  very  elear — find  and  destroy 
the  Serb  military  in  and  around  Kosovo,  reduee  its  eapability, 
and  inhibit  its  ability  to  move  and  operate.  The  mission  was  al¬ 
ways  very  diffieult  sinee  there  was  no  direet  threat  of  a  NATO 
ground  invasion.  The  Serb  army  and  MUP  eould — and  did — 
hide  from  us,  eommandeering  and  using  eivilian  vehieles  to 
move  around.  Henee,  finding  and  attaeking  a  massed  military 
ground  foree  in  the  traditional  sense  was  not  in  the  eards. 

Life  seemed  surreal  flying  home  over  the  Adriatie  after  the 
first  mission.  Fatigue  set  in  immediately  after  landing.  After 
over  five  hours  in  the  air,  I  felt  almost  too  tired  to  elimb  out  of 
the  aireraft — I  vowed  to  do  better  next  time. 

The  most  diffieult  missions  were  our  CSAR  or  Sandy  mis¬ 
sions.  Capt  Buster  Cherrey,  mission  eommander  on  the  sue- 
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cessful  rescue  of  an  F-117  pilot  downed  deep  inside  Serbia, 
was  awarded  the  Silver  Star  for  gallantry.  He  was  recognized 
by  the  president  of  the  United  States  on  27  January  2000  dur¬ 
ing  the  State  of  the  Union  Address: 

And  we  should  be  proud  of  the  men  and  women  of  our  Armed  Forces 
and  those  of  our  allies  who  stopped  the  ethnic  cleansing  In  Kosovo,  en¬ 
abling  a  million  people  to  return  to  their  homes. 

When  Slobodan  Milosevic  unleashed  his  terror  on  Kosovo,  Capt  John 
Cherrey  was  one  of  the  brave  airmen  who  turned  the  tide.  And  when 
another  American  plane  was  shot  down  over  Serbia,  he  flew  Into  the 
teeth  of  enemy  air  defenses  to  bring  his  fellow  pilot  home.  Thanks  to 
our  Armed  Forces’  skill  and  bravery,  we  prevailed  In  Kosovo  without 
losing  a  single  Ameriean  m  eombat.  1  want  to  introduce  Captain  Cherrey 
to  you.  We  honor  Captain  Cherrey,  and  we  promise  you,  Captain,  we’ll 
finish  the  job  you  began. ^ 

I  flew  a  mission  on  9  June,  the  last  day  we  were  authorized  to 
expend  ordnance.  We  found  and  attacked  several  APCs  in  south¬ 
ern  Kosovo  near  Mount  Osljak  before  my  air  conditioner  control 
froze  in  the  full-cold  position,  which  forced  our  return  to  Gioia. 
For  over  an  hour  I  flew  in  a  frigid  cockpit  and  thought  my  toes 
would  suffer  frostbite  until  the  valve  somehow  freed  itself. 

By  10  June  my  AEW  commander  wanted  me  back  at  Spang- 
dahlem,  and  Col  Gregg  Sanders,  my  extremely  capable  deputy, 
was  ready  to  take  over.  1  flew  home  solo  in  the  A- 10  on  11 
June,  after  assembling  and  thanking  all  of  the  fine  airmen.  I 
could  not  find  the  right  words  of  appreciation  for  their  dedica¬ 
tion,  hard  work,  and  professionalism.  What  an  unbelievable 
effort  by  every  one  of  them — 1  have  never  been  prouder  of  an 
all-ranks  group  of  airmen  in  my  entire  life!  Readjusting  to  the 
parent  wing — 52d  AEW — ^was  difficult,  and  I  immediately 
turned  my  energy  to  helping  reconstitute  our  wing’s  force. 

Lessons  Learned 

It  is  important  to  review  observations  and  lessons  learned, 
in  many  cases  lessons  relearned,  or  lessons  validated  under 
fire.  In  no  exact  order,  here  are  mine: 

•  With  solid  leadership,  training,  and  equipment,  anything 
is  possible.  Any  clear  mission  is  attainable  over  time.  No 


83 


A- 10s  OVER  KOSOVO 


one  can  precisely  predict  the  time  necessary  to  complete 
an  air  campaign  or  any  other  type  of  campaign. 

•  Realistic  training  and  exercises  pay  off  in  combat.  Those 
experiences  provide  confidence  to  commanders  and  air¬ 
men  at  all  levels.  Realistic  training  and  exercises  also  help 
develop  tactics  and  procedures  that,  in  turn,  minimize 
learning  on-the-fly  and  unnecessary  mistakes. 

•  Experienced  pilots  are  a  force  multiplier.  Both  the  81st 
and  the  74th  were  blessed  with  mature  pilots  and  high 
levels  of  A- 10  experience.  This  is  not  to  say  that  the  young 
pilots  struggled — they  did  not.  However,  our  combat  expe¬ 
rience  was  enhanced  and  our  risks  minimized  by  having 
experienced  pilots  leading  in  the  air,  reviewing  all  aspects 
of  our  daily  operations,  and  then  guiding  everything  from 
the  daily  flying  schedule  to  combat  tactics. 

•  Combat  is  team  building  and  teamwork  in  its  finest  hour. 
Our  flying-squadron  organization  worked  in  peace  and 
war.  It  was  one  team,  with  one  boss,  going  in  one  direc¬ 
tion,  and  with  everyone  pulling  his  or  her  weight.  There 
were  no  divisions,  no  competition,  or  conflicts  between 
maintenance  and  operations. 

•  Clear  communication  between  the  squadron,  group,  and 
headquarters  is  crucial  to  success.  You  know  it’s  a  “bad 
day”  when  the  CFACC  invites  you  for  a  face-to-face  talk 
because  someone  in  your  command  has  failed  to  “follow 
his  published  guidance.”  Such  a  communications  failure 
makes  his  job  of  commanding  the  air  war  more  difficult. 

•  Regular  deployments  working  with  allies  facilitate  future 
fighter  operations  in  a  coalition  air  campaign  against  a  de¬ 
termined  adversary.  Knowing  and  trusting  one’s  allies  be¬ 
fore  the  shooting  starts  are  imperative  to  the  successful 
execution  of  an  air  campaign. 

•  General  Jumper’s  principle  of  “tough  love”  saves  time  and 
trouble  when  things  get  difficult.  He  emphasizes  estab¬ 
lishing  and  communicating  expectations  and  then  holding 
everyone  accountable  to  those  standards.  Any  required 
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action  was  fair,  firm,  and  quick.  I  found  nearly  all  of  the 
40th  EOG  ready  to  fight  and  win;  those  few  that  were  not 
were  sent  paeking. 

•  There  should  never  be  an  expeetation  that  A- 10s  ean  fly 
5,000-plus  eombat  hours  in  a  360-degree  threat  without 
a  loss.  To  have  flown  an  entire  air  eampaign  without  a 
eombat  loss  is  a  miraele,  unlikely  to  ever  be  repeated,  and 
should  never  be  an  expeetation  of  war  planners,  senior 
leaders,  or  politieians. 

•  Pilots  will  forever  resist  politieal  restrietions  that  defy  the 
prineiples  of  war  and  air  and  spaee  power  doetrine.  How¬ 
ever,  they  will  unhesitatingly  follow  those  restrietions  to 
the  letter.  These  pilots  deserve  to  have  the  rationale  for 
the  restrietions  explained,  partieularfy  when  lives  are  at 
stake.  They  also  deserve  to  have  those  restrietions  regu¬ 
larly  reviewed  for  operational  neeessity. 

•  The  quality  of  our  parent  wing’s  maintenanee,  effeetlveness 
of  its  training,  eourage  of  its  pilots,  and  superb  quality  of  its 
leadership  enabled  the  52d  AEW  to  fly  more  than  3,500 
eombat  sorties  for  over  15,000  hours  in  F-117s,  F-16CJs, 
and  A- 10s  against  a  determined  enemy  and  in  a  high-threat 
environment  without  any  eombat  losses  and  with  exeep- 
tional  effeetlveness.  But  this  absenee  belies  the  high  threat! 
The  Serbs  had  a  fully  integrated,  robust,  and  lethal  air  de¬ 
fense  system  and  used  it  eunningly,  firing  over  700  missiles 
and  millions  of  rounds  of  AAA. 

•  Many  people  saerifieed  mueh  to  support  the  air  eampaign. 
Our  wing  had  over  1,200  of  its  5,000  aetive  duty  person¬ 
nel  deployed  for  up  to  six  months.  The  families  left  behind 
took  eare  of  our  ehildren,  sent  us  eare  paekages,  and 
prayed  for  our  safe  return.  I  will  never  forget  seeing  all  the 
yellow  ribbons  tied  around  trees  at  Spangdahlem  AB 
when  I  eame  home. 

As  everyone  should  know,  freedom  is  never  free — it  puts  at 
risk  and  may  eost  the  lives  of  our  soldiers,  sailors,  marines, 
and  airmen.  There  is  no  better  air  foree  in  the  world  today 
than  our  United  States  Air  Foree;  the  hardworking,  dedieated 
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airmen  of  all  ranks  deployed  all  around  the  world  make  it 
great.  Sinee  we  are  baek  to  our  expeditionary  roots — not  off 
ehasing  some  new  idea — and  doing  what  we  have  done  well  for 
most  of  our  history,  we  must  have  an  expeditionary  mind  set. 
Finally,  NATO’s  tremendous  value  and  the  role  it  plays  in  this 
rapidly  ehanging  and  dangerous  world  eannot  be  overstated. 
NATO  proved  false  the  predietion  that  it  eould  not  stay  to¬ 
gether  until  the  end — and  did  so  eonvineingly. 

Redeployment,  Beddown,  and  Maintenance 

Mqj  Dave  Brown 

All  those  maintainers  assigned  or  attaehed  to  the  81st  EFS 
during  OAF  put  forth  the  neeessary  effort  and  were  direetly  re¬ 
sponsible  for  keeping  the  aireraft  flying — 24  hours  a  day  for  78 
eonseeutive  days.  Both  obvious  and  not  so  obvious  things 
went  on  behind  the  seenes  during  this  eonfliet. 

To  say  we  showed  up,  did  our  jobs,  and  went  home  would  in 
many  aspeets  be  eorreet.  However,  that  statement  would  not  do 
justiee  to  all  the  individuals  who  went  the  extra  mile  and  gave 
their  all  every  day.  Their  total  eommitment  was  demonstrated 
not  only  during  the  eampaign  but  also  during  the  months  lead¬ 
ing  up  to  it.  When  the  81st  FS  left  Spangdahlem  in  January  1999 
for  a  30-day  rotation  at  Aviano  to  support  Operation  Joint  Forge, 
our  jets  were  already  in  good  shape.  Despite  having  to  deal  with 
serious  parts  shortages  and  an  aging  airframe,  our  maintainers 
did  everything  within  their  eontrol  to  keep  our  A- 10s  fully  mis¬ 
sion  eapable  and  at  the  same  time  support  an  aggressive  flying¬ 
training  program.  Our  erew  ehiefs  kept  their  deferred  diserepan- 
eies — those  identified,  noneritieal  aireraft  problems  whose 
eorreetion  had  been  delayed  to  an  appropriate  time  in  the  fu¬ 
ture — to  a  minimum.  Our  maintenanee  sehedulers  worked  our 
phase  flow  at  a  healthy  220-hour  average,  and  our  time-ehange 
items  were  all  in  eomplianee,  with  nothing  deferred  or  eoming 
due  in  the  near  future. 

We  usually  looked  forward  to  a  trip  to  Aviano.  This  one  was  no 
different.  It  was  to  be  a  short  30  days  in  northern  Italy  support¬ 
ing  Bosnian  overflights.  Aviano  was  a  “full  up”  air  base  with 
nearly  all  the  eomforts  of  home.  Maintenanee  support  was  avail- 
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able,  to  include  supplies  and  equipment.  Aviano  also  had  a  base 
exchange,  commissary,  and  eating  establishments  on  and  off 
base.  As  tensions  began  to  heat  up  in  the  Balkans,  we  were  ex¬ 
tended  for  an  additional  30  days,  while  political  efforts  attempted 
to  resolve  the  crisis.  As  we  got  closer  to  the  March  deadline,  we 
were  extended  indefinitely.  We  immediately  added  a  couple  of  A- 
10s  to  our  forces  at  Aviano,  bringing  our  total  to  eight;  by  the 
time  air  operations  commenced  on  24  March,  we  were  up  to  15 
Hogs  on  station — aU  ready  for  the  fight. 

Aviano  AB  was  crowded  with  over  150  airframes  of  various 
types  on  station.  We  had  one  hardened  aircraft  shelter  that  held 
two  A- 10s — one  CANN  aircraft  and  usually  one  that  was  under¬ 
going  unscheduled  maintenance  due  to  an  in-flight  write-up.  The 
other  13  Hogs  were  parked  outside — up  to  three  per  hardstand. 
This  created  an  additional  workload  for  the  maintalners  by 
requiring  additional  tow  jobs  at  the  end  of  the  scheduled  fly¬ 
ing  period;  it  also  necessitated  some  creative  planning  during 
launches.  We  continued  to  generate  more  and  more  sorties,  as 
well  as  CSAR  alert  lines.  Due  to  our  24-hour  CSAR  commitment, 
we  did  not  enjoy  the  eight-  to  10-hour  down  period  to  maintain 
our  aircraft  that  many  of  the  other  units  had.  We  usually  flew  our 
tasked  sorties  during  the  day  and  then  assumed  nighttime  (air¬ 
borne  or  ground)  CSAR  alert.  Most  other  fl}4ng  units  had  either 
a  day  mission  or  a  night  mission.  Due  to  our  capabilities,  we  had 
both.  We  would  postflight  our  last  sorties  of  the  day  and  imme¬ 
diately  start  reconfiguring  jets  to  cover  the  night  CSAR  alert  task¬ 
ing.  This  dual  tasking  presented  many  challenges  and  resulted 
in  a  full  schedule — one  that  challenged  our  aircraft,  aircrew,  and 
maintenance  resources  every  day. 

This  pace  continued  for  the  next  couple  of  weeks  with  our 
pilots  flying  long  sorties — often  exceeding  seven  hours.  Aviano 
continued  to  receive  and  bed  down  additional  fighter  aircraft. 
By  7  April,  it  had  over  170  aircraft  on  station  and  was  looking 
for  a  place  to  park  more  F-16s.  To  help  reduce  our  sortie 
length  and  make  room  for  more  aircraft  at  Aviano,  the  81st 
looked  for  a  new  location  further  south  that  would  be  closer  to 
the  KEZ.  We  were  tasked  to  send  a  senior  maintainer  on  a  site 
survey  trip  to  several  southern  Italian  air  bases.  CMSgt  Ray 
Ide,  our  rep,  evaluated  three  bases  during  a  12-hour  trip  on 
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USAF  Photo  byTSgt  Blake  Borsic 

SrA  Nick  Kraska  working  on  a  jet 

6  April  1999.  When  he  eame  baek  he  said,  “Gioia  del  Colle  will 
work,  but  we  need  about  a  week  to  spin  it  up  to  minimum 
standards.”  There  were  no  munitions  on  base,  no  munitions- 
storage  or  buildup  area,  no  dedieated  faeilities  for  use  by 
maintenanee,  and  virtually  no  baek-shop  maintenanee  sup¬ 
port  in  plaee.  By  the  next  day,  rumors  were  rampant,  and 
most  folks  antieipated  reloeation  in  about  two  weeks. 

Shortly  after  I  arrived  at  work  on  Thursday,  8  April,  I  was 
tasked  to  visit  Gioia  del  Colle  for  a  more  in-depth  site  survey. 
I  was  aeeompanied  by  some  Sixteenth  Air  Foree  logisties  reps. 
We  arrived  at  our  destination  late  that  night  and  were  ready  to 
get  busy  the  next  morning.  We  had  all  day  Friday  to  look  at  the 
base.  From  a  maintenanee  perspeetive,  I  eould  tell  instantly 
that  we  had  our  work  eut  out  to  make  it  suitable.  We  would  be 
able  to  use  only  one  of  the  hardened  aireraft  shelters  for  the 
entire  maintenanee  paekage — ^whieh  had  now  grown  to  22  A- 
10s  (18  from  Spangdahlem  and  four  from  Pope).  This  inerease 
also  meant  that  additional  personnel  and  equipment  would  be 
required.  We  went  toe-to-toe  with  the  Italian  air  foree  and  were 
able  to  gain  a  seeond  shelter.  We  would  still  be  a  little  erowded, 
but  we  were  definitely  mueh  better  off  with  the  additional  shel¬ 
ter  and  would  be  able  to  set  up  our  baek-shop  support  in  one 
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shelter  and  run  the  flight-line  maintenanee-support  seetion 
and  mobility-readiness  spares  paekage  in  the  other. 

Eventually  we  would  add  a  small  garage-type  building  that 
would  house  our  nondestruetlve-inspeetion,  wheel-and-tire, 
and  repair -and-reelamation  seetions.  This  arrangement  would 
be  the  extent  of  our  shelter  faeilities  for  the  duration  of  OAF. 
Sinee  we  were  unable  to  get  any  more  hangar  spaee  to  work  our 
CANN  aireraft  or  to  eonduet  any  heavy  maintenanee,  we  would 
have  to  be  ereative  with  pallet  bags  and  tarps  to  eover  and  pro- 
teet  areas  of  the  CANN  aireraft  from  the  elements  and  debris. 

On  Friday,  9  April,  we  not  only  learned  that  we  would  rede¬ 
ploy  to  Gioia  del  Colle,  but  also  got  the  other  “good  news”  that 
we  would  do  it  on  Sunday — in  two  days.  Our  foeus  instantly 
ehanged  from  the  site-survey  mode  to  the  advaneed  eehelon 
(ADVON)  mode,  and  we  knew  we  were  way  behind  the  power 
eurve.  I  now  had  a  day  and  a  half  to  prepare  to  reeeive  18  A- 10s 
with  more  to  follow  shortly  as  the  74th  FS  Hogs  made  their  way 
aeross  the  Atlantie  from  Pope  to  Gioia.  To  further  eomplieate 
our  planning,  we  learned  that  we  would  have  to  vaeate  Aviano 
on  Saturday  by  1200  due  to  a  large  loeal  war  demonstration  ex- 
peeted  to  take  plaee  at  the  main  gate  that  afternoon.  Our  list  of 
“must  haves”  was  instantly  growing.  We  had  loeated  initial  work 
areas,  loeated  billeting  to  aeeommodate  400  personnel  as  we 
stood  up  an  expeditionary  operations  group,  and  worked  a  eon- 
traet  shuttle  bus  for  the  one-hour  trip  between  our  aeeommo- 
dations  and  the  base.  We  wrapped  up  what  we  eould  on  Friday 
and  Saturday  and  then  proeeeded  to  piek  up  our  ADVON  team 
of  aireraft  maintainers  on  Saturday  afternoon.  Sunday  was 
eoming  way  too  fast.  We  managed  to  sneak  in  a  pretty  deeent 
meal  at  the  hotel  before  hitting  the  saek  early  in  preparation  for 
the  big  day  that  lay  ahead  of  us. 

Sunday  the  llih  went  really  well.  We  reeovered  (parked  and 
performed  postilight  inspeetions)  all  15  A- 10s  from  Aviano  and 
three  more  from  Spangdahlem  as  seheduled.  We  were  now  wait¬ 
ing  on  the  transportation  system  to  eateh  up.  Our  reloeation  had 
not  been  without  problems.  Beeause  our  initial  request  for  airlift 
had  been  denied,  we  had  eontraeted  for  eommereial  trueks  to 
supplement  the  assets  the  US  Army  Transportation  Command 
had  in  Italy  to  move  our  equipment  from  Aviano  to  Gioia  del 
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CoUe.  We  had  nearly  one-half  of  our  equipment  on  the  road  by 
the  time  we  eonvineed  the  deeision  makers  that  this  approaeh 
would  not  get  our  sortie-generation  equipment  to  us  in  time  to 
meet  the  sehedule  for  six  CSAR  alert  lines  that  night,  and  our 
tasked  sorties  for  the  next  day.  We  were  finally  alloeated  some  C- 
130  airlift  and  were  able  to  get  a  limited  amount  of  key  equip¬ 
ment  to  Gioia,  but  it  remained  far  from  an  ideal  situation.  One  of 
the  redeplo3mient’s  most  frustrating  moments  was  the  exeite- 
ment  of  seeing  our  first  C-130  on  final,  antieipatlng  the  delivery 
of  our  mueh-needed  sortie-generation  equipment,  only  to  find 
that  some  of  our  materiel  had  been  delayed  to  make  room  for  a 
eombat  eamera  erew.  The  erew  was  there  to  eover  our  aetivily  at 
Gioia  del  Colle  as  we  began  to  regenerate  our  jets.  Cameramen 
were  absolutely  our  last  priority  sinee  they  weren’t  among  the 
things  we  needed  to  have  on  station  to  get  our  A- 10s  ready  to 
fight — ^but  I  figured  they  would  at  least  be  able  to  take  some  niee 
pietures  of  our  18  statie-display  aireraft  the  next  morning  if  the 
stuff  they  had  displaeed  didn’t  make  it. 

The  flow  of  equipment  and  tools  from  Aviano  eould  not  have 
been  worse.  We  had  gone  into  great  detail  in  planning  the  order 
we  needed  to  reeeive  the  equipment  at  Gioia  del  Colle,  but  sinee 
the  operational  methods  varied  among  the  numerous  trans¬ 
portation  eontraetors  we  used,  some  shipments  unexpeetedly 
took  longer  than  others  to  make  the  trip.  Some  trueks  had  two 
drivers  and  did  not  stop  en  route.  Others  had  only  one  driver 
who  took  two  or  more  days  to  make  the  trip  due  to  overnight 
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A-10s  and  crew  chiefs  at  Gioia  del  Colle  AB 
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stops  for  rest.  It  appeared  that  almost  everything  showed  up  in 
reverse  order.  The  one  movement  we  had  eontrol  over  was  the 
equipment  we  used  to  get  the  jets  out  of  Avlano.  After  the  Pan¬ 
ther  launeh,  we  loaded  that  equipment  onto  the  C-130s,  and  it 
made  it  to  Gioia  shortly  after  the  Hogs  arrived.  That  limited  C- 
130  airlift  support  probably  saved  our  efforts  and  allowed  us  to 
meet  Sixteenth  Air  Foree’s  aggressive  timeline. 

Keeping  traek  of  everyone  was  another  redeplo}mient  ehal- 
lenge.  We  did  not  have  a  personnel  aeeountability  (PERSCO) 
team  on  hand  to  traek  the  people  who  were  showing  up  from 
Aviano  and  Spangdahlem.  An  Air  Foree  PERSCO  team  would 
normally  eomplete  all  personnel  aetions  required  to  support  de¬ 
ployed  eommanders,  sueh  as  reeeption  proeessing,  easualty  re¬ 
porting,  sustainment  aetions,  redeployment  and  aeeountability 
of  Air  Foree  personnel,  and  management  of  myriad  other  per¬ 
sonnel-related  programs.  Without  their  help,  we  did  everything 
we  eould  to  eateh  everyone  on  their  way  in,  get  a  eopy  of  their 
orders,  and  reeord  some  basie  information  that  ineluded  their 
room  assignments. 

The  first  three  days  at  Gioia  del  Colle  were  absolutely  the  most 
diffieult.  Many  of  us  had  already  put  in  a  few  very  long  days  to 
get  the  jets  from  Aviano  to  Gioia.  Those  who  had  worked  a 
lengthy  shift  to  generate  and  launeh  the  jets  at  Aviano  jumped 
on  the  C-130  for  a  two-hour  flight  to  Gioia  and  then  went  right 
to  work  to  get  our  Hogs  ready  to  meet  the  Monday  frag.  We  did 
our  best  to  ensure  that  our  teehnieians  stuek  to  a  12 -hour 
sehedule,  but  that  didn’t  always  work  out.  It  was  easy  to  have 
people  working  over  24  hours  with  little  more  than  a  nap.  We  eut 
our  maintenanee  erews  baek  to  the  minimum  neeessary  to  pre¬ 
pare  the  alreraft  to  meet  our  CSAR  alert  for  Sunday  and  get  the 
first  eight  alreraft  ready  for  Monday.  We  prepped  six  front  lines 
and  two  spares  to  eover  Monday  and  put  everyone  else  on  shift, 
letting  them  get  some  mueh-needed  and  well-deserved  rest. 

Five  A- 10s  and  about  70  personnel  from  the  74th  FS  at  Pope 
were  headed  our  way.  They  had  been  holding  at  Spangdahlem 
until  our  redeployment  fate  was  deeided,  and  then  held  a  few  ad¬ 
ditional  days  to  let  us  settle  in.  With  all  that  was  going  on  with 
our  own  redeplo}mient,  inheriting  additional  alreraft  and  person¬ 
nel  added  to  my  list  of  things  to  do  and  worry  about.  Some 
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A1C  David  Hatch  from  the  23d  Fighter  Group,  Pope  AFB,  and  SrA  Jeff  Burns 
from  the  81st  FS,  Spangdahlem  AB,  troubleshoot  an  IFF  write-up 

unique  maintenance  issues  had  to  be  resolved  as  we  molded  air¬ 
craft  and  personnel  from  Pope  and  Spangdahlem  into  a  deployed 
unit  under  the  air  and  space  expeditionary  force  (AEF)  concept. 
We  did  what  we  had  to  do  by  the  book  and  applied  common 
sense  as  much  as  possible.  We  encouraged  team  integrity  by  let¬ 
ting  the  dedicated  crew  chiefs  work  their  own  jets,  and  we  took 
the  team  approach  to  the  rest  of  the  maintenance  workload. 
Once  we  got  through  the  initial  growing  pains,  things  seemed  to 
work  well.  Everyone  shared  the  goals  of  generating  safe  and  reli¬ 
able  aircraft  to  support  NATO’s  missions  and  of  bringing  all  of 
our  pilots  home  safely. 

We  faced  several  other  challenges  in  addition  to  a  hectic  rede- 
plo}mient  with  an  almost  impossible  timeline.  We  were  in  a  small 
town  in  southern  Italy  with  none  of  the  “conveniences”  of  home. 
We  arrived  on  a  weekend  and  were  pretty  much  unable  to  work 
any  support  issues  that  involved  the  locals,  such  as  portable  toi¬ 
lets,  bottled  water,  or  any  type  of  eating  facility  for  our  troops. 
The  RAF  and  the  Italian  air  force  were  gracious  enough  to  allow 
us  to  use  their  facilities  to  cover  our  needs  for  the  weekend,  and 
that  enabled  most  of  our  day  shifters  to  get  a  good  meal.  We  were 
able  to  scrounge  up  some  “meals  ready  to  eat”  (MRE)  for  our 
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Fully  integrated — 81st  and  74th  jets  on  the  Gioia  flight  line 


night  shifters,  and  a  few  of  the  other  troops  were  able  to  go  off 
base  before  their  shift  and  find  groeery  stores  or  restaurants  to 
meet  their  needs.  Positive  attitudes  and  a  strong  sense  of  mis¬ 
sion  were  the  keys  to  making  the  redeployment  work. 

We  were  not  able  to  provide  sueh  basie  needs  as  bathrooms, 
bottled  water,  and  meals  for  the  first  three  days — even  so,  I  heard 
absolutely  no  eomplaints.  For  the  most  part,  everyone  was  too 
busy  and  tired  to  worry  about  it,  and  I  think  just  knowing  the 
problem  was  being  worked  was  enough  for  the  majority.  Every¬ 
one’s  dedieation  was  ineredible.  We  had  to  order  some  people  to 
leave  work  beeause  we  knew  they  had  been  there  way  over  their 
12-hour  limit.  Attitude  was  everything.  I  eannot  say  enough 
about  the  effort  put  forth  by  the  maintainers — those  on  the  flight 
line  and  those  in  support  roles.  Our  liquid  oxygen  for  the  first 
day’s  fl}dng  was  eourtesy  of  an  innovative  liquid-fuels  speeialist. 
Our  equipment  to  fill  the  bottles  was  still  en  route.  The  speeial¬ 
ist  knew  that  Brindisi  AB  was  just  an  hour  or  so  down  the  road 
and  he  took  all  of  our  aireraft  bottles  and  brought  them  baek  full. 
Had  he  not  done  so,  our  first  flights  on  Monday  would  have  not 
made  it  off  the  ground.  It  was  this  sort  of  dedieation  and  ere- 
ativlty  that  kept  us  in  the  fight  until  our  eargo  eaught  up  with  us 
a  few  days  later. 
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Once  our  equipment  was  in  plaee,  we  began  to  settle  into  a 
routine.  Our  hotel  was  a  75-minute  drive  away.  Adding  two- 
and-a-half  hours  of  driving  to  a  12-hour  shift  wasn’t  the  route 
we  wanted  to  take.  Onee  we  resolved  some  initial  seheduling 
issues  and  adjusted  the  shuttle  sehedule,  the  bus  system 
worked  great.  It  was  definitely  the  way  to  go. 

A  typieal  day  at  Gioia  was  pretty  fast  paeed.  At  the  height  of 
the  air  eampaign,  we  were  launehing  16  aireraft  on  the  first  go 
and  usually  14  on  the  afternoon  go.  We  used  a  UHF/VHF- 
equipped  Humvee  as  the  produetion  superintendent’s  vehiele. 
This  enabled  us  to  talk  to  the  pilots  and  “ops  desk”  to  get  air¬ 
eraft  status  on  the  inbound  so  we  eould  begin  to  line  up  the 
afternoon  sorties  and  have  teehnieians  standing  by  to  begin  to 
work  the  inflight  write-ups.  We  definitely  had  a  full  plate  turn¬ 
ing  the  aireraft  from  the  first  go  to  the  seeond  go. 

Our  eonfiguration  was  typieally  four  Mk-82  low-drag  bombs, 
two  AGM-65  Maveriek  air-to-ground  missiles,  30  mm  eombat 
mix  ammunition,  14  2.75-ineh  roekets,  two  AlM-9  air-to-air  mis¬ 
siles,  ehaff/flare.  Pave  Penny  pod,  and  an  ALQ-131  eleetronie 
eountermeasures  (ECM)  pod.  Obviously,  our  erew  ehiefs. 
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Using  a  bike  to  get  around  the  flight  iine  at  Gioia 
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weapons  loaders,  and  system  speeiallsts  were  all  busy.  They 
worked  in-flight  write-ups,  eondueted  aireraft  postflight  inspee- 
tions,  loaded  munitions,  and  refueled — all  of  this  had  to  eome 
together  in  about  two  hours  and  30  minutes.  Our  produetion 
superintendents  orehestrated  the  aetivity  on  the  line,  and  the 
troops  hustled  eaeh  and  every  day  of  the  eampaign  to  make  it 
happen.  Both  the  day  and  night  erews  did  a  remarkable  job  of 
keeping  traek  of  the  frag,  neeessary  eonfigurations,  and  CSAR 
alert.  We  serambled  our  CSAR-alert  aireraft  on  the  nights  the 
F-1 17  and  F-16  were  shot  down,  and  again  on  several  other  oe- 
easions.  We  took  our  CSAR-alert  eommitment  very  seriously, 
knowing  that  lives  depended  on  it. 

We  also  had  to  wateh  eaeh  of  our  aireraft’s  phase-inspeetion 
timeline.  Eaeh  A- 10  must  undergo  a  phase  inspeetion  after  100 
hours  of  flying  time  to  diseover  and  repair  problems  that  might 
have  been  missed  during  normal  preflight  and  postflight  inspee- 
tions.  We  flew  about  75  total  hours  and  aeeomplished  one 
100-hour  phase  inspeetion  at  Spangdahlem  eaeh  day  at  the  be¬ 
ginning  of  the  eonfliet.  As  the  demand  for  airborne  CSAR  alert, 
AFAC,  and  A- 10  strike  missions  grew,  we  were  soon  flying  over 
100  hours  eaeh  day.  We  knew  this  would  quiekly  beeome  a  prob¬ 
lem  beeause  we  were  “earning  baek”  only  100  hours  per  day  with 
our  eurrent  flow  of  one  aireraft  through  phase.  We  quiekly  ele¬ 
vated  the  options:  we  needed  to  eut  baek  down  to  below  100 
hours  a  day,  perform  eontingeney  phase  inspeetions,  or  bring  in 
enough  personnel  and  equipment  from  the  eombat  air  forees 
(CAF)  to  stand  up  a  seeond  A- 10  phase  doek  at  Spangdahlem. 
We  ehose  the  third  option.  Those  who  stayed  behind  at  Spang¬ 
dahlem  to  perform  A- 10  phase  inspeetions  were  just  as  valuable 
to  the  effort  as  those  of  us  who  deployed.  Without  the  hard  work 
and  long  duty  hours  performing  these  vital  inspeetions  on  our  A- 
10s,  we  would  not  have  been  able  to  keep  up  with  our  NATO 
taskings.  Again,  it  was  truly  a  total  team  effort,  both  at  home  sta¬ 
tion  and  Gioia  del  Colle. 

Daily  sustainability  issues  were  initially  ehallenging.  We  had 
no  Air  Foree  infrastrueture  to  support  us.  Our  spares  paekages 
were  sparse,  and  any  parts  eoming  into  eountry  via  premium 
transportation  (Federal  Express  and  DHL  Worldwide  Express) 
were  subjeet  to  Italian  eustoms  inspeetors.  This  worked  well 
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Monday  through  Friday,  but  we  had  no  customs  support  over 
the  weekend  or  on  Italian  holidays.  This  became  frustrating 
when  a  part  hit  the  airport  on  a  Friday  afternoon  and  we  knew 
we  wouldn’t  see  it  before  Monday  afternoon  when  the  delivery 
would  be  made.  This  was  the  single  biggest  issue  that  we  were 
not  able  to  resolve  during  the  conflict.  We  learned  to  live  with  it 
but  didn’t  like  it  because  it  was  often  the  one  part  we  needed  to 
return  a  jet  to  mission-capable  status.  We  did  get  the  luxury  of  a 
twice-weekly  rotator  flight  back  to  Ramstein  for  ECM  pod  and 
precision  measuring  equipment  laboratory  (PMEL)  support.  We 
also  used  this  flight  to  get  parts  and  other  needed  items  from 
home  station,  especially  those  short-notice  items. 

Looking  back,  I  can  honestly  say  that  the  only  reason  we  were 
able  to  maintain  our  hectic  pace  was  the  dedicated  team  effort  by 
all  involved.  Although  it  was  a  “pilot’s  war,”  I  was  proud  to  wit¬ 
ness  the  support  of  the  Air  Force  ground  team — flight-line  back- 
shop,  munitions  maintenance,  supply,  transportation,  person¬ 
nel,  administrative,  finance,  contracting,  and  the  list  goes  on. 
They  were  aU  there  to  provide  support — and  they  did  it  well. 
Their  behind-the-scenes  efforts  were  key  ingredients  in  the  suc¬ 
cess  of  the  A- 10s  supporting  KEZ  operations  from  Gioia. 

Getting  There  from  Here 

Capt  Kevin  “Boo”  Bullard 

My  memory  of  how  the  74th  FS  got  involved  in  OAF  is  a  little 
hazy,  but  I  think  it  all  started  with  a  planned  deployment  for  the 
81st  FS  to  Kuwait.  The  boys  from  Spangdahlem  were  supposed 
to  go  down  to  A1  Jaber  AB,  Kuwait,  for  a  standard  desert  rotation 
to  participate  in  Operation  Southern  Watch,  also  known  as  OSW. 
They  were  scheduled  to  arrive  in  Kuwait  around  late  March  or 
early  April  1999,  but  there  was  a  glitch  in  the  plan. 

By  early  March  1999,  the  81st  FS  had  been  tasked  to  be  on 
call  for  the  situation  that  was  brewing  between  the  Federal  Re¬ 
public  of  Yugoslavia  (FRY)  and  NATO  over  the  disputed  region  of 
Kosovo.  There  was  no  way  the  squadron  could  be  on  call  and  still 
meet  its  OSW  tasking,  so  reinforcements  had  to  be  brought  in. 
This  is  the  point  in  time  when  the  74th  got  involved. 
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I  guess  I’ve  heard  about  a  million  reasons  why  the  74th  FS 
was  ehosen  to  partieipate  in  helping  the  Spang  guys  with  their 
predieament,  but  I  think  it  all  had  to  do  with  geographieal  lo- 
eation  and  timing.  Geographieally,  the  A- 10s  at  Pope  were  the 
elosest  to  Germany,  and  it  just  made  sense  to  me  that  we 
should  be  going.  The  75th  FS,  our  sister  squadron  at  Pope, 
had  just  partieipated  in  an  operational  readiness  inspeetion 
(ORI)  for  our  wing  at  Moody  AFB  and  had  been  on  a  pretty  ag¬ 
gressive  deployment  sehedule  prior  to  the  ORI.  I  don’t  think 
our  loeal  leadership  at  Pope  was  willing  to  send  the  75th  guys 
after  all  their  reeent  time  on  the  road.  That  left  us,  the  74th 
Flying  Tigers,  to  foot  the  bill. 

The  plan,  at  least  the  way  it  was  briefed  to  us,  was  for  the 
74th  FS  to  fly  six  or  eight  jets  over  to  Germany  to  be  the  “on 
eall”  guys  for  NATO.  At  this  time,  NATO  was  fairly  sure  that 
Milosevie  would  eapitulate  and  eomply  with  all  its  demands, 
just  like  he  had  done  in  the  past  when  threatened  with  mili¬ 
tary  intervention.  After  we  arrived  in  Germany,  the  81st  would 
then  move  out  to  the  desert  for  a  vaeation  in  exotie  Southwest 
Asia.  The  81st  eould  meet  its  OSW  obligation  and  we  eould 
provide  immediate  help  for  NATO  if  needed.  This  sounded  like 
a  logieal  solution.  The  hard  part  would  be  to  deeide  who  would 
stay  home  and  who  would  go  to  Germany. 

The  “list,”  as  it  was  affeetionately  ealled,  eontained  all  the 
names  of  the  individuals  ehosen  to  partieipate  in  this  pop-up 
deployment.  It  was  not  surprising  that  every  pilot  in  our 
squadron  wanted  to  go.  We  all  had  visions  of  flying  at  low  alti¬ 
tude  over  the  entire  European  eontinent  without  any  eoneerns 
exeept  where  we  would  be  eating  that  night.  I  was  told  very 
early  in  the  proeess  that  I  was  on  the  list,  and  I  knew  it  would 
be  a  tough  thing  to  relay  to  my  wife.  I  imagined  what  her  re¬ 
sponse  would  be.  I  eould  already  hear  her  saying,  “You’re 
going  where?  For  how  long?  Why?”  I  know  the  list  ehanged 
several  times,  but  my  name  remained.  I  waited  until  I  knew  for 
sure  that  I  was  going  to  Germany  before  I  broke  the  news  to 
my  wife.  During  that  time,  things  in  Kosovo  had  taken  a  bad 
turn.  The  Serbs  were  not  going  to  eomply  with  NATO’s  de¬ 
mands,  and  now  there  would  be  an  armed  response. 
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Obviously,  the  Spang  Hogs  were  not  going  to  Kuwait  with  the 
eurrent  situation  in  eastern  Europe,  and  their  immediate  prior¬ 
ity  was  to  support  anything  NATO  needed.  Well,  the  bombs 
started  dropping  on  24  Mareh,  and  OAF  started  to  take  shape. 
We,  the  74th  FS,  were  now  told  that  we  would  fly  four  jets  over 
to  Spangdahlem  to  be  a  “rear  eehelon”  foree.  Our  primary  pur¬ 
pose  would  be  to  fly  with  the  few  pilots  of  the  81st  who  were  not 
mission  ready  (MR)  and  upgrade  them  to  eombat  status.  This 
was  not  the  most  noble  of  missions  when  there  was  a  war  to  be 
fought,  but  that  is  what  we  were  ordered  to  do.  Certainly  they 
(whoever  “they”  may  have  been)  would  not  let  a  group  of  fully 
trained,  eombat- ready  Hog  drivers  sit  around  an  empty 
squadron  staring  at  eaeh  other  aeross  a  mission-planning  table, 
wondering  what  training  profile  they  would  fly  the  next  day. 

On  Sunday,  1 1  April,  the  74th  pilots  on  the  list  were  eon- 
taeted  and  told  to  be  ready  to  deploy  to  Germany  within  48 
hours.  Our  tasking  was  still  a  bit  nebulous.  We  were  now 
being  told  there  was  a  distinet  possibility  we  would  be  joining 
the  Spang  boys  in  Italy  to  take  part  in  OAF.  It  was  at  this  point 
I  felt  obligated  to  let  my  wife  in  on  the  news,  and  I  searehed  for 
the  right  words  to  tell  her. 

My  wife  is  always  one  to  worry,  so  I  kept  the  whole  deplo}mient 
possibility  a  seeret  until  it  beeame  eertain  I  was  going.  Looking 
baek  on  it  all,  I  wonder  if  I  should  have  kept  her  informed  as  I 
reeeived  details  of  the  trip  to  Europe.  However,  there  was  no 
sense  getting  her  upset  at  the  mere  ehanee  of  going  on  this  thing, 
and  I  would  do  it  the  same  way  if  I  had  to  do  it  again. 

Of  eourse  my  wife  eried  when  I  told  her  I  was  going,  but  she 
knew  that  this  was  exaetly  why  I  was  in  this  business.  We  had  a 
long  night  diseussing  aU  the  potential  seenarios,  but  she  kept 
eoming  baek  to  a  promise  she  wanted  me  to  make — to  assure  her 
I  would  eome  baek  alive  without  any  differenees  in  my  personal¬ 
ity  or  demeanor.  BasieaUy,  she  wanted  what  any  normal  woman 
would  want  from  a  husband  going  into  eombat. 

On  the  morning  of  12  April,  all  the  guys  who  were  going  to 
Germany  got  together  in  our  squadron  briefing  room  and  dis- 
eussed  the  upeoming  events.  An  air  of  eontrolled  exeitement 
ran  through  the  entire  buneh.  No  one  really  knew  what  was 
about  to  take  plaee,  but  we  were  eertain  we  were  headed  for  a 
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big  adventure.  Our  group  eommander  eventually  eame  down 
to  the  squadron  and  filled  us  in  on  what  he  thought  our  role 
would  be  in  OAF. 

The  information  that  our  eommander  gave  us  eould  not  have 
been  more  wrong.  He  told  us  that  we  would  be  the  74th  EFS,  fly¬ 
ing  only  with  our  own  squadron  mates  and  in  our  own  jets.  He 
also  told  us  we  would  be  fragged  on  the  ATO  as  the  74th  EFS  (not 
the  81st  EFS)  and  warned  us  about  being  pushed  around  by  our 
new  eombat  leadership  onee  we  got  in- theater.  He  was  very  keen 
on  maintaining  our  identity  as  a  separate  eombat  unit,  eomplete 
with  our  own  maintenanee  and  set  of  taskings.  This  was  indeed 
a  pipe  dream,  but  we  didn’t  realize  it  at  the  time.  We  all  nodded 
and  blindly  aeeepted  his  briefing  as  gospel. 

On  Tuesday,  13  April,  the  day  had  eome  for  us  to  depart.  I 
spent  all  day  paeking  and  avoided  direet  eontaet  with  my  wife.  I 
figured  if  I  kept  busy,  I  eould  keep  my  mind  off  the  moment  when 
I  would  have  to  say  good-bye.  It  was  very  tense  in  my  house.  I 
had  my  game  faee  on,  my  wife  was  on  the  verge  of  tears,  and  my 
two  young  daughters  still  weren’t  sure  what  was  going  on. 
Around  2000  hours,  my  wife  and  kids  drove  me  to  our  squadron, 
and  the  good-bye  was  eertainly  something  I  will  never  forget.  The 
thought  of  never  seeing  my  family  again  did  eross  my  mind,  but 
I  quiekly  reassured  myself  it  would  never  happen  to  me.  I  figured 
being  a  prisoner  of  war  (POW)  was  the  worst  thing  that  eould 
possibly  happen,  and  that  would  be  a  long  shot. 

I  finally  made  it  to  Gioia  del  Colle  on  20  April,  having 
stopped  at  the  Azores  and  Spangdahlem  en  route.  The  flight 
down  from  Germany  to  Italy  was  truly  speetaeular  with  beau¬ 
tiful  views  of  the  Swiss  Alps  and  the  Italian  eoastline.  It  was 
hard  to  believe  that  just  aeross  the  Adriatie  a  war  was  being 
fought  and  people  were  being  killed.  It  was  even  harder  to  be¬ 
lieve  that  I  would  be  in  the  thiek  of  it  all  in  less  than  48 
hours — but  that’s  another  story. 

Showing  Our  Support 

Mqj  Dawn  M.  Brotherton 

I  experieneed  OAF  from  a  different  viewpoint  than  that  of 
the  pilots — a  support  perspeetive.  Support  personnel,  for  ex- 
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ample,  range  from  the  maintainer  who  fixes  the  jet,  to  the 
sendees  person  who  finds  plaees  for  people  to  eat  and  sleep, 
and  to  the  eommunieations  personnel  who  ensure  that  pilots 
ean  talk  to  the  ground  or  to  a  home  unit. 

When  I  stepped  off  the  airplane,  I  was  handed  three  hats.  As 
the  ehief  of  personnel  for  the  eontingeney  operations  team,  it 
was  my  job  to  ensure  aeeountability  for  all  people  deployed,  to 
get  more  bodies  when  we  needed  them,  and  to  assist  folks  with 
those  parts  of  their  professional  military  lives  that  extended  be¬ 
yond  fighting  the  war — testing  for  rank,  medals  proeessing,  per- 
formanee  reports,  and  so  forth.  As  the  exeeutive  offieer,  my  job 
was  to  keep  things  organized  and  tied  together  so  the  group 
eommander  eould  eoneentrate  on  the  big  stuff — bombs  on  tar¬ 
get  and  winning  a  war.  As  the  protoeol  offieer,  I  had  to  ensure 
that  everything  was  ready  for  any  high-ranking  visitors  who 
would  pass  through  Gioia. 

When  I  arrived  at  Gioia,  about  a  week  after  the  airplanes 
landed,  I  was  amazed  at  the  ingenuity  of  the  people  already  in 
plaee.  The  Italians  gave  us  two  floors  of  an  old  dorm  to  use  as 
offiee  spaee.  It  was  still  full  of  beds,  dressers,  and  nightstands. 
The  members  of  the  40th  EGG  had  staeked  the  mattresses  in 
two  rooms  at  the  end  of  the  hall,  turned  the  bed  frames  on 
their  sides,  removed  the  eloset  doors  from  their  hinges,  and 
laid  them  aeross  bed  frames  to  form  “desks.”  In  some  eases 
the  beds  were  left  in  one  pieee  behind  the  desk  to  aet  as 
“ehairs.”  Nightstands  were  staeked  two  high  and  in  rows  to 
form  a  eounter  for  the  operations  desk. 

We  all  quiekly  adapted  to  our  new  offiee  spaee,  and  the  mis¬ 
sion  was  unaffeeted.  It  was  aetually  niee  having  everyone  to¬ 
gether  in  one  loeation.  At  a  home  base,  the  support  guys  are 
rarely  around  when  a  jet  lands,  so  they  feel  slightly  removed 
from  the  mission.  Not  at  Gioia!  The  pilots  had  to  walk  down 
the  “support”  hallway  to  drop  off  their  flying  gear,  and  the 
transportation,  personnel,  and  eivil  engineering  troops  would 
eome  out  into  the  hallway  to  ask  how  the  flight  went.  Most  of 
the  time  the  pilots  were  more  than  willing  to  take  the  time  to 
swap  stories  and  play  hero  with  the  younger  troops.  It  really 
built  up  eamaraderie  between  the  offieers  and  enlisted  folks. 
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Support  personnel  had  to  aeeomplish  many  tasks  while  the  pi¬ 
lots  flew  their  missions.  Being  in  eharge  of  the  eomings  and  go¬ 
ings  of  more  than  900  folks  was  no  easy  feat,  but  the  Air  Foree 
has  a  deployable  eomputer  system  designed  for  just  sueh  a  task. 
Of  eourse,  in  the  100-plus  days  we  were  there,  we  never  reeeived 
all  the  parts  required  to  make  the  system  operational.  We  didn’t 
have  to  resort  totally  to  stubby-peneil  traeking,  but  I  did  have  to 
design  a  database  to  meet  our  needs.  Support  folks  fixed  thou¬ 
sands  of  sueh  problems  as  this  with  equal  ingenuily. 

When  I  wasn’t  trying  to  traek  our  people,  I  was  getting  ready 
to  host  our  many  visitors.  One  might  think  Gioia  del  Colle  was 
too  small  for  most  people  to  find,  but  we  had  our  share  of  “very 
important  people.”  Seeretary  of  the  Air  Foree  F.  Whitten  Peters 
and  Lt  Gen  Miehael  Short,  joint  forees  air  eomponent  eom- 
mander,  were  two  of  the  highest  ranking  US  people  to  visit.  Our 
visitors  were  not  limited  to  Amerieans.  The  British  were  on  the 
bottom  floor  of  our  dorm/offiee  building,  an  arrangement  that 
prompted  Prinee  Andrew  to  pay  us  a  visit  as  well  during  his  tour 
of  RAF  operations.  He  appreeiated  the  ehanee  to  see  an  A- 10  up 
elose  and  to  talk  to  some  of  our  members.  Roek  star  Joan  Jett 
also  made  a  support  appearanee  at  Gioia,  puting  on  a  wonder¬ 
ful  eoneert  for  the  troops. 


USAF  Photo 


Capt  Dawn  Brotherton  greets  Prince  Andrew 
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As  an  executive  officer,  I  tried  to  deal  with  the  minuscule 
things  that  go  unnoticed  to  the  untrained  eye,  such  as  storing 
mattresses,  allocating  office  space,  and  playing  peacemaker 
between  operations  and  support  personnel  when  they  didn’t 
understand  each  other.  I  also  dealt  with  all  the  administrative 
paperwork  that  goes  hand  in  hand  with  any  organization. 

There  were  big  problems  to  deal  with  and  not-so-big  problems. 
One  of  the  funny  inconveniences  of  our  deployment  was  the  lack 
of  a  place  to  wash  our  clothes.  The  Italians  didn’t  have  American- 
slyle  laundromats,  and  the  hotels  charged  ridiculous  fees  to 
wash  even  a  shirt.  The  extra  money  the  Air  Force  was  paying  us 
to  cover  expenses  like  this  wasn’t  going  to  hack  it.  People  came 
up  with  some  humorous  solutions  to  the  laundry  problem.  I 
heard  of  some  pilots  taking  showers  while  wearing  their  flight 
suits  so  they  could  wash  them  at  the  same  time.  Others  discov¬ 
ered  the  additional  floor -mounted  sink  in  their  bathroom  (known 
to  most  European  travelers  as  a  bidet)  and  used  that  to  wash 
their  clothes.  Now  is  that  creativity,  desperation,  or  just  cheap¬ 
ness?  A  few  people  mailed  packages  of  dirty  laundry  to  their 
wives,  who  usually  returned  clean  clothes.  I  wouldn’t  want  to  be 
on  the  receiving  end  of  those  packages!  I  am  sad  to  say  this  lit¬ 
tle  problem  was  never  really  solved. 

There  was  definitely  an  upside  to  being  deployed  with  this 
group  of  professionals.  Walking  around  the  area  and  talking  to 
the  airmen  about  their  different  jobs  was  enlightening.  I’ll  never 
forget  the  looks  on  the  faces  of  the  maintainers  when  their  jet 
came  back  clean.  The  pride  was  evident:  they  bragged  to  one  an¬ 
other,  just  as  if  they  had  dropped  the  bombs  themselves.  They 
were  also  concerned  if  a  jet  was  late  returning  or  if  they  could  see 
the  bombs  still  hanging  as  the  A- 10  came  in  to  land. 

After  we  had  been  in  place  a  few  months,  things  slowed  down 
just  enough  to  give  the  senior  leadership  a  chance  to  hold  a  few 
meetings.  Lt  Col  Chris  Haave  was  the  81st  commander,  referred 
to  as  Kimos  in  most  of  this  book — ^but  support  officers  typically 
didn’t  call  pilots  by  their  call  signs.  Colonel  Haave  briefed  the 
troops  on  how  we  were  doing  against  the  Serbs  and  what  impact 
the  A- 10s  were  making.  He  showed  gun-camera  videos  that  de¬ 
picted  bombs  being  dropped  on  targets,  and  he  described  a  typ¬ 
ical  mission.  Folks  were  on  the  edge  of  their  seats.  For  the  most 
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part,  these  airmen  had  never  been  elose  to  eombat,  and  the  brief¬ 
ing  made  it  all  the  more  real.  Having  a  lieutenant  eolonel  thank 
a  group  of  enlisted  and  support  offieers,  while  explaining  how 
they  were  really  eontributing  to  the  war  effort,  made  us  feel 
needed  and  appreeiated.  It  sure  made  eoming  to  work  for 
12-plus  hours  a  day  more  worthwhile. 


Notes 

1.  President  William  J.  Clinton,  “2000  State  of  the  Union  Address,”  27 
January  2000,  on-line,  Internet,  14  August  2001,  available  from  http:// 
www.washlngtonpost.com/wp-srv/polltlcs/speclal/states/docs/souOO. 
htm#forelgnpollcy. 
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Introduction 

Lt  Col  Chris  “Kimos”  Hoove 

The  Serbs  who  were  oeeupying  and  eleansing  Kosovo  of  its 
ethnie  Albanian  population  were  eunning,  adaptive,  flexible, 
and  intelligent  adversaries.  We  felt  no  partieular  animosity  for 
the  Serbian  people  or  the  unfortunate  young  soldiers  who 
were  perhaps  pressed  into  serving  in  Kosovo.  We  did  feel  a  sin¬ 
gular  animosity  towards  those  we  witnessed  burning  and 
shelling  villages,  and  for  those  who  tried  to  shoot  us  down. 

The  Serb  forees’  aetions  and  reaetions  to  KEZ  operations 
ean  be  likened  to  a  boxer  with  a  rope-a-dope  strategy:  unable 
to  defeat  NATO  with  brute  strength,  they  used  delaying  taeties 
to  parry  the  allied  knoekout  blow  on  fielded  forees  while  eon- 
tinuing  to  land  punehes  in  their  ethnie-eleansing  efforts.  An¬ 
other  useful  analogy  is  that  of  a  eat-and-mouse  game.  The 
AFAC  “eats”  took  off  daily  trying  to  antieipate  the  moves  of  the 
Serb  “miee.”  The  Serbs  adapted  their  taeties  daily  to  improve 
their  ehanees  of  shooting  down  an  allied  aireraft  and  their  own 
probability  of  survival,  while  eonttnuing  the  ethnie  eleansing. 

Although  it  might  seem  that  as  AFACs  we  had  all  the  best 
eards,  we  knew  the  Serbs  held  a  trump  eard — but  a  eard  they 
eould  not  play  unless  we  first  provided  the  opportunity.  If  we 
made  a  serious  taetieal  error,  we  eould  give  them  a  huge 
strategie  or  politieal  advantage  that  might  weaken  some  allies’ 
resolve.  This  eould  happen  in  several  ways.  By  taking  unnee- 
essary  risks  (even  within  the  ROEs),  we  eould  provide  the 
Serbs  an  A- 10  and  a  POW  to  parade  in  front  of  the  media.  By 
failing  to  find  and  engage  Serb  forees,  we  eould  prolong  the  eon- 
fliet  beyond  the  patienee  of  NATO  politieal  authorities.  Finally, 
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if  we  rushed  or  beeame  frustrated,  we  eould  inadvertently  kill 
eivilian  refugees  and  destroy  the  homes  and  villages  of  non- 
eombatants.  Any  or  all  of  these  situations  eould  unravel  the 
popular  support  the  eampaign  enjoyed. 

This  ehapter  examines  some  of  the  aetions  Serb  forees  took 
to  eounter  allied  operations  in  the  KEZ.  Those  aetions  in- 
eluded  Serb  attempts  to  shoot  down  NATO  aireraft,  eamou- 
flage  and  eoneeal  forees,  and  entiee  us  to  make  mistakes  by 
misleading  our  intelligenee  and  interfering  with  our  opera¬ 
tions — mistakes  that  eould  weaken  politieal  and  publie  sup¬ 
port  for  our  air  eampaign. 

Attempts  to  Shoot  Down  NATO  Aircraft 

It  took  a  while  for  the  Serb  ground-based  air  defenses  to  reaet 
to  being  attaeked.  They  didn’t  shoot  at  us  until  our  seeond  day 
of  KEZ  operations.  The  Serb  air -defense  weapons  employed  in 
Kosovo  eonsisted  of  the  full  range  of  low-  to  medium-altitude 
radar-  and  IR-guided  SAMs  and  20  mm  to  57  mm  AAA.  Our 
SEAD  aireraft  and  erews  (F-16CJ,  EA-6B,  and  Tornado  ECR) 
earned  healthy  respeet  from  the  Serbs  only  a  eouple  of  weeks 
into  the  eampaign.  Although  the  Serbs  had  very  lethal  mobile 
SAM  systems  roaming  around  Kosovo,  we  rarely  deteeted  a  radar 
loek-on  or  radar-guided-missile  launeh.  SEAD  forees  (as  well  as 
the  air-to-air  fighters)  orbiting  in  the  KEZ  everyday  made  it  pos¬ 
sible  for  us  to  attaek  with  impunity.  Even  though  they  rarely  had 
either  the  need  or  opportunily  to  employ  ordnanee,  they  fulfilled 
their  mission,  and  we  never  erossed  the  border  without  them. 

On  average,  Serb  antiaireraft  missiles  and  AAA  engaged 
eaeh  40th  EOG  pilot  about  six  times — several  pilots  were  shot 
at  mueh  more  often.  Although  some  missions  were  very  quiet, 
on  others  we  spent  mueh  of  our  time  reaeting  to  and  destroy¬ 
ing  surfaee-to-air  threats  rather  than  searehing  for  hidden 
armor.  Of  eourse,  targets  designated  with  a  CAOC-assigned 
priority  were  always  attaeked  first.  One  A- 10  AFAC  point  of 
pride  was  that,  even  though  we  often  took  aimed  fire  in  day¬ 
light,  none  of  the  hundreds  of  strikers  whose  attaeks  we  eon- 
trolled  were  ever  hit,  and  praetieally  none  were  shot  at.  It  was 
our  job  to  ensure  that  ineoming  strikers  had  the  safest 
ingress,  attaek,  and  egress  routes. 
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The  Serbs  quiekly  learned  that  opening  fire  on  Hogs  with 
AAA  or  SAMs  made  them  both  obvious  and  high-priority  tar¬ 
gets.  Serb  air  defenses  attempted  to  plan  their  missile  and 
AAA  shots  to  maximize  the  ehanees  of  hitting  an  A- 10  while 
minimizing  their  own  risks.  The  “SAM  bush”  was  one  sueh 
taetie.  The  Serbs  would  first  fire  AAA  to  make  the  A- 10  jink. 
When  they  thought  they  had  the  pilot’s  attention  foeused,  they 
launehed  one  or  more  SAMs  in  the  hopes  of  seoring  a  hit.  The 
SAM-bush  had  zero  sueeess,  and  often  the  A- 10s  made  the 
Serbs  regret  they  tried  it. 

Camouflage  and  Concealment  of  Forces 

After  the  first  week  of  KEZ  strikes,  the  Serbs  rarely  drove 
military  vehieles  in  the  open  during  the  day.  They  beeame 
masters  of  hiding  during  the  day  and  making  full  use  of  night 
or  bad  weather.  They  also  built  and  deployed  ingeniously  sim¬ 
ple  deeoys  to  impersonate  mortars,  artillery,  trueks,  APCs, 
and  tanks.  After  noting  that  the  APCs  they  parked  in  revet¬ 
ments  would  often  be  blown  up  when  diseovered  by  A- 10s, 
they  sometimes  put  a  deeoy  in  the  revetment  and  then  eam- 
ouflaged  the  real  vehiele  outside.  They  also  parked  vehieles  in 
agrieultural  fields  and  painted  them  the  same  eolor  as  the 
growing  erops.  They  built  tunnels,  some  real  and  some  not. 

Nevertheless,  they  made  mistakes  and  were  sometimes  eaught 
with  their  troops  and  vehieles  in  the  open — usually  when  bad 
weather  eleared  up  rapidly,  as  doeumented  in  a  eouple  of  the 
stories  in  this  book.  On  one  oeeasion,  as  36  hours  of  heavy  rain 
ended,  I  spied  something  very  unusual  through  a  small  hole  in 
the  elouds.  I  soon  understood  the  seene  below  me — a  series  of 
dark,  metallie  shapes  and  several  bright-white  tents  of  varying 
sizes  in  an  area  that  ineluded  an  asphalt  road  500  meters  long, 
bordered  on  either  side  by  10  to  20  meters  of  elearing  and  en- 
elosed  by  woods.  Using  my  binoeulars  I  pieked  out  mortars  and 
artillery  pieees  in  neat  rows  of  revetments.  Small,  taut  white 
tents  eovered  the  three  revetments  on  one  side  of  the  road,  and 
the  three  on  the  other  side  were  in  the  open.  A  eouple  of  APCs 
were  visible,  one  of  whieh  was  under  a  large,  white  tent.  Other 
sueh  tents  were  pitehed  in  the  trees.  Taking  extra  time  to  rule 
out  eollateral  damage,  I  made  sure  there  were  no  eivilian  vehieles 
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and  no  vehicles  painted  any  other  color  than  camouflage  green. 
Why  would  a  professional  army  use  bright-white  tents  to  cover 
camouflaged  vehicles?  The  strange  scene  suddenly  made  sense. 
Evidently  I  had  found  them  just  as  they  were  breaking  camp 
after  the  deluge.  This  was  one  of  the  few  times  I  saw  a  large  group 
of  military  vehicles  unaccompanied  by  civilian  vehicles.  They  had 
apparently  used  the  white  tents  not  only  to  protect  their  equip¬ 
ment  from  the  rain  but  also  to  pass  themselves  off  as  civilians  to 
avoid  attacks  from  anyone  who  might  discover  them. 

It  Is  easier  to  visually  camouflage  a  professional  army  than 
It  Is  to  disguise  Its  disciplined  routines  and  habits.  When  mov¬ 
ing,  professional  armies  tend  to  drive  their  convoys  at  a  con¬ 
stant  speed  with  military  spacing;  when  encamping,  they  tend 
to  pitch  their  tents  In  neat,  military  rows.  Today,  that  latter 
habit  betrayed  their  attempt  at  disguise. 

The  hole  In  the  clouds  was  closing  and  I  reckoned  that  my 
alrburst  Mk-82s  would  be  the  most  useful  weapons  to  employ. 
Luck  was  with  me  as  I  rippled  two  bombs  on  an  Imperfect  dive 
angle,  on  an  axis  that  overlaid  the  most  targets,  hitting  an  APC 
In  the  open  and  another  covered  by  a  tent. 

All  pilots  encountered  similar  situations  when,  with  a  little 
perseverance,  they  were  able  to  figure  out  what  was  real  and 
what  wasn’t  In  the  pictures  they  could  see.  Of  course,  that 
savvy  Improved  with  experience  and  after  destroying  a  number 
of  decoys.  I  certainly  blew  up  my  share  of  fake  tanks. 

Forcing  NATO  Mistakes 

The  Serb-escorted  Kosovar  refugee  convoys  comprised  a  mix 
of  civilian  and  military  vehicles  and  were  a  familiar  sight  from 
the  very  first  day  the  weather  allowed  us  to  operate  In  Kosovo. 
As  time  went  on,  we  were  convinced  that  the  Serb  army  and 
Interior  Ministry  police  moved  about  In  the  large,  white  buses 
we  saw  everywhere.  What  Kosovar  Albanian  civilian  would 
charter  a  bus  to  speed  north  on  the  highway  towards  Serbia? 
However,  we  never  attacked  the  white  buses  because  we 
couldn’t  be  sure  there  weren’t  civilians  In  them. 

Serb  forces  used  many  other  unethical  tactics  to  try  to  fool 
us  and  cause  us  to  bomb  noncombatant  civilians  and  villages. 
They  parked  armored  vehicles  next  to  churches  and  other  lo- 
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Serb  SA-9  decoy 

cations,  many  of  which  are  too  sensitive  to  mention  here.  Suf- 
fiee  it  to  say  that  the  rigorous  AFAC  diseipline  in  the  KEZ  pre¬ 
eluded  the  Serbs  from  gaining  mueh  advantage  from  their  ef¬ 
forts  to  triek  us  into  bombing  innoeent  eivilians  and  other 
inappropriate  targets. 


Hit  by  a  SAM 

Mqj  Phil  “Goldie”  Haun 

As  the  81st  FS  weapons  offieer  during  OAF,  I  was  involved 
in  most  operational  aspeets  of  our  squadron’s  aetivities.  We 
performed  the  Sandy  CSAR  role,  one  of  our  three  OAF  mis¬ 
sions,  whieh  most  notably  ineluded  the  reseue  of  an  F-117 
pilot  near  Belgrade  on  27  Mareh  1999  and  an  F-16  pilot  on 
2  May  1999.  I  had  the  exhilarating  privilege  of  being  the  on- 
seene  Sandy  flight  lead  during  the  piekup  of  the  F-117  pilot. 
We  were  also  the  primary  daytime  AFACs  and  strikers  over 
Kosovo,  and  I  flew  25  of  those  missions  from  30  Mareh  to  7  June 
1999 — 19  of  them  as  an  AFAC  mission  eommander. 

The  variety  of  strikers  I  worked  during  these  missions  was 
truly  impressive.  I  eontrolled  Air  Foree  A- 10s,  F-15Es,  and 


109 


A- 10s  OVER  KOSOVO 


F-16CGS  (block  40s):  Navy  F-14s  and  F/A-18s;  Marine  Harriers 
and  F/A-18s;  British  GR-7  Harriers;  Spanish  EF-18s;  Canadian 
CF-18s;  Duteh,  Belgian,  and  Turkish  F-16s;  Italian  Tornados 
and  AMXs;  and  Freneh  Super  Etendards.  These  fighters  ear¬ 
ned  a  wide  variety  of  weapons,  ineluding  LGBs  and  CBUs,  as 
well  as  Mk-82  (500  lb),  Mk-83  (1,000  lb),  and  Mk-84  (2,000  lb) 
general-purpose  bombs. 

Our  AFAC  mission  wasn’t  a  new  one  for  the  Air  Foree.  The 
first  AFACs  were  the  Mosquito  FACs  of  Korea.  Using  slow,  un¬ 
armed  prop-driven  planes,  they  were  extremely  sueeessful  in 
flying  behind  enemy  lines,  loeating  luerative  targets,  and 
working  strikers  on  those  targets.  During  Vietnam  the  fast 
FAC  was  born  with  F-IOOF  Misty  FACs  driving  deep  within 
North  Vietnam  searehing  for  targets.  In  the  nearly  50  years 
sinee  the  advent  of  the  AFAC,  it’s  evident  that  FACing  really 
hasn’t  ehanged  all  that  mueh.  During  Vietnam  one  key  to  sur¬ 
vival  was  to  stay  at  least  4,500  feet  above  ground  level  (AGL) 
to  avoid  AAA.  Sinee  Vietnam,  with  the  improvement  and  pro¬ 
liferation  of  shoulder -fired,  heat-seeking  missiles,  we  now  fly 
at  over  three  times  that  altitude.  The  radar-guided  SA-2s  of 
Vietnam  were  also  replaeed  by  more  eapable  and  mobile  SAMs 
in  Kosovo.  Given  the  threats  and  the  operational  altitudes 
these  missiles  dietate,  the  toughest  task  for  a  FAC  remains 
that  of  finding  the  enemy.  A  good  FAC  ean  find  viable  targets — 
a  skill  not  so  mueh  a  seienee  as  an  art.  The  good  FAC  always 
has  a  plan  and,  most  importantly,  is  eonfident  that  he  will  al¬ 
ways  find  something. 

I  relied  heavily  on  the  same  skills  it  takes  to  stalk  a  trout.  A 
sueeessful  fly  fisherman  understands  the  trout,  is  able  to  read 
the  water,  and  therefore  knows  where  to  look.  Kosovo  is 
shaped  like  a  baseball  diamond,  about  60  miles  long  and  60 
miles  wide.  Twenty-five  missions  provided  plenty  of  time  to 
learn  the  terrain  by  heart  and  to  develop  a  sense  of  where  to 
seareh.  The  Serbs  stopped  using  the  roads  openly  and  hid 
most  of  their  equipment  after  they  had  been  attaeked  day  and 
night  for  elose  to  a  month.  They  even  eeased  to  bring  their 
SAMs  out  in  the  open  during  the  day. 

I  have  to  admit  that  I  was  starting  to  feel  invineible.  At 
medium  altitude  we  had  begun  to  feel  immune  to  the  AAA  and 
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heat-seeking,  shoulder -fired,  man-portable  air  defense  sys¬ 
tems  (MANPADS).  On  2  May  I  went  to  the  squadron  to  prepare 
for  a  FAC  mission.  It  had  been  over  a  week  sinee  I  had  loeated 
a  eommand  post  in  western  Kosovo  and  FAC’d  three  sets  of 
fighters  onto  it.  Sinee  then,  I  had  eompleted  an  uneventful 
three-night  rotation  of  CSAR  ground-alert  and  was  raring  to 
get  baek  into  eountry. 

Arriving  at  the  squadron,  I  was  greeted  by  a  rush  of  aetivity. 
Catehing  bits  and  pieees,  I  found  out  that  an  F-16  had  been 
shot  down  two  hours  before  and  that  Capt  Riehard  A.  “Serape” 
Johnson  and  Maj  Biggies  Thompson  had  launehed  as  Sandys 
for  the  reseue.  I  asked  Lt  Col  Mark  “Coke”  Koeehle,  our  top- 
three  supervisor,  if  we  needed  to  begin  preparing  a  subsequent 
reseue  attempt,  but  before  that  eould  get  under  way,  we  heard 
that  the  pilot  had  been  sueeessfully  pieked  up. 

I  eontinued  my  preparation  for  the  day’s  mission.  I  would  be 
the  mission  eommander  working  eastern  Kosovo  (eode-named 
NBA).  I  searehed  through  the  imagery  and  found  a  juiey  new 
pieture  of  artillery  revetments  in  northeastern  Kosovo.  Other 
than  that,  there  wasn’t  mueh  useful  imagery.  It  appeared  I 
would  be  on  the  slow  side  of  Kosovo,  with  most  of  the  Serbian 
aetivity  being  in  the  west  (NFL).  Still,  I  liked  the  imagery  be- 
eause  it  was  of  an  area  where  we  had  not  spent  mueh  time, 
and  a  tree  line  next  to  the  revetments  indieated  a  likely  hiding 
plaee  for  self-propelled  artillery. 

As  I  “stepped”  (departed  the  squadron  at  the  prebriefed 
time — a  eritieal  milestone  in  the  sequenee  of  getting  a  flight 
airborne  on  sehedule),  the  sun  was  just  eoming  up  on  a  beau¬ 
tiful  Italian  morning.  I  watehed  Serape  and  Biggies  return 
from  their  sueeessful  reseue  and  raised  my  arms  over  my  head 
with  elenehed  fists  in  a  sign  of  triumph  as  they  taxied  by.  My 
eall  sign  that  day  was  Lynx  11,  and  my  wingman.  Lynx  12, 
was  Capt  Andy  “Buffy”  Gebara.  Andy  had  been  a  B-52  aireraft 
eommander  and  had  erossed  over  to  fly  A- 10s.  We  took  off  for 
the  tanker,  refueled,  and  then  waited. 

The  reseue  delayed  the  arrival  of  the  SEAD  assets,  ineluding 
Navy  EA-6BS.  The  ROEs  would  not  allow  any  aireraft  into 
Kosovo  without  the  presenee  of  SEAD.  I  waited  just  south  of  the 
border  for  nearly  30  minutes.  Finally,  Magie  (NAEW,  NATO’s 
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USAF  Photo 

Taxiing  for  a  CSAR  mission  at  Aviano  AB 


version  of  AWACS)  called  the  SEAD  on  station,  and  I  turned 
north  for  the  target  area.  The  artillery  revetments  were  30  miles 
north  of  Pristina.  As  I  approached  the  revetments  I  took  out  my 
binoculars  and  spotted  a  2S1  122  mm  self-propelled  artillery 
piece  parked  at  the  edge  of  the  tree  line.  At  the  same  time,  Magic 
reported  that  the  call  of  “SEAD  on  station”  was  only  for  the 
western  area  and  that  the  NBA  was  closing  down.  I  knew  I  had 
just  one  shot  at  the  2S1  and  quickly  rolled  in  from  the  east. 
Locking  up  the  vehicle  with  my  Maverick  seeker,  I  waited  for  the 
steady  cross  to  indicate  a  valid  lock  before  I  launched  the  mis¬ 
sile.  Unfortunately,  the  target  was  hot  enough  to  lock  up  but  not 
hot  enough  for  a  steady  cross.  Knowing  that  I  probably  wouldn’t 
get  to  work  any  more  targets  that  day,  I  decided  to  test  my  luck 
and  launch  with  the  flashing  cross.  After  all,  I  hadn’t  missed  on 
any  of  my  previous  Mavericks  and  knew  there  was  a  chance  the 
missile  would  guide  all  the  way  to  the  target.  So  I  hammered 
down  until  I  felt  the  now-familiar  sensation  of  a  500  lb  missile 
accelerating  off  the  rail.  I  pulled  off  target,  watched  the  Maverick 
impact  the  2S1,  and  proceeded  as  directed  to  the  south.  On 
Magic’s  radarscopes  it  must  have  looked  like  I  had  simply  made 
a  U-turn. 
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Photo  courtesy  of  FAS 


2S1  122  mm  self-propelled  artillery,  similar  to  the  one  destroyed  by  Maj  Goldie 
Haun  on  2  May  1999 

The  drive  south  took  about  10  minutes.  I  was  eoneerned 
about  staying  well  elear  of  Pristina  with  its  SAMs,  partieularly 
sinee  Magie  had  just  announeed  that  I  had  no  SEAD  support. 
Still,  my  eoneern  did  not  preelude  looking  for  targets  to  attaek 
later.  As  I  elimbed  out  to  the  southeast,  I  searehed  the  roads 
and  hillside  for  any  signs  of  military  aetivity. 

I  was  about  four  miles  north  of  G-Town.  To  avoid  eonfusion 
and  save  time,  we  ealled  towns  with  diffieult  pronuneiations 
by  their  first  letter.  Gnjilane  beeame  G-Town,  Dakoviea  be- 
eame  D-Town,  and  Urosevae  was  U-Town.  I  noted  a  narrow, 
jagged  valley  with  what  appeared  to  be  man-made  diagonal 
euts  through  the  trees  alongside  the  road.  I  put  the  binoeulars 
on  the  euts  and  pieked  out  two  tanks.  I  marked  my  map,  and 
as  I  eontinued  to  the  tanker,  started  to  eome  up  with  a  game 
plan.  While  we  refueled,  I  eontaeted  Magie  and  eoordinated 
SEAD  support  for  a  hasty  attaek.  Magie  was  able  to  get  SEAD 
but  only  20  minutes’  worth.  By  the  time  I  got  off  the  tanker 
and  headed  north,  I  realized  I  would  have  less  than  10  min¬ 
utes  on  station  for  the  attaek. 

I  deeided  the  best  avenue  of  attaek  would  be  from  the  south¬ 
east.  Due  to  the  narrowness  of  the  valley  and  the  dirt  revet- 
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Valley  four  miles  north  of  G-Town 


merits  in  which  the  tanks  were  hiding,  the  precision-guided 
Maverick  seemed  the  best  weapon.  The  attack  went  as 
planned,  except  for  a  small  glitch.  I  had  identified  the  tanks 
while  looking  from  north  to  south.  Approaching  from  the 
southeast,  I  misidentified  the  diagonal  cutout  and  rolled  in  on 
an  empty  revetment.  I  recognized  the  mistake  early  and 
quickly  came  off  target,  climbing  to  the  east  to  regain  energy. 

After  aborting  my  first  attack,  I  extended  for  another  roll-in. 
This  time  I  identified  the  correct  cutout  and  tried  to  lock  up 
the  tank.  Unfortunately,  the  Maverick  locked  onto  a  large  dirt 
pile  at  the  rear  of  the  cutout,  which  was  hotter  than  the  tank. 
It  was  apparent  the  Maverick  would  not  work  against  this  tar¬ 
get.  The  remaining  options  did  not  appear  to  have  much 
chance  for  success.  The  narrowness  of  the  valley  and  the  pro¬ 
tection  of  the  cutouts  meant  a  direct  hit  with  Mk-82s  would  be 
required  to  kill  the  tanks — and  that  would  be  very  difficult  to 
accomplish.  I  didn’t  have  any  available  fighters  with  LGBs, 
and  the  only  other  option  was  to  strafe  the  tanks.  This  was  a 
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riskier  choice  since  I  would  have  to  dive  to  a  much  lower  alti¬ 
tude  to  get  in  range. 

I  decided  to  let  Andy  drop  two  of  his  bombs  to  get  their 
heads  down,  and  I  would  follow  up  with  a  strafe  pass.  I  was 
still  low  on  energy  and  climbing  to  the  north  as  Andy  rolled  in 
out  of  the  northwest  with  a  tailwind.  His  bombs  landed  just 
north  of  the  tanks  with  no  direct  hits.  From  the  radio  traffic  I 
knew  my  time  was  running  out  and  this  would  be  our  last  at¬ 
tack.  I  elected  to  strafe  both  targets  on  one  pass,  trying  to  get 
bullets  on  both  tanks. 


USAF  Photo 

T-54/55  tank  shot  by  Maj  Goldie  Haun  on  7  June  1999,  similar  to  tanks  strafed 
on  2  May  1999 


As  I  (Lynx  1 1)  rolled  in  for  my  strafe  pass,  I  turned  on  my 
videotape  to  record  the  pass.  My  primary  UHF  radio  was  mon¬ 
itoring  the  NFL  frequency.  With  lots  of  fighters  working  in  NFL, 
the  radio  chatter  was  constant.  I  used  my  secondary  Fox-Mike 
radio  to  talk  to  Andy  (Lynx  12). 

“Lynx  ll’s  in  from  the  west,  two-target  strafe.” 
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“Magic,  Lobo  51  will  be  Cactus,  store  in  approximately  three 
mike.  Lobo  53  will  be  on  station  for  20  mike.  Do  you  want  to 
close  the  NFL  or  the  NBA?”  Lobo  51  was  the  flight  lead  for  a 
four -ship  of  F-16CJS  providing  our  SEAD.  He  was  running  low 
on  fuel  and  would  be  departing  Kosovo  (code  word  Cactus)  in 
three  minutes.  His  second  element,  Lobo  53,  had  enough  fuel 
to  remain  on  station  for  an  additional  20  minutes.  Lobo 
wanted  to  know  whether  to  close  the  western  or  eastern  area. 

“Magic,  in  this  case,  suggests  to  close  the  NBA.”  All  the  other 
FACs  and  fighters  were  working  targets  in  NFL.  We  were  the 
only  set  of  FACs  in  NBA. 

In  the  meantime,  the  strafe  pass  had  gone  well,  with  Andy 
seeing  hits  on  the  target.  “Lynx  1 1  en  route  to  NFL  now.”  I  had 
come  off  target  and  had  begun  the  excruciatingly  slow  process 
of  climbing  back  to  altitude. 

“Lynx,  Bobcat  21.  Where  you  coming  into?”  Bobcat  21  was 
a  two-ship  of  A- 10s  led  by  Maj  Lester  Less,  the  FAC  responsi¬ 
ble  for  deconflicting  NFL.  He  was  also  an  embedded  Sandy 
pilot  whose  job  it  was  to  handle  the  rescue  of  any  downed  pi¬ 
lots.  I  had  known  Lester  for  over  nine  years.  We  had  flown  A- 
10s  together  as  lieutenants  at  RAF  Bentwaters,  England. 

“Bobcat,  L}mx  1 1.  I  need  to  coordinate  with  you,  but  I’d  like 
to  come  in  from  the  south.” 

“Lynx,  Bobcat  21.  Yeah,  OK,  in  from  the  south.” 

“Lynx  1 1  copy  that.  Then,  I’ll  work  to  the  south  and  to  the 
east.”  Andy  and  I  began  a  discussion  on  our  FM  frequency. 

“Lynx,  Two  is  blind,  just  west  of  G-Town.”  Andy  had  just  lost 
sight  of  me,  a  very  common  occurrence.  A  good  wingman  cov¬ 
ers  his  flight  lead  as  he  comes  off  target  by  focusing  on  the 
ground  where  the  threats  (AAA  and  MANPADS)  are  likely  to  be 
fired.  A  wingman  that  never  goes  “blind”  is  simply  staring  at 
his  flight  lead  and  is  of  no  use. 

“Lynx  11,  copy.  One  is  just  west  of  G-Town  climbing  .  .  .  OK! 
I  just  got  hit!  I’m  turning  to  the  south.”  I  never  saw  what  hit 
me.  As  I  looked  up  to  find  Andy,  I  felt  an  incredible  jolt  to  the 
aircraft  on  the  right  side.  The  nose  tried  to  roll  off  to  the  right, 
and  I  had  to  put  in  full  left  rudder  to  keep  her  from  flipping 
over.  I  was  struggling  at  this  point  just  to  keep  the  jet  flying. 
Dropping  the  nose,  I  started  a  gradual  descent  to  maintain  air- 
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speed.  My  master -eaution  panel  was  lit  up  like  a  Christmas 
tree,  and  I  finally  looked  over  my  shoulder  to  see  the  engine 
eowling  blown  off  and  the  fan  blades  frozen.  Sunlight 
streamed  through  the  engine  inlet.  I  made  sure  I  was  still 
headed  towards  the  Maeedonian  border  and  returned  my 
foeus  to  keeping  the  jet  under  eontrol. 

“Two  eopies.  Two’s  blind,  egressing  south.” 

“OK,  two,  I  need  you  to  eome  towards  south.” 

“Lynx  12  is  heading  south.” 

“OK,  two,  where’s  your  posit?” 

“OK,  two  is  southwest  of  G-Town  at  one  six  zero.” 

“OK,  eopy  that.  I’m  at  one  four  zero  deseending.  ...  I  am 
trailing  you.  I  need  you  to  90  right.”  I  asked  Andy  where  he 
was  and  he  informed  me  he  was  southwest  of  Gnjilane  at 
16,000  feet,  while  I  was  at  14,000  feet.  I  eould  see  Andy  about 
two  miles  in  front  of  me,  and  I  told  him  to  turn  90  degrees 
right  to  get  me  visual.  I  felt  better  having  the  jet  under  eontrol 
and  my  wingman  in  sight.  However,  the  severity  of  the  situa¬ 
tion  had  not  yet  sunk  in.  I  was  flying  a  battle-damaged  jet  in 
the  heart  of  the  AAA  and  MANPADS  envelope  and  deseending 
over  a  heavily  defended  seetion  of  Kosovo.  If  anything,  I  was 
mad — really  mad  that  someone  had  had  the  audaeity  to  shoot 
me.  I  was  also  determined  that  there  was  no  way  I  was  going 
to  ejeet  over  Kosovo.  I  didn’t  think  I’d  be  able  to  land  the  jet, 
espeeially  sinee  it  was  diffieult  maintaining  level  flight  and  im¬ 
possible  to  make  right-hand  turns,  but  I  was  not  going  to  be 
on  Serbian  TV  that  night  and  neither  were  the  remains  of  my 
A- 10.  I  would  nurse  the  jet  into  Maeedonia  before  I  ejeeted. 

“Bobeat,  Lynx  11.  Break,  break.”  Still,  it  was  better  to  be 
safe  than  sorry.  I  wanted  Lester  (Bobeat  21)  to  head  towards 
me  in  ease  I  did  have  to  puneh  out  in  bad-guy  land,  so  he 
eould  orehestrate  the  reseue.  Thankfully,  the  jet  was  hanging 
in  there.  The  right-engine  gauges  were  showing  a  severe  en¬ 
gine  overtemp  without  produeing  any  thrust.  I  shut  down  the 
engine,  and  it  eooled  quiekly  onee  the  fuel  flow  was  shut  off. 
Gauges  for  the  left  engine  looked  good.  Days  later,  I  would  find 
out  that  the  left  engine  had  been  severely  damaged  from  in¬ 
gesting  pieees  of  the  right  engine  and  the  missile.  I  had  to  fly 
in  a  one-degree  deseent  to  maintain  airspeed.  Very  slow  and 
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with  no  energy  available  to  reaet  to  another  missile  launeh,  I 
was  a  wounded  bird. 

“Bobeat  21,  Go  ahead.” 

“Lynx  11.  OK,  Bobeat.  I’ve  been  hit.  My  right  engine  has 
been  taken  out.  I’m  single  engine.  I’m  eurrently  south  of  G- 
Town,  and  I’m  headed  towards  Skopje.  I’ve  got  the  right  engine 
.  .  .  looks  like  the  whole  engine  eowling  got  hit .  .  .  and  I’ve  got 
no  right  hydraulies.  I’ve  got  a  wingman  with  me,  and  I’m 
headed  towards  Skopje.  Currently  I’m  about  five  miles  from 
the  border.”  I  was  not  afraid,  but  the  adrenalin  rush  had  me 
exeited.  Time  was  distorted,  and  my  world  had  slowed  to  a 
snail’s  paee.  Between  keeping  the  jet  aloft  and  talking  on  the 
radios,  I  elearly  pietured  myself  hugging  my  kids.  I  just  knew 
I  was  going  to  make  it  out  of  Kosovo. 

“Lynx,  Bobeat  2 1 .  Are  you  still  up?” 

“Lynx  11,  that’s  affirmative.  I’m  staying  up  this  freq  eur¬ 
rently.  I  am  losing  altitude,  but  I  think  that  now  I  might  be 
able  to  make  it  aeross  the  border.”  As  I  spoke  on  the  radio  I 
had  the  sensation  that  this  was  not  really  happening  to  me.  I 
must  have  been  watehing  some  other  poor  fighter  pilot  strug¬ 
gling  to  stay  airborne.  I  had  to  help  him  as  best  I  eould  to  get 
out  of  these  dire  eireumstanees. 

“Bobeat  2 1 ,  understand  you  are  single  engine  and  you’ve  got 
a  hydraulie  system  out?” 

“Lynx  11,  that’s  affirmative.  I’ve  got  the  right  hydraulie  sys¬ 
tem  out.  .  .  .  OK,  I  feel  fairly  eonfident  that  I’ll  make  it  aeross 
the  border,  not  sure  if  I  ean  land.  I’m  going  to  set  up  for  Skopje 
though.”  By  then  I  eould  see  the  border  just  a  eouple  of  miles 
in  front  of  me.  I  figured  even  if  the  left  engine  quit,  I  eould  still 
glide  to  Maeedonia.  My  mind  now  started  to  think  about  what 
I  would  do  with  the  jet  onee  I  got  past  the  border.  The  situa¬ 
tion  was  looking  better — the  left  engine  was  working  well  and 
I  was  getting  used  to  handling  the  jet.  As  I  deseended  to  lower 
altitude,  she  started  to  perform  better,  and  I  began  to  think  I 
might  be  able  to  land  her. 

“Lynx  12,  are  you  visual?  Come  right .  .  .  Look  at  your  right 
three  o’eloek.” 

‘Two’s  visual,  falling  into  wedge.” 

“Lynx  11,  OK.  I  want  you  to  stay  high  wedge.” 
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‘Two’s  high  wedge.  Your  six  is  elear.”  I  finally  got  Andy’s  eyes 
onto  me  just  about  the  time  we  erossed  the  border.  My  mind 
now  turned  to  how  to  make  a  eontrolled  deseent  for  a  safe 
landing  at  Skopje,  some  9,000  feet  below.  I  had  Andy  eome  in 
to  give  me  a  battle-damage  eheek.  He  saw  nothing  wrong  with 
the  jet,  exeept  the  damage  to  the  right  engine. 

I  proeeeded  with  a  eontrollability  eheek  to  determine 
whether  I  eould  land  the  jet  and  found  that  I  had  three  prob¬ 
lems.  First,  I  eould  not  make  right  turns  into  the  bad  engine. 
Seeond,  I  lowered  the  gear  and  reeeived  stall  indieations  just 
below  maximum  landing  speed.  This  meant  I  was  going  to 
have  to  land  fast.  Third,  the  Skopje  airfield  was  oriented 
north-south  and  I  was  five  miles  north  of  the  field  and  mueh 
too  high  to  land.  I  was  not  sure  whether  the  left  engine  had 
enough  thrust  to  go  around  if  I  serewed  up  the  approaeh.  I 
wanted  to  take  my  time  and  do  it  right  the  first  time.  I  eleeted 
to  set  myself  up  for  a  left-teardrop  approaeh  to  land  from  the 
south.  This  option  gave  me  the  advantage  of  staying  in  left- 
hand  turns  for  the  approaeh  and  allowed  me  to  gradually  lose 
altitude.  Finally,  sinee  the  wind  was  eoming  from  the  north,  I 
eould  land  with  a  headwind,  whieh  would  help  deerease  my 
ground  speed  and  landing  distanee. 

The  tower  at  Skopje  was  very  helpful,  diverting  two  heavy 
aireraft  on  approaeh  as  I  started  my  teardrop  turn  to  final.  The 
jet  was  flying  well  in  the  left  turn,  and  my  next  eoneern  was 
what  would  happen  when  I  rolled  level  on  final  approaeh.  I  ad¬ 
justed  the  pattern  to  roll  out  just  over  the  approaeh-end  lights 
(a  normal  eireling  approaeh  would  have  had  me  roll  out  one 
mile  before  touehdown).  On  final  I  felt  the  nose  start  to  yaw  to 
the  right,  and  I  eountered  by  pulling  the  power  on  my  left  en¬ 
gine  to  idle.  The  reduetion  in  thrust  on  the  left  side  redueed 
the  right  yaw,  and  I  began  to  glide  to  the  runway.  I  did  not 
flare  the  jet  but  “planted”  the  landing,  touehing  down  firmly 
just  below  maximum  landing  speed. 

Skopje  was  a  good,  long  runway,  but  I  was  going  pretly  fast 
and  wanted  to  get  the  jet  stopped.  I  aerobraked  the  damaged 
Hog  as  mueh  as  I  eould  and  finally  put  the  nose  down  at  around 
120  knots.  Beeause  my  speed  brakes  were  inoperative,  I  relied 
only  on  my  wheel  brakes  to  slow  me  down.  I  waited  until  100 
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knots  to  touch  the  brakes  and  was  relieved  to  eome  to  a  full  stop 
with  2,000  feet  of  runway  to  spare.  Now  that  I  had  reaehed  terra 
firma,  I  wanted  out  of  the  jet  as  soon  as  possible.  I  automatieally 
ran  through  the  bold-faee  proeedure — the  ones  pilots  eommit  to 
memory — for  “emergeney  ground  egress”  to  shut  down  the  re¬ 
maining  engine  and  exit  the  aireraft.  I  ran  to  the  side  of  the  run¬ 
way,  turned,  and  looked  at  my  battered  jet. 


USAF  Photo 

Damaged  jet  at  Skopje 


Several  NATO  eountries  used  the  Skopje  airfield.  First,  a 
group  of  Duteh  soldiers  eame  up  to  see  how  I  was  doing.  Next, 
a  Freneh  offieer  who  managed  the  airfield  showed  up.  They 
didn’t  have  any  emergeney  personnel  or  vehieles,  so  I  ended 
up  having  to  go  baek  to  the  jet  to  “safe  up”  the  remaining  mu¬ 
nitions  and  pin  the  gear.  Quarter-sized  holes  peppered  the 
Hog’s  right  flaps  and  the  tail  fins  of  one  of  my  AIM-9  air-to-air 
missiles.  I  got  baek  in  the  eoekpit  and  rode  the  brakes  as  they 
towed  my  jet  off  the  runway. 

Thankfully,  a  group  of  US  soldiers  from  Task  Foree  Able  Sen¬ 
try  soon  arrived  in  a  eouple  of  humvees.  Up  to  this  point  I  had 
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not  seen  any  eivllians  or  press.  The  last  thing  I  wanted  was  my 
jet  on  CNN  or  on  the  front  page  of  newspapers.  I  tried  unsue- 
eessfully  to  have  the  A- 10  put  out  of  view  in  a  nearby  hangar. 
The  soldiers  provided  seeurity  for  the  jet,  put  a  tarp  over  my 
right  engine,  and  drove  me  a  eouple  of  miles  to  their  headquar¬ 
ters.  I  ealled  my  squadron  at  Gioia  and  gave  a  mission  report, 
whieh  ineluded  an  update  on  the  eondition  of  the  jet. 

My  biggest  eoneern  at  this  point  was  getting  baek  to  the 
squadron.  When  I  asked  about  the  next  flight  leaving  Skopje,  I 
was  told  there  wouldn’t  be  one  for  at  least  a  eouple  of  days.  The 
US  soldiers  treated  me  great  and  took  me  over  to  the  ehow  hall. 
I  found  myself  famished  as  I  sat  down  next  to  a  big-sereen  TV. 
After  a  while,  I  realized  everyone  in  the  ehow  hall  was  watehing 
the  TV  intently  with  big  smiles.  I  looked  to  the  TV  to  see  three 
Army  POWs — eaptured  the  month  before  while  performing  a 
routine  border  patrol — ^being  released  to  Rev.  Jesse  Jaekson  in 
Belgrade.  I  was  eating  with  members  of  their  eompany. 

When  I  got  baek  to  the  headquarters,  I  found  out  an  Army 
C-12  was  being  diverted  to  Ramstein  AB,  Germany,  to  take  the 
ex-POWs’  eommanders  to  see  their  soldiers.  They  offered  me  a 
seat,  and  I  gladly  aeeepted.  I  thought  that  it  would  be  a  lot  eas¬ 
ier  to  get  baek  to  Gioia  del  Colle  from  Ramstein,  where  eargo 
aireraft  were  eonstantly  departing  for  Italy.  I  also  didn’t  want 
to  spend  anymore  time  in  Maeedonia  than  I  had  to,  and,  more 
importantly,  Ramstein  was  only  a  one-and-one-half-hour  drive 
from  my  home  base  at  Spangdahlem.  The  five-hour  C-12  flight 
from  Skopje  to  Ramstein  felt  even  longer  than  my  previous 
flight  over  Kosovo  as  I  reflew  the  mission  over  and  over  in  my 
head.  When  I  landed  at  Ramstein,  I  rushed  to  base  operations 
and  ealled  the  squadron  at  Gioia.  My  eommander,  Lt  Col 
Kimos  Haave,  informed  me  that  a  C-130  departing  at  0100 
that  night  would  bring  me  direetly  to  Gioia — I  then  ealled  my 
wife  Bonnie.  It  was  8  p.m.,  and  she  had  just  gotten  home  from 
ehureh.  I  told  her  to  put  the  kids  in  the  van  and  meet  me  at 
the  Ramstein  Passenger  Terminal  as  soon  as  she  eould.  At 
base  operations,  I  was  greeted  by  a  group  of  three  Air  Foree 
Materiel  Command  offieers  who  needed  to  know  the  extent  of 
the  damage  to  the  jet.  I  briefed  them  as  best  I  eould  before 
heading  to  the  passenger  terminal. 
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When  my  family  arrived  at  Ramstein,  I  got  to  hold  my  sleep¬ 
ing  two-year-old  daughter  and  wateh  my  stx-year-old  boy  play 
with  the  toys  in  the  family  lounge.  I  hadn’t  seen  them  for  over 
80  days.  My  jaw  and  teeth  still  aehed  from  the  violent  impaet 
of  the  missile,  but  I  didn’t  want  to  worry  them  and  didn’t  know 
what  I  eould  tell  them.  So  I  told  Bonnie  I  had  had  some  engine 
trouble  and  landed  in  Skopje,  whieh  she  aeeepted  as  routine. 
The  Lord  had  heard  me  over  Kosovo,  and  14  hours  after  I  had 
been  hit,  I  had  my  ehildren  in  my  arms.  I  held  my  wife’s  hand 
and  talked  to  her  for  two  hours  until  the  C-130  was  ready.  She 
talked  exeitedly  about  the  reseue  of  the  downed  F-16  pilot  that 
day  and  the  release  of  the  POWs,  eompletely  unaware  of  how 
narrowly  I  had  eseaped  both  fates.  Before  my  C-130  departed, 
I  kissed  my  wife  and  sleepy  kids  and  sent  them  home,  not 
knowing  when  I’d  see  them  again. 

I  entered  the  squadron  at  Gioia  del  Colle  24  hours  after  I 
had  stepped  to  fly  and  wanted  to  get  baek  into  the  air  as  soon 
as  possible.  The  next  day,  some  48  hours  after  being  hit,  I  was 
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Maj  Goldie  Haun  and  aircraft  967  less  than  30  days  after  being  hit  and  ianding 
at  Skopje 
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back  in  the  cockpit.  This  time  I  didn’t  strafe  but  dropped 
CBUs.  That,  however,  is  another  story. 

Last  Day  to  Fly — Last  Chance  to  Die 

1st  Lt  Mike  “Scud”  Curley 

It  was  9  June  1999,  a  standard  (beautiful)  day  in  Italy  and 
forecasted  to  be  gorgeous  in  Kosovo.  Many  of  us  knew  the  end 
was  near  because  we  were  told  Milosevic  was  going  to  accept 
NATO’s  demands  and  today  would  be  the  last  “offensive”  day 
of  the  air  campaign.  I  was  excited  because  I  was  flying  with 
Maj  James  “Jimbo”  MacCauley,  one  of  the  two  pilots  from 
Moody  to  join  us  at  Gioia  del  Colle.  It  was  always  interesting 
to  fly  with  folks  from  another  squadron  to  see  if  their  tactics, 
or  thoughts  on  the  way  things  should  be  done,  were  any  dif¬ 
ferent  from  those  of  my  own  squadron  mates.  He  had  also 
flown  during  Operation  Desert  Storm  and  was  one  of  the  more 
experienced  pilots  with  us. 

The  day,  as  usual,  started  off  with  signing  off  numerous 
battle  staff  directives  (BSD)  that  most  pilots  dreaded  reading 
because  most  did  not  apply  to  us.  It  was  just  one  more  thing 
we  had  to  squish  in  while  we  were  half-asleep  before  the  flight 
briefing  at  “o’  dark  30.”  Finally  we  finished  our  daily  planning 
routine  and  started  our  flight  briefing. 

Jimbo  briefed  relatively  standard  tactics,  the  same  ones  we 
studied  and  practiced  every  day;  it  was  good  to  know  that  Hog 
guys  from  different  bases  practiced  the  same  stuff  our  squadron 
did.  I  noticed  he  did  do  a  good  job  emphasizing  the  basic  com¬ 
munications  and  lookout  duties  that  he  expected  of  a  wingman. 
Such  information  sometimes  gets  left  out  when  flying  with  many 
of  the  same  guys,  and  it  is  important  to  have  it  stressed  from 
time  to  time.  I  also  thought  in  the  back  of  my  mind,  as  Jimbo 
probably  did,  that  this  was  not  the  day  to  become  complacent — 
even  with  all  the  talk  of  things  winding  down. 

We  eventually  stepped,  took  off,  hit  the  tanker,  and  entered 
the  AOR  uneventfully.  We  started  looking  at  the  areas  of  in¬ 
terest  that  intelligence  had  briefed  us  about.  There  was  very 
little  activity,  and  we  found  nothing  where  intel  told  us  to  look. 
Capt  Christopher  “Junior”  Short  and  Col  A1  Thompson  were 
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Target  area  southwest  of  Prizren 

As  I  rolled  in  to  begin  my  dive  delivery,  I  saw  a  flash  and 
smoke  trailing  a  missile  quiekly  elimbing  towards  the  spot 
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the  prior  AFACs  on  station,  and  they  were  looking  at  an  area 
in  southern  Kosovo,  10  miles  southwest  of  Prizren.  They 
thought  they  had  found  some  APCs  or  tanks  but  had  to  hit  the 
tanker,  so  they  gave  us  a  quiek  talk-on  and  left  the  area. 

Jimbo  made  a  eouple  passes  with  the  binoeulars  but  eould 
not  quite  make  out  what  was  there.  He  also  did  a  Maveriek 
seareh  but  eould  not  tell  for  sure  if  the  potential  targets  were 
live  vehieles,  deeoys,  or  “taetieal  bushes.”  He  saw  a  horseshoe 
formation  around  a  dirt  berm,  so  he  eleeted  to  drop  his  Mk- 
82s  on  them  to  see  if  we  eould  get  some  seeondaries  or  move¬ 
ment  from  them.  He  rippled  his  four  Mk-82s  on  the  eastern 
side  of  the  formation.  We  did  not  see  any  seeondaries,  but  the 
targets  did  not  seem  to  be  deeoys  beeause  they  stayed  rela¬ 
tively  intaet.  After  elimbing  baek  to  altitude  and  joining  the 
briefed  formation,  he  instrueted  me  to  drop  my  Mk-82s  on  the 
western  side  of  the  formation. 
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where  I  had  last  seen  Jimbo.  I  immediately  broke  off  my  deliv¬ 
ery,  ealled  out  the  missile  launeh,  and  direeted  him  to  expend 
flares.  Shortly  after  I  spit  out  all  the  required  radio  ealls,  the 
missile  passed  behind  Jimbo  along  his  flight  path.  I  made  sure 
I  knew  exaetly  where  the  launeh  eame  from  beeause  I  was 
pissed  that  they  had  tried  to  kill  us.  There  was  still  a  signifi- 
eant  amount  of  smoke  in  the  area  from  where  the  missile  had 
launehed,  and  a  thiek  smoke  trail  lingered  in  the  air — ^we  fig¬ 
ured  it  was  not  just  a  MANPADS.  We  departed  the  launeh-site 
area  and  broke  line  of  sight.  Meanwhile  Jimbo  briefed  me  on 
a  suppressor -bomber  attaek.  I  was  ready  to  roll  right  in  and 
made  sure  Jimbo  knew  that.  I  was  exeited  when  I  exeeuted  the 
attaek,  and  as  soon  as  I  rolled  out  on  “final”  I  realized  that  I 
had  not  eonsidered  the  winds.  “Final”  is  the  airspaee  flown 
through  during  the  few  seeonds  after  rolling  out  of  the  diving 
turn  and  just  prior  to  weapons  release.  It  is  where  pilots  would 
normally  refine  their  dive  angle,  airspeed,  and  ground  traek  so 
that  when  they  depress  the  piekle  button,  they  will  have  the 
eorreet  sight  pieture,  airspeed,  altitude,  and  dive  angle  so  the 
bomb  will  hit  the  target.  As  I  rolled  out,  I  realized  I  needed  to 
eome  off  dry — ^without  dropping  any  bombs — ^beeause  the  wind 
had  blown  me  too  far,  and  I  would  not  be  able  to  attain  the 
neeessary  delivery  parameters  to  make  a  good  pass  and  kill 
the  target.  Fortunately,  I  deeided  to  eome  off  early  and  had 
enough  energy  to  expedite  the  next  attaek. 

Jimbo  had  suppressed  the  threat  area  with  the  gun  before  I 
rolled  down  the  ehute.  He  put  a  buneh  of  bullets  in  the  vieinily 
of  the  launeh  site,  and  I  dropped  my  bombs  on  a  nearby  tree 
line,  elose  to  a  road  interseetion  where  military  vehieles  ap¬ 
peared  to  be  loeated.  As  I  reeovered  from  my  pass,  Jimbo  no- 
tieed  a  green,  fluoreseent  flash  that  indieated  I  had  hit  some¬ 
thing  with  roeket  fuel  or  ammunition  in  it.  After  this  attaek  we 
left  the  target  area  for  the  tanker  and  then  headed  home. 

We  debriefed  with  our  intel  NCO,  SSgt  Amos  Elliot,  on  what 
we  saw  and  what  had  happened.  Amos  was  very  exeited  about 
getting  all  the  speeifies.  BDA  is  usually  very  diffieult  to  get,  es- 
peeially  on  fielded  forees,  but  it  is  a  very  important  aspeet  of  the 
entire  war  effort.  After  our  in-depth  diseussion,  we  were  pretly 
sure  we  had  hit  a  mobile  SAM  system.  While  we  made  sure  to 
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report  it  as  “probable,”  not  “eonfirmed,”  we  also  knew  there  was 
little  ehanee  of  its  ever  being  eonfirmed.  The  Serbians’  standard 
praetiee  was  to  haul  away  the  wreekage  of  targets  we  had  hit  to 
make  BDA  more  diffieult.  It  was  another  pieee  of  Milosevie’s 
propaganda  puzzle  that  still  plagues  NATO  today. 

The  Only  Sortie  as  a  Wingman 

Capt  Jim  “Meegs”  Meger 

I  “grew  up”  as  a  first-assignment  FAC  at  Osan  AB  in  the  Re- 
publie  of  South  Korea,  the  “Land  of  the  Morning  Calm”  or  the 
“Land  of  the  Not-Quite-Right,”  depending  on  how  I  viewed  my 
own  situation.  That  assignment  was  the  best  thing  that  ever 
happened  to  me  as  a  FAC.  I  learned  by  leaps  and  bounds  from 
the  best  fighter  pilots  and  AFACs  in  the  world — the  AFACs  who 
earried  the  revered  Misty  eall  sign.  While  at  Osan  I  listened  to 
the  older  Hog  drivers  who  had  been  in  Desert  Storm,  learning 
from  their  eombat  experienees  and  hoping  to  have  the  ehanee 
to  put  my  training  into  the  “Big  Game.” 

From  Korea  I  went  to  the  81st  Fighter  Squadron  at  Spang- 
dahlem  for  my  seeond  operational  tour.  With  the  Panthers,  I 
gained  valuable  experienee  in  the  A/OA-lO’s  missions  and 
learned  how  NATO  integrated  them  into  an  air  eampaign. 

My  only  sortie  as  a  Panther  wingman  was  the  elosest  I  eame 
to  meeting  a  Serb  soldier  faee-to-faee.  Being  in  the  CSAR  ro¬ 
tation  as  a  Sandy  1  and  a  FAC,  I  was  surprised  to  see  I  was  on 
the  sehedule  to  fly  on  the  wing  of  Kimos  Haave,  the  squadron 
eommander.  This  was  a  role  I  had  explained  to  my  wingman 
many  times  before,  and  now  it  was  time  to  walk  the  walk. 
Being  a  good  wingman  takes  diseipline,  espeeially  sinee  I  was 
used  to  being  a  flight  lead.  It  was  not  my  formation  to  run  and 
I  was  not  responsible  for  the  navigation.  My  job  ealled  for  pro¬ 
viding  support  to  my  flight  lead,  keeping  him  in  sight,  and 
watehing  for  any  threats  to  the  formation  or  our  supporting 
fighters.  With  this  in  mind,  I  had  put  away  my  maps  and  had 
zero  intention  of  pulling  them  baek  out  unless  it  was  neees- 
sary  or  requested  by  the  flight  lead. 

Kimos,  as  the  mission  eommander,  gave  the  briefing  and 
went  over  our  targeting  information  for  the  day.  There  had 
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been  some  heavy  aetivity  along  the  borders,  due  in  no  small 
part  to  the  ROEs  that  were  in  effeet.  I  was  glad  to  be  flying  in 
the  afternoon  sinee  the  morning  fog  had  delayed  or  eaneelled 
most  of  the  early  paekages  that  week.  The  afternoon-go  also 
had  the  benefit  of  intelligenee  updates  and  hot  target  areas 
from  the  morning’s  sorties. 

We  stepped  to  the  jets  and  launehed  on  time  aeross  the  Adri- 
atie  with  Kimos  as  Pepper  01  and  me  as  Pepper  02.  Beeause  of 
some  problems  with  the  tanker,  the  entire  paekage  was  delayed. 
We  pressed  aeross  the  “fenee”  45  minutes  late  and  began  our 
target  seareh  with  the  imagery  we  had  reeeived.  The  aetive 
ABCCC  aireraft  was  a  Navy  E-2C  Hawkeye,  eall  sign  Cyelops, 
responsible  for  eoordination  among  all  elements  to  inelude  the 
CAOC  in  northern  Italy.  Shortly  after  we  arrived  on  station,  Cy¬ 
elops  informed  us  of  an  aetive  Serb  eommand  post  west  of  Uro- 
sevae  and  requested  that  we  loeate  the  target.  Kimos  found  the 
area  and  then  began  a  seareh  from  medium  altitude.  He  quiekly 
loeated  the  eommand  post  and  several  nearby  armored  vehieles. 


Serb  command  post  west  of  Urosevac 
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In  accordance  with  the  ROEs,  we  still  had  to  eoordinate  for  at- 
taek  permission  beeause  of  the  proximity  to  the  Maeedonia  bor¬ 
der,  even  though  we  had  been  direeted  to,  had  found,  and  had 
positively  identified  this  target. 

After  we  reeeived  authority  to  strike,  we  armed  up  our  500 
lb  Mk-82s,  and  Kimos  ealled,  “One’s  in.”  His  bombs  hit  a  tank 
and  a  eommand-post  building.  He  then  eleared  me  in  on  two 
APCs  slightly  to  the  south. 

I  returned  his  eall  with,  ‘Two’s  in.”  With  my  flight  lead  in  a 
eover  position,  I  rolled  down  the  ehute.  The  bombs  hit  on  tar¬ 
get,  but  I  did  not  see  any  seeondary  explosions  beeause  I  was 
maneuvering  and  ejeeting  flares  as  I  pulled  off  target.  The  E- 
2C  relayed  that  a  set  of  F/A-18s  was  en  route  to  the  target 
area.  When  the  Hornets  arrived,  Kimos  gave  a  quiek  FAC  brief 
and  rolled  in  to  mark  with  Willy  Pete  roekets. 

“One’s  off  dry,  hung  roekets,”  ealled  Kimos.  His  seleeted 
roeket  pod  had  malfunetioned,  so  he  seleeted  his  jet’s  other 
pod  and  rolled  in  again.  After  his  seeond  passed  he  radioed, 
“One’s  off  dry,  both  pods  of  roekets  are  hung.  Two,  you  have 
the  lead.  Go  ahead  and  mark  for  the  Hornets.” 

I  assumed  the  lead,  maneuvered  my  jet  to  a  different  attaek 
axis,  and  rolled  in.  The  seeond  smoke  was  on  target  and  the 
lead  Hornet  began  to  employ  his  ordnanee.  The  seeond  jet  lost 
sight  of  the  target  area  and  asked  for  another  mark.  “Wateh 
the  number  of  passes  in  a  target  area”  was  the  lesson  firmly 
planted  in  everyone’s  mind  after  Maj  Goldie  Haun  had  been  hit 
by  a  MANPADS  and  limped  to  Skopje  only  two  days  prior. 

“Two’s  in.” 

I  hammered  down  on  the  piekle  button  at  17,000  feet  above 
mean  sea  level  (MSL)  and  was  rewarded  with  a  quiek,  “tally  the 
target,”  from  the  seeond  Hornet.  When  the  Hornets  departed 
for  the  earner  after  their  attaek,  we  egressed  the  target  area 
and  began  a  new  seareh. 

“Pepper  01,  this  is  Cyelops.  We  have  a  two-ship  of  A- 10s  with 
CBU  that  needs  a  target.”  Kimos  ealled  them  up  and  deeided  to 
have  them  unload  their  CBUs  on  the  eommand-post  area. 

At  this  point  I  was  fairly  eomfortable  with  the  target  area. 
The  Serbs  had  not  shot  baek  on  their  “normal”  timing,  and  I 
was  now  lighter  and  had  good  energy,  having  already  dropped 
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my  bombs.  With  Kimos  in  a  cover  position  and  the  fighters  in 
trail  to  wateh  the  mark,  I  began  a  roll-in  to  the  right  on  a  pre¬ 
viously  unused  attaek  axis. 

“Two,  break  left!”  was  the  eall  I  heard.  I  immediately  began 
to  dispense  flares,  turned  in  the  eoekpit,  and  saw  two  trails  of 
smoke  following  behind  what  appeared  to  be  red  flares  areing 
towards  my  jet.  Sinee  I  had  been  in  the  proeess  of  rolling  in,  I 
had  already  eommitted  myself  to  a  right  turn — ^versus  the 
break  left — and  began  to  lower  the  nose  while  pulling  hard  on 
the  stiek  to  turn  quiekly  and  put  the  missile  at  three  o’eloek. 
I  ean  still  see  the  red  glow  of  the  roeket  motors  and  the  way 
the  missiles  kept  turning  with  me.  I  remember  thinking  that 
the  missiles  were  rejeeting  the  flares,  and  my  next  thought 
was,  “What  is  three  to  five  seeonds?”  (Our  training  tells  us  that 
three  to  five  seeonds  before  we  think  the  missile  will  impaet, 
we  should  perform  a  speeial  maneuver  to  make  the  missile 
miss.)  I  was  still  breaking  into  the  missiles  and  ejeeting  flares 
when  the  first  missile  lost  traek.  I  saw  it  would  miss  well  be¬ 
hind  the  jet,  but  the  seeond  was  rapidly  getting  eloser. 

‘Two,  get  rid  of  your  stuff.”  One  of  the  other  A- 10s  advised 
me  to  “eombat  jettison”  all  of  my  ordnanee  to  improve  my  turn 
and  energy  state.  It  seemed  like  I  had  time  to  think  it  over  and 
deeide  that  I  was  okay  with  just  my  Maverieks.  There  was  no 
way  I  was  going  to  take  my  hands  off  the  stiek  or  the  throttle 
and  the  flare  button  loeated  on  it! 

As  I  began  a  last-diteh  defensive  maneuver,  the  seeond  mis¬ 
sile  began  to  fall  behind  the  aireraft.  I  ean  still  see  the  missile 
trying  to  turn  and  “haek”  the  earner  as  it  began  to  lag.  With 
all  this  defensive  maneuvering,  I  had  turned  approximately 
270  degrees,  and  I  was  now  looking  exaetly  at  where  the  two 
smoke  trails  had  started  their  journey.  Time  to  turn  the  ta¬ 
bles.  The  GAU-8  30  mm  Avenger  eannon  is  the  most  flexible 
and  formidable  weapon  on  the  A- 10.  Sinee  it  was  built  to  de¬ 
stroy  Soviet  tanks  in  Germany’s  Fulda  Gap,  one  ean  imagine 
its  effeetiveness  on  softer  types  of  vehieles — espeeially  a  lightly 
armored  SAM  system. 

I  distinetly  remember  switehing  from  roekets  to  the  gun  in 
the  weapons-delivery  mode  of  my  head-up  display  and  then 
plaeing  the  pipper  short  of  the  two  vehieles  where  the  smoke 


129 


A- 10s  OVER  KOSOVO 


trail  began.  I  dropped  the  hammer  and  began  to  retaliate  in 
anger.  An  A- 10  driver  will  normally  shoot  about  100-200 
rounds  in  a  eombat  burst,  attempting  to  eoneentrate  direetly 
on  the  target.  Passing  300  rounds  on  target,  I  kept  the  ham¬ 
mer  down  and  began  to  move  the  pipper  around  the  target 
area  until  I  saw  an  explosion — 500  rounds  later. 

“Two  is  egressing  south.”  With  the  tables  turned  and  the 
Serbs  diving  for  eover,  I  ealled  my  flight  lead  and  told  him  the 
heading  on  whieh  I  was  departing  the  target  area.  Looking  over 
my  left  side,  I  saw  that  Kimos  was  in  a  solid  eover  position  as 
we  eoneluded  our  first  vul  period,  erossed  into  Maeedonia,  and 
began  the  air -refueling  proeess  in  preparation  for  the  sortie’s 
seeond  seheduled  vul  period. 

Deep  Thoughts 

Capt  Andrew  “Buffy”  Gebara 

I  had  to  think  for  a  while  about  what  I  really  wanted  to  say 
here.  Many  of  my  friends  will  write  about  what  happened  in 
Kosovo  in  1999.  I  flew  36  eombat  missions  over  Serbia,  so  at 
first  glanee  the  task  didn’t  seem  all  that  tough.  I  thought  about 
writing  about  my  first-ever  eombat  sortie — ^we  didn’t  hit  any¬ 
thing  beeause  we  were  reealled  by  the  CAOC  in  what  beeame  an 
almost  daily  ritual  of  higher -headquarters  mis-/mieromanage- 
ment.  I  thought  I  would  write  about  the  time  my  flight  lead 
Goldie  Haun  was  hit  by  a  SAM  and  barely  made  it  baek  over  the 
border.  I  briefly  thought  about  my  most  effeetive  sortie,  in  whieh 
Capt  Nathan  S.  “Foghorn”  Brauner  and  I  destroyed  14  APCs 
and  eight  artillery  pieees.  To  me  it  seemed  like  a  routine  sortie, 
but  we  were  fortunate  enough  to  get  real  results.  Finally,  I 
thought  about  the  sortie  that  Lt  Col  Coke  Koeehle,  my  opera¬ 
tions  offieer,  let  me  lead  for  the  first  time.  A  fighter  pilot’s  first 
sortie  in  the  lead  is  one  that  he  or  she  will  always  remember, 
and  in  my  ease  that  sortie  was  in  eombat  over  the  FRY.  As  I 
landed,  I  felt  as  if  I  had  genuinely  aeeomplished  something. 

All  of  these  sorties  were  memorable,  but  they  didn’t  really 
define  Kosovo  for  me.  After  thinking  about  it  for  a  while,  I  fi¬ 
nally  figured  out  what  I  aetually  took  away  from  Kosovo.  Being 
on  the  front  lines  of  this  war  has  given  me  a  new  perspeetive 
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and  has  caused  me  to  view  historieal  aeeounts  through  differ¬ 
ent  eyes.  From  my  perspeetive,  Kosovo  was  weird — just  plain 
weird.  Some  have  written  about  the  delayed  stress  of  eombat 
operations;  others  have  diseussed  the  guilt  they  feel  after  tak¬ 
ing  human  life.  As  for  me,  I  mostly  felt,  and  still  feel,  that  the 
whole  experienee  was  surreal.  It  didn’t  seem  possible  that  I 
was  aetually  in  the  middle  of  this  whole  thing.  All  my  life  I  had 
either  watehed  or  read  aeeounts  of  historieal  events.  In  Kosovo 
the  Panthers  didn’t  wateh  history  in  the  making — ^we  made  it. 
We  were  key  players  in  the  first  eonfliet  in  whieh  the  war  was 
fought  and  won  almost  exelusively  in  the  air.  That  I  eon- 
tributed  to  that  vietory  is  a  great  feeling,  but  every  onee  in  a 
while  I  think  to  myself,  “What  happened  over  there,  anyway?” 

If  you  get  them  away  from  the  eameras,  many  pilots  will  say 
that,  from  a  publie-support  point  of  view,  Kosovo  was  similar  to 
the  Vietnam  eonfliet.  The  older  members  of  my  squadron  who 
had  fought  in  Desert  Storm  told  us  of  how  the  support  from 
home  had  helped  boost  morale  during  the  tougher  times  of  the 
war.  In  Kosovo,  we  really  didn’t  get  mueh  support,  and,  to  tell  the 
truth,  we  did  not  even  get  the  animosily  I  had  read  about  during 
the  Vietnam  eonfliet.  It  seemed  to  me  that  most  Amerieans  did¬ 
n’t  know  that  the  war  was  going  on,  at  least  at  the  level  of  inten- 
sily  we  faeed.  It  beeomes  emotional  when  I  am  asked  to  risk  my 
life  for  a  just  eause.  To  take  sueh  a  risk  when  the  eause  is  eon- 
troversial  is  different.  It  is  simply  bizarre  to  do  so  for  a  eause  my 
eountrymen  seem  unaware  of  or  indifferent  to.  Therefore,  I  often 
found  myself  wondering  if  this  war  was  at  all  real. 

During  the  first  few  weeks  of  the  war,  we  fought  out  of 
Aviano.  My  squadron  was  housed  in  a  hotel  off  base  through¬ 
out  the  1990s — ever  sinee  Bosnia-Herzegovina  really  heated 
up.  When  we  entered  the  base  from  the  hotel,  there  would  be 
literally  thousands  of  people  outside  the  gates.  We  were  sure 
there  were  Serbian  intelligenee  gatherers  in  the  erowds,  and 
we  were  eoneerned  about  protests.  However,  it  seemed  that 
most  of  the  erowd  were  made  up  of  people  who  were  little  dif¬ 
ferent  from  those  eneountered  at  an  air  show — teenagers  who 
wanted  to  see  jets  launeh  in  the  early  morning  sunrise.  I 
wanted  to  seream  at  them,  “Do  you  realize  what’s  going  on 
here?”  It  was  really  strange. 
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We  were  direeted  to  reloeate  to  Gioia  del  Colle  AB,  soon  after 
the  war  started  and  Avlano  began  to  get  erowded.  Gioia  was  in 
southern  Italy,  mueh  eloser  to  Kosovo,  whieh  meant  an  in- 
ereased  sortie  rate  for  us.  It  also  meant  we  were  housed  like 
kings — our  enlisted  troops  were  in  quarters  near  the  beaeh, 
and  the  offieers  lived  in  a  great  hotel.  We  would  get  up  around 
0100,  arrive  at  work  about  0145,  brief,  launeh,  tank  up,  and 
enter  Kosovo  around  30  to  45  minutes  after  sunrise  to  get  the 
best  ehanee  of  identifying  targets.  Of  eourse,  that  also  gave  the 
Serbs  the  best  ehanee  of  seeing  us — a  eoneept  I  was  to  fully 
understand  after  my  third  sortie! 

After  45  minutes  of  hunting,  we  would  leave  Kosovo  and  re¬ 
fuel  in  Maeedonia,  and  then  go  baek  in.  After  this  seeond  vul 
period,  we  would  head  for  home,  making  a  total  sortie  dura¬ 
tion  of  around  four  and  one-half  hours.  We  would  land,  de¬ 
brief,  eat,  and  get  some  sleep  before  the  next  day’s  work.  We 
fought  exelusively  as  two-ships.  On  most  sorties  I  flew  as  a 
wingman  but  was  privileged  to  lead  six. 

I  was  getting  shot  at  daily,  but  to  wateh  CNN  Headline  News, 
Kosovo  was  a  eakewalk,  interrupted  only  by  ineompetent 
NATO  pilots  bombing  eivilians.  Of  eourse,  nothing  eould  have 
been  further  from  the  truth.  I  saw  my  elose  friends  going  to 
great  lengths  to  avoid  harming  innoeents,  often  putting  them¬ 
selves  at  eonsiderable  risk  in  the  proeess.  Guys  like  Capt 
Franeis  M.  “JD”  MeDonough  have  earned  my  everlasting  re- 
speet  for  their  aetions  to  keep  eivilians  safe  in  Kosovo.  This  is 
a  faeet  of  the  war  that  has  been  almost  entirely  overlooked. 

We  worked  under  ROEs  that  severely  hampered  our  ability 
to  attaek  targets.  We  were  strietly  forbidden  to  engage  if  there 
were  any  ehanee  of  eollateral  damage,  no  matter  how  small. 
That’s  an  important  goal,  but  when  taken  to  extremes,  it 
proved  very  frustrating.  As  an  example,  on  one  sortie,  I  saw  a 
red  vehiele  traveling  at  high  speed  towards  a  village.  I  paid  at¬ 
tention  to  it  beeause,  by  this  time  in  the  war,  we  had  pretty 
mueh  destroyed  the  petroleum  reserves  in  the  eountry.  A  eivil- 
ian  vehiele  raeing  down  the  highway  was  very  unusual — espe- 
eially  when  the  Kosovar -Albanians  had  been  foreibly  evaeu- 
ated  and  the  Serb  eivilians  were  given  a  very  low  gasoline 
priority.  Anyway,  this  vehiele  stopped  in  a  small  village.  A  few 
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minutes  later,  the  village  burst  into  flames.  The  vehiele  then 
left  the  village  as  quiekly  as  it  had  eome.  It  seemed  obvious 
that  Serbs  had  torehed  the  village.  The  Serbs,  who,  not  long 
into  the  war,  had  wisely  abandoned  their  tanks,  had  taken  to 
driving  around  in  stolen  Kosovar -Albanian  eivilian  vehieles. 
Even  though  this  vehiele  obviously  was  involved  with  hostile 
aetion,  we  were  prohibited  from  attaeking  it  beeause  it  was 
painted  red — not  the  green  of  Serb  military  vehieles! 

Now,  eompare  my  story  to  one  by  Gen  H.  Norman 
Sehwarzkopf,  eommander  of  Central  Command.  In  1991  he 
showed  the  world  “the  luekiest  man  in  Iraq,”  using  the  now- 
famous  video  of  a  bridge  being  destroyed  mere  seeonds  after 
that  Iraqi  eivilian  reaehed  the  other  side.  This  video  was  hu¬ 
morous  in  1991,  a  story  told  lightheartedly  by  both  the  mili¬ 
tary  and  the  media.  In  1999,  that  same  situation  would  have 
eaused  us  to  abort  the  attaek;  or  if  the  attaek  had  eontinued, 
it  would  have  generated  a  huge  media  uproar.  Weird?  To  me — 
yes.  Nevertheless,  it  is  probably  something  pilots  will  have  to 
deal  with  in  Ameriea’s  next  war. 

After  a  while,  the  war’s  routine  and  ROEs  began  to  affeet  us 
all — but  in  different  ways.  Some  guys  got  stressed  out  while 
others  grew  eomplaeent.  One  of  the  ehaplains  on  base  was 
quoted  in  a  major  newspaper  as  sa}dng  that  Kosovo  wasn’t  a 
real  war  beeause  of  the  great  eonditions  in  whieh  we  lived. 
That  was  nonsense  to  most  of  the  pilots.  By  this  time,  two 
NATO  planes  had  been  shot  down,  several  unmanned  drones 
had  been  blasted  from  the  sky,  and  two  Hogs  from  my  own 
unit  had  been  damaged.  The  pilot  of  one  of  them,  Maj  Goldie 
Haun,  was  my  flight  lead  the  day  he  was  hit.  I  will  never  for¬ 
get  eondueting  a  battle-damage  eheek  of  his  jet  on  the  way 
baek  over  the  border  and  seeing  a  huge  hole  where  his  engine 
used  to  be.  I  eould  aetually  see  his  helmet  through  the  eowl- 
ing  where  his  engine  should  have  been.  Goldie  was  lueky  to 
make  it  baek  to  friendly  territory  before  his  jet  stopped  flying 
altogether.  His  safe  reeovery  is  due  to  his  outstanding  flying 
skill  and  God’s  graee. 

In  some  ways  though,  the  ehaplain’s  eomments  were  un¬ 
derstandable.  Amerieans  see  images  of  World  War  II  and  Viet¬ 
nam,  and  somehow  feel  that  unless  there’s  mud  involved. 
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there  is  no  war.  Airpower  has  ehanged  the  reality  of  warfare — 
if  not  the  publie’s  pereeption.  World  War  II  bomber  pilots 
fought  over  Berlin  and  returned  to  party  in  London  that  night. 
USAF  erews  fought  in  Vietnam  from  sueh  hardship  loeations 
as  Guam.  So,  although  the  ehaplain  was  dead  wrong,  I  had  to 
admit  that  the  “Cappueeino  War,”  as  we  eame  to  eall  it,  wasn’t 
what  I  initially  expeeted  it  would  be.  There’s  something 
strange  about  watehing  my  flight  lead  get  smashed  by  a 
SAM — then  eoming  baek  to  base  and  ordering  the  greatest 
salmon  tortellini  I’ve  ever  had. 

To  all  of  us  who  fought,  Kosovo  was  an  important  time — to 
some,  a  life-defining  event.  For  example,  any  hesitation  I  had 
about  dropping  a  bomb  on  another  human  being  evaporated 
as  I  flew  over  Kosovo.  Serb  atroeities  were  elearly  seen — even 
from  three  and  one-half  miles  in  the  air.  The  eountry’s  high¬ 
ways  looked  like  parking  lots  as  Kosovar -Albanians  were 
foreed  to  abandon  their  vehieles  and  walk  into  Albania.  Entire 
villages  were  gutted  and  burned.  I  quiekly  learned  that  no 
matter  what  had  happened  between  these  ethnie  groups  in  the 
past,  the  Serbs  were  elearly  the  oppressors  now.  So  the  first 
time  I  was  ealled  on  to  attaek  a  eonvoy  of  Serb  military  vehi¬ 
eles,  just  outside  a  barraeks  in  eentral  Kosovo,  I  had  no  moral 
problems  at  all.  I  rolled  in,  put  my  pipper  on  the  target,  piek- 
led  off  my  bombs,  pulled  up,  spit  out  some  flares,  and  elimbed 
baek  into  the  sun  to  proteet  myself  from  heat-seeking  missiles. 
Just  like  that. 

Due  to  my  younger  son’s  health,  I  was  allowed  to  return 
home  on  the  first  available  transport  after  the  fighting  ended. 
It  was  a  great  flight — not  in  the  normal  sense,  of  eourse,  sinee 
C-130s  are  notoriously  uneomfortable.  No,  it  was  a  great  flight 
beeause  I  had  made  it!  I  had  survived  the  eonfusing  polities, 
five  months  of  deployment,  and  almost  three  months  of  sus¬ 
tained  eombat.  Not  only  had  I  survived,  but  I  had  proven  to 
myself  that  I  eould  perform  in  eombat.  That  might  not  seem 
like  mueh — after  all,  we  fighter  pilots  like  to  aet  like  nothing 
ean  stop  us.  But  there’s  always  that  nagging  question,  “Do  I 
have  what  it  takes?”  I  knew  the  answer,  and  it  felt  good! 

I  returned  to  Spangdahlem  late  at  night.  Our  parent  wing, 
the  52d  AEW,  had  been  launehing,  flying,  and  reeovering  F- 
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16CJ  and  F-117  Nighthawk  combat  sorties  during  virtually 
the  entire  eonfliet.  I  figured  that  this  base  would  know  just 
how  big  a  deal  the  fighting  had  really  been.  As  I  drove  in  the 
gate,  I  saw  the  “Weleome  to  Spangdahlem”  sign.  Below  it  was 
a  message  that,  for  me,  truly  typified  the  publie’s  awareness  of 
the  eombat  we  had  experieneed  in  Kosovo: 

CONGRATULATIONS 
DENTAL  ASSISTANT 
APPRECIATION  WEEK 
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Target  Identification  and 
Rules  of  Engagement 

Introduction 

Lt  Col  Chris  “Kimos”  Hoove 

We  wrote  this  ehapter  with  a  little  trepidation,  sinee  it  ad¬ 
dresses  some  sensitive  and  potentially  eontroversial  topies.  Nev¬ 
ertheless,  we  think  it  is  important  to  diseuss  how  the  air  eam- 
paign  against  fielded  ground  forees  was  guided  and  exeeuted  at 
the  taetieal  level  so  that  readers  understand  and  appreeiate  the 
essential  war -fighter  lessons  from  our  OAF  experienees.  The  au¬ 
thors  neither  examined  all  aspeets  of  the  air  eampaign  nor  at¬ 
tempted  to  analyze  and  draw  eonelusions  about  the  instruetions 
that  originated  at  higher  levels  of  eommand.  We  only  deseribe 
how  the  ROEs  affeeted  our  operations — without  speeulation  on 
the  deeision-maktng  proeess  that  developed  them.  We  diseuss 
how  ROEs  ean  best  serve  an  air  eampaign’s  objeetives,  partieu- 
larly  in  low-  to  medium-tntensily  air  operations  against  ground 
forees.  Our  observations  and  eonelusions  are  from  a  taetieal  per- 
speetive;  from  that  perspeetive  and  at  various  times,  we  found 
the  ROEs  operationally  eonstraining  and  war  extending. 

As  the  eampaign’s  first  AFACs  (and  the  ones  who  spent  the 
most  time  over  Kosovo),  we  deteeted,  identified,  seleeted,  and 
engaged  most  of  the  fielded  Serb  forees  that  NATO  engaged. 
We  diseuss  target  identifieation  and  ROEs  in  the  same  ehap¬ 
ter  beeause  they  had  the  greatest  in-flight  influenee  on  deter¬ 
mining  whieh  targets  to  leave  alone  and  whieh  to  destroy. 

Target  Identification 

Target  identifieation  was  the  eritieal  proeess  through  whieh 
AFACs  loeated  potential  targets  and  determined  whether  or  not 
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they  were  valid.  We  used  many  methods.  First,  we  reeeived  a 
daily  list  from  the  CAOC  that  eontained  possible  targets  and 
their  loeations,  sueh  as  “four  tanks  at  eoordinates  yyyy  North 
and  xxxx  East.”  The  list  was  developed  during  the  12  hours  prior 
to  its  release,  using  the  best  available  information.  Even  so,  we 
quiekly  learned  that  it  was  hopelessly  outdated  and  generally 
useless.  While  some  of  the  information  may  have  been  ineorreet 
from  the  start,  it  was  more  likely  that  the  Serb  forees  had  moved 
during  the  12-24  hours  it  took  for  the  data  to  be  gathered,  ana¬ 
lyzed,  and  disseminated — and  for  us  to  launeh,  get  overhead, 
and  maneuver  into  a  position  to  attaek.  The  US  Army’s  Hunter 
UAVs  were  a  mueh  better  souree  of  timely  information.  Their 
usefulness,  however,  was  still  a  funetion  of  the  elapsed  time  from 
their  observation  to  our  getting  overhead. 

The  erews  on  the  E-8  JSTARS  aireraft  provided  the  loeation  of 
vehieles  or  eonvoys  that  were  moving  in  the  KEZ.  We  found 
these  erews  to  be  very  professional  and  aeeurate  in  their  as¬ 
sessments  of  eonvoy  size,  makeup,  and  loeation.  Initially  we  re¬ 
lied  heavily  on  JSTARS  for  target  information  and  found  our¬ 
selves  rushing  (as  fast  as  a  Hog  ean  rush)  aeross  Kosovo  to 
identify  all  eonvoys,  diseovering  that  the  vast  majority  of  them 
were  eivllian  vehieles.  The  Serbs  quiekly  eountered  the  JSTARS 
eapability  by  hiding  their  armored  vehieles  and  mixing  their 
other  military  vehieles  in  among  the  eivllian  ears,  trueks,  and 
traetors  that  made  up  the  large  refugee  eonvoys.  Often  we  were 
ealled  to  identify  a  eonvoy  while  in  the  proeess  of  setting  up  to 
attaek  a  valid  target.  We  would  abort  that  attaek,  fly  to  the  eon¬ 
voy,  eonfirm  it  was  limited  to  refugee  vehieles,  run  out  of  gas, 
and  be  foreed  to  return  to  base  or  go  to  the  tanker.  That  ap- 
proaeh  left  the  original  valid  targets  undamaged.  We  agreed 
within  the  first  two  weeks  to  ehange  taeties.  The  JSTARS  erew 
members  would  give  us  an  initial  target-area  briefing,  and  then 
we  would  “pull”  information  rather  than  have  them  “push”  it — 
unless,  of  eourse,  they  saw  a  partieularfy  interesting  target. 

There  were  too  few  JSTARS  aireraft  in-theater  to  provide 
around-the-eloek  eoverage.  The  CAOC  direeted  JSTARS  to  sup¬ 
port  daylight  KEZ  operations,  whleh  left  the  night  uneovered. 
We  later  eoneluded  that  the  E-8  would  have  been  mueh  more 
produetive  had  it  flown  at  night.  The  Serbs  generally  stopped 
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moving  equipment  during  the  day  beeause  we  had  been  sue- 
eessful  in  aequiring  them  visually  and  pieking  them  off.  How¬ 
ever,  they  beeame  very  aetive  at  night — moving  and  digging  like 
erazy.  Every  morning  artillery  had  been  moved  to  new  pits;  more 
revetments,  tunnels,  and  dugouts  had  been  eonstrueted  to  pro- 
teet  APCs;  and  the  wreekage  of  the  armor  and  artillery  that  we 
destroyed  the  day  before  had  been  reeovered  and  moved. 

Our  proposal  to  switeh  JSTARS  from  day  to  night  operations 
was  passed  to  the  CAOC.  We  reasoned  that  the  JSTARS  erews 
would  be  able  to  observe  the  Serbs’  nightly  movements  and  in¬ 
form  us  where  they  had  reloeated  their  weaponry,  so  that  at 
daybreak  we  eould  schwack  ’em.  JSTARS  would  also  be  able 
to  assist  the  nighttime  F-16CG  and  Guard  A- 10  FACs.  The 
CAOC  rejeeted  our  proposal,  beliving  that  JSTARS  alreraft 
were  needed  during  the  day,  when  most  small  Serbian  military 
targets  were  being  struek. 

The  laek  of  satellites  or  drone  imagery  was  also  a  serious  void 
in  our  tool  kit  for  loeating  targets.  We  did  not  have  a  dedieated 
imagery-produetion  proeess  to  provide  our  unit  with  photos  of 
the  Serbs’  fielded  forees.  Perhaps  those  targets  did  not  have  suf- 
lieient  priority  or  had  been  deemed  “too  hard”  to  loeate.  Whatever 
the  reason,  the  CAOC  provided  imagery  on  only  a  few  oeeasions. 

The  40th  EOG’s  operations-intelligenee  seetion  eontained 
some  of  the  unsung  heroes  in  the  A-lO’s  OAF  sueeess.  This  out¬ 
standing  group  was  eomprised  of  elements  from  the  52d  FW  at 
Spang  and  the  23d  Fighter  Group  at  Pope,  and  was  well  led  by 
1st  Lt  Stephen  “Al”  Smith  and  Capt  Kenneth  R.  “Ken”  Uhler. 
Their  ereative  response  to  the  imagery  problem  provided  us  with 
many  good  pietures  that  resulted  in  numerous  eonfirmed  kills. 
They  fought  hard  to  aequire  the  equipment  neeessary  to  aeeess 
the  Web  sites  that  eontained  elassified  US  imagery  and  then 
spent  two  to  three  hours  every  night  searehlng  and  downloading 
satellite  target  pietures  of  Serbian  forees  in  the  KEZ.  They  also 
bunt  a  solid  working  relationship  with  the  British  inteUigenee 
seetion  loeated  aeross  the  street  from  our  operations  building. 
Their  GR-7  Harriers  often  earned  photoreeonnaissanee  pods, 
and  our  Intel  eounterparts  would  proeess  the  morning’s  film,  an¬ 
alyze  and  enlarge  the  best  prospeets,  and  then  bring  them  over 
to  our  unit.  From  these  two  sourees,  Al  and  Ken  built  the  eagerly 
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anticipated  “Hog  menu  of  the  day”  target  list.  Some  days  were 
rieher  than  others,  but  the  Hog  menu  usually  ineluded  at  least 
three  and  as  many  as  seven  targets. 


USAF  Photo 


British  GR-7  Harrier 


Sadly,  there  was  another  souree  of  beautiful  imagery  for  find¬ 
ing  Serb  army  targets  that  we  were  unable  to  exploit.  The  Freneh 
army  operated  ground-eontrolled  reeonnaissanee  drones  and 
routinely  eoUeeted  imagery  during  the  eourse  of  the  eonfliet  that 
eould  have  been  very  valuable.  We  were  unable  to  use  it  beeause 
we  did  not  even  know  it  existed.  I  first  beeame  aware  of  this  ea- 
pability  a  year  after  OAF  while  visiting  a  large  open  house  in  Sep¬ 
tember  2000  that  was  hosted  jointly  by  the  Freneh  army  and  the 
Freneh  Joint  Defense  College.  There  I  met  members  of  the  61st 
Artillery  Regiment  as  they  displayed  their  CL  289  and  CreeereUe 
optieal  and  IR-imagery  drones.  They  explained  that  their  drones 
were  able  to  take  both  day  and  night  pietures,  and  that  they  also 
had  data  links  for  real-time  imagery  transmission.  Curious,  I 
asked  their  leader  if  they  had  partieipated  in  any  reeent  opera¬ 
tions.  A  lieutenant  said,  “Yes,  Kosovo.”  I  then  asked  them  from 
where,  and  they  replied  “Kumanovo” — ^whieh  had  been  our  Maee- 
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donlan  entry  point  into  the  eastern  half  of  the  KEZ.  I  asked  them 
how  they  employed  their  drones,  and  they  said  they  flew  them 
daily  to  determine  the  positions  of  Serb  army  tanks,  APCs,  and 
artillery — exaetiy  in  the  areas  where  we  flew  our  missions.  They 
normally  flew  them  at  night  so  that  they  would  have  a  good 
ground  order  of  battle  for  the  beginning  of  the  day.  I  asked  if  their 
operations  had  been  effeetive.  They  said,  “Yes,”  and  added  that 
they  got  very  good,  if  not  eomplete,  information  on  Serb  army 
dispositions.  I  asked  them  to  whom  they  sent  their  imagery,  and 
they  said  to  the  normal  Freneh  army-intelligenee  ehannels. 

I  was  flabbergasted.  As  the  sun  went  up  eaeh  day,  we  were 
always  the  first  AFACs  aeross  the  border,  and  we  desperately 
needed  that  kind  of  imagery  to  find  targets.  The  Freneh  im¬ 
agery  would  have  been  perfeet  for  us  sinee  it  eould  have  been 
delivered  elose  enough  to  real  time  that  the  enemy  eould  not 
have  moved  his  weaponry  before  we  arrived  overhead.  Some¬ 
one  had  it — but  we  didn’t.  I  ean’t  speeulate  on  where  it  went 
or  why  it  never  got  to  us,  but  obviously  every  possibility  for  ob¬ 
taining  erueial  target  information  should  be  exploited. 

Another  good  souree  of  eurrent  target  information  was  the 
CAOC’s  foree-level  exeeution  (FLEX)  targeting  eell.  The  FLEX 
eell  fused  information  gained  from  various  sourees,  using  a 
variety  of  methods,  and  was  often  able  to  determine  the  loea- 
tion  of  aetively  operating  Serb  army  units  and  eommand 
posts.  For  example,  when  a  Serb  artillery  unit  fired  on  a  Koso¬ 
var  village,  the  US  Army’s  eounterbattery  radar  eould  plot  the 
Serbs’  position.  Similarly,  when  a  Serb  eommand  post  trans¬ 
mitted  orders  on  its  radios,  our  eleetronie  warfare  (EW)  folks 
eould  triangulate  its  loeation.  The  FLEX  eell  also  reeeived  tar¬ 
get  information  from  Predator  drones.  The  eell  fused  all  of  this 
information  and  passed  it  to  the  ABCCC,  whieh  would  then 
eontaet  the  AFAC  in  the  area  nearest  the  suspeeted  target.  The 
AFAC  would  then  take  a  look,  and  our  experienee  eonfirmed 
that  the  FLEX  information  was  usually  quite  aeeurate.  The 
marriage  of  drones  and  AFACs  to  loeate  and  engage  targets 
was  a  first  for  either  eombat  or  training  operations.  Sometimes 
it  worked  well,  and  sometimes  it  didn’t.  Our  pioneering  work 
with  Predator  is  addressed  more  fully  in  ehapter  7. 
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USAF  Photo 


RQ-1 A  Predator,  a  long-endurance,  medium-altitude  unmanned  aircraft  system 
for  surveillance  and  reconnaissance  missions 


Even  with  all  this  high-tech  help,  we  still  located  about  80 
percent  of  the  targets  we  engaged  using  our  Mk-1  eyeballs, 
augmented  by  our  trusty  12-power  gyrostabilized  binoculars. 
A  typical  OAF  AFAC  scenario  would  begin  with  thorough  flight 
planning  using  the  best  target  information  available  from  all 
sources.  After  takeoff  the  AFAC  would  contact  ABCCC  and/or 
JSTARS  and  integrate  their  updates  into  his  mission  planning 
while  en  route  to  the  KEZ.  He  would  then  proceed  directly  to 
the  target  areas.  The  AFAC  would  focus  on  either  the  highest 
priority  target  or  the  one  that  had  the  highest  likelihood  of 
being  found.  Failing  to  find  anything  to  attack  at  the  target  co¬ 
ordinates  and  lacking  any  other  good  target  information,  the 
AFAC  would  proceed  to  areas  where  his  experience  suggested 
that  he  might  find  something  worth  attacking. 

When  AFACs  looked  for  a  particular  target  around  a  set  of  co¬ 
ordinates,  their  observant,  naked  eyes  could  often  spot  telltale 
signs  of  other  targets — new  revetments,  tracks  leading  into  the 
woods,  and  unusually  configured  shapes  on  a  hillside.  “Well, 
looky  here!”  was  our  normal  reaction.  The  AFAC  would  then  use 
his  binoculars  to  get  a  closer  look,  and  if  it  proved  to  be  a  valid 
target,  he’d  set  up  attacks.  After  our  AFACs  returned  to  the 
squadron,  they  compiled  their  own  list  of  AFAC-located  (but  not 
destroyed)  targets  to  be  included  in  the  daily  mission  reports  to 
the  CAOC  and  for  follow-on  AFACs  to  use  in  their  flight  planning. 
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USAF  Photo 


Artillery  pit  found  and  attacked  by  an  A-10  AFAC.  The  barrel  was  blown  off  and 
found  nearby. 


Rules  of  Engagement 

Rules  of  engagement  are  exactly  what  the  term  implies — rules 
that  Umit  friendly  forces’  operations  as  they  engage  hostile  forces. 
There  were  two  levels  of  ROEs  during  OAF:  those  imposed  by  the 
integrated  NATO  command  authorities  and  those  imposed  by 
nations  (or  their  organic  commands)  on  their  own  forces.  In  most 
cases,  national  ROEs  were  more  restrictive.  For  example,  out  of 
concern  for  the  vulnerability  of  their  particular  aircraft,  some  na¬ 
tions  raised  the  minimum-attack  altitude  for  their  aircraft  to 
above  that  published  in  the  NATO  ROEs. 

ROEs  were  proposed,  developed,  and  changed  at  several  lev¬ 
els  within  the  command  hierarchy.  In  our  case,  ROEs  origi¬ 
nated  with  and  were  reviewed  by  political  authorities  at  the 
North  Atlantic  Council  (NAC)  in  Brussels;  SACEUR  at  Mons, 
Belgium;  commander,  AFSOUTH  at  Naples,  Italy;  commander, 
AIRSOUTH;  and  the  CFACC.  We  understood  that  commander 
of  AFSOUTH,  at  the  operational  level,  was  the  chief  ROE-setting 
authority. 
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NATO  authorities  “published”  air-eampaign  ROEs  in  several 
doeuments  that  were  then  disseminated  to  subordinate  head¬ 
quarters  and  units.  ROEs  were  published  in  the  air  operations 
direetive  and  speeial  instruetions  (SPINS).  Additionally,  be- 
eause  ROEs  often  ehanged,  the  CAOC  dedieated  a  seetion  of 
the  daily  ATO  to  list  all  of  the  ROEs  applieable  to  that  day’s 
sorties.  All  OAF  units  reviewed  that  dedieated  seetion  during 
their  pre-mission  preparation  and  found  it  very  useful. 

ROEs  for  KEZ  operations  fell  into  three  general  eategories:  al¬ 
titude  restrietions,  restrieted  (no-attaek)  zones  on  the  ground, 
and  proeedures  to  lower  the  risk  of  eollateral  damage.  Altitude 
restrietions  were  designed  to  minimize  the  risk  to  airerews  from 
SAM  and  AAA  threats.  Higher  altitude  either  puts  the  aireraft 
above  the  enemy’s  effeetive  eapability  or  provides  the  airerew 
with  enough  time  to  reaet  and  defeat  the  surfaee-to-air  threats. 
On  30  Mareh,  at  the  outset  of  CAIFF  operations,  we  were  given 
the  same  minimum-altitude  restrietion  as  aireraft  flying  in  in- 
terdietion  paekages — 15,000  feet  AGL.  Although  it  kept  us  rela¬ 
tively  safe,  this  altitude  made  identifieation  of  small  military  ve- 
hieles  very  diffieult  and  rendered  A- 10  attaeks  praetieally 
impossible.  By  6  April  the  mission-support  elements  of  the  stan¬ 
dard  KEZ  paekage  (SEAD,  EW,  ABCCC,  NAEW,  and  eombat  air 
patrol  [CAP])  had  demonstrated  their  ability  to  suppress  the 
most  lethal  Serb  threats,  and  we  were  able  to  eonvinee  the 
CAOC  to  let  AFACs  deseend  to  10,000  feet  AGL. 

We  operated  with  that  minimum  ROE  altitude  until  14 
April — the  tragie  day  when  a  eivilian-vehiele  eonvoy  was  ineor- 
reetly  identified  as  a  Serb  military  target  and  attaeked  by 
NATO  aireraft.  In  reaetion  to  this  ineident,  the  CAOC  ehanged 
the  minimum  altitudes  for  KEZ  operations  to  improve  target 
eonfirmation.  AFACs  eould  deseend  to  5,000  feet  AGL,  and  all 
fighters  eould  deseend  to  8,000  feet  AGL  during  target  attaek. 
These  ROEs  seemed  baekwards  to  us  Hog  drivers  at  Gioia. 
Most  enemy  missile  launehes  oeeurred  while  the  AFACs  were 
searehing  for  targets,  foeused  on  the  ground,  and  doing  very 
little  maneuvering — not  during  weapons  delivery.  We  immedi¬ 
ately  direeted  all  of  our  pilots  to  eonduet  target  seareh  no 
lower  than  10,000  feet  AGL. 
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No-attack  zones  were  geographieally  defined  areas  within 
Kosovo  in  whieh  we  eould  not  expend  ordnanee.  Restrieted 
areas  were  also  geographieally  defined  areas  within  Kosovo 
where  weapons  eould  be  employed  only  after  reeeiving  CAOC 
permission.  Various  authorities  had  established  these  zones  for 
a  variety  of  reasons.  The  first  sueh  area  to  appear  in  the  ROEs 
was  the  no-attaek  zone  within  10  nautieal  miles  of  the  Maee- 
donlan  border.  While  at  first  we  did  not  understand,  we  later 
learned  that  the  zone  was  meant  to  reduee  the  risk  of  possible 
Serb  reprisals  on  NATO  troops  in  Maeedonia.  Authorities  ap¬ 
parently  believed  that  the  Serbs  might  eonfuse  the  souree  of  the 
ordnanee  raining  down  on  them.  Their  eoneern  was  that  the 
Serbs  would  ignore  the  NATO  fighters  overhead,  eredit  the  at- 
taeks  to  NATO  artillery  to  the  south,  and  expand  the  war  into 
Maeedonia.  Other  restrieted  areas  were  ereated  near  the  end  of 
the  eampaign,  partieularly  in  areas  where  it  was  thought  the 
KLA  was  operating  or  where  refugees  were  gathered. 

Finally,  we  followed  a  variety  of  rules  designed  to  lower  the 
risk  of  collateral  damage,  eommonly  defined  as  the  uninten¬ 
tional  or  ineidental  injury  or  damage  to  persons  or  objeets  that 
are  not  military  targets.  The  various  rules  ineluded  a  tempo¬ 
rary  prohibition  on  the  use  of  eluster  munitions,  the  require¬ 
ment  for  CAOC  approval  before  attaeking  targets  elose  to  eivil- 
ian  struetures,  and  restrietions  on  the  type  and  eolor  of 
vehieles  that  eould  be  engaged. 

Eaeh  of  these  rules  had  intentional  and  unintentional  eon- 
sequenees  for  target  identifieation  and  target  engagement. 
ROEs  ealling  for  higher  minimum  made  the  pilots’  task  of 
judging  whether  the  vehieles  on  the  ground  were  eivilian  or 
military  more  diffieult.  The  border  of  a  no-attaek  zone  meant 
the  enemy  eould  move  from  imminent  danger  on  one  side  of  a 
road  to  sanetuary  on  the  other  side.  Other  attaek  restrietions 
on  areas,  munitions,  and  target  eategories  slowed  down  the 
proseeution  of  attaeks.  During  this  waiting  period  targets 
eould  eseape  by  moving  to  a  sanetuary  area,  weather  might 
move  in  and  hide  them  from  attaek,  or  the  waiting  attaek  air- 
eraft  might  run  low  on  fuel  and  be  foreed  to  depart  before  re¬ 
eeiving  an  attaek  elearanee. 
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Approval  Process 

In  the  beginning  of  KEZ  operations,  the  ROEs  were  quite 
simple:  AFACs  were  their  own  attaek-elearanee  authority  after 
they  had  determined  that  the  suspeeted  objeet  was  a  valid 
military  target.  CAOC  approval  was  required  only  when  the 
AFAC  judged  that  the  attaek  might  eause  eollateral  damage — 
usually  to  eivilian  buildings.  During  the  eourse  of  the  eoniliet, 
many  additional  target  types  were  moved  from  the  disere- 
tionary  list  to  one  that  required  CAOC  approval.  Later,  geo- 
graphie  areas  were  defined,  and  targets  in  those  new  restrieted 
areas  required  CAOC  approval  prior  to  attaek. 

AFACs  often  beeame  frustrated  when  it  appeared  the  CAOC 
was  seeond-guessing  the  targets  they  had  ehosen  to  attaek. 
For  example,  on  the  seeond  day  of  KEZ  attaeks,  near  the 
southwestern  border  of  Kosovo,  I  had  loeated  two  large,  dark- 
green  military  deuee-and-a-half  trueks,  eomplete  with  eurved 
eanvas  tops.  They  were  parked  just  off  an  asphalt  road  on  the 
north  side  of  high  terrain,  northwest  of  Mount  Pastrik.  As  I 
talked  a  flight  of  Duteh  F-16s  through  an  attaek  on  these  two 
targets,  ABCCC  ealled  in-the-elear,  on  strike  frequeney,  and 
asked  whether  I  had  positively  eonfirmed  that  the  target  was 
military.  I  responded,  “Yes.”  The  F-16s  had  missed  on  their 
first  pass,  so  I  direeted  them  to  make  another  attaek.  Appar¬ 
ently  my  answer  to  the  ABCCC  wasn’t  suffieient  for  the  CAOC. 
ABCCC  then  asked  me  to  deseribe  the  target — evidently  to  per¬ 
sonally  eonfirm  that  it  was  military.  Beeause  we  had  already 
reeeived  AAA  fire,  I  didn’t  think  we  should  loiter  in  this  area. 
Barely  able  to  maintain  my  eomposure,  I  deseribed  the  trueks 
in  detail.  After  landing  I  ealled  our  CAOC  representative  who 
told  me  that  sinee  JSTARS  had  not  deteeted  trueks  in  that 
area,  the  battle-staff  direetor  needed  additional  assuranee  on 
the  target.  In  this  ease,  JSTARS  eould  not  see  the  trueks  be¬ 
eause  a  high  mountain  bloeked  the  line  of  sight  between  its 
radar  orbit  and  the  trueks.  Likewise,  the  E-8’s  moving-target 
indieator  would  not  have  highlighted  the  parked  trueks. 

We  appreeiated  the  CAOC’s  eoneern  for  avoiding  eivilian 
nontargets.  In  a  similar  manner,  I  was  partieularly  proud  of 
our  pilots’  striet  diseipline,  whieh  ensured  that  their  attaeks 
and  the  ones  they  direeted  avoided  eollateral  eivilian  damage. 
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If  they  were  in  doubt  about  the  military  nature  of  the  target  or 
the  possibility  of  damaging  a  eivilian  strueture,  they  brought 
their  ordnanee  home  and  let  the  potential  bad  guys  eseape.  To 
do  otherwise  might  have  eost  the  lives  of  innoeent  people  and 
severely  jeopardized  the  politieal  support  for  KEZ  operations. 
As  CAOC  “interferenee”  beeame  routine,  I  learned  to  eontrol 
my  blood  pressure,  jink,  and  talk  to  ABCCC. 

The  CAOC  seemed  poorly  organized  to  aet  quiekly  when  the 
ROEs  required  its  approval.  When  an  AFAC  independently 
found  a  target  in  a  restrieted  area  or  elose  to  a  village,  it  usu¬ 
ally  took  15  to  20  minutes  to  obtain  approval.  For  example, 
using  Lt  A1  Smith’s  intel  imagery,  Maj  Goldie  Haun  diseovered 
what  he  thought  to  be  a  radar -missile  launeher  in  an  area 
south  of  Pristina.  I  flew  there  the  next  morning  and  found  the 
small,  wooded  area  just  on  the  southern  edge  of  a  square  vil¬ 
lage.  From  15,000  feet  I  looked  down  through  the  trees  with 
my  binoeulars  and  did  not  see  any  launehers.  I  did,  however, 
see  about  10  reetangular  metal  eanisters  staeked  on  a  flatbed 
trailer  in  the  eenter  of  the  woods.  They  were  about  15  feet  long 
and  the  size  of  radar -guided  missiles.  I  had  two  problems:  the 
eanisters  were  less  than  100  meters  from  the  nearest  house  in 
the  village,  and  a  low  deek  of  elouds  had  begun  to  move  in  and 
would  soon  bloek  my  view  of  the  target  area.  The  trees  pre¬ 
vented  sueeess  when  I  tried  to  look  up  the  trailer  with  a  Mav- 
eriek,  and  the  low  elouds  to  the  east  ruled  out  an  airburst  Mk- 
82  attaek  flying  on  a  heading  parallel  to  the  houses — the  only 
attaek  axis  that  would  minimize  the  risk  to  the  oeeupants  of 
the  house.  I  still  had  my  30  mm  eannon,  whieh  would  work 
just  fine.  Moving  off  to  the  west  to  mask  my  interest  in  the 
area,  I  ealled  ABCCC  on  seeure  radio  to  request  approval  to  at¬ 
taek  the  trailer  and  had  to  wait  25  minutes  for  a  response. 
During  that  time,  the  low  elouds  moved  into  the  area  around 
the  trailer.  I  made  several  more  ealls  to  help  expedite  the 
elearanee.  I  finally  got  the  CAOC’s  approval  to  attaek,  and  with 
it  eame  the  direetion  to  “use  the  gun  and  not  hit  any  houses!” 

The  delay  and  the  taetieal  direetion  were  absurd  and  a  elear 
violation  of  the  prineiple  of  “eentralized  eontrol  and  deeentral- 
ized  exeeution.  ”  The  expert  on  the  weapon  systems’  eapabili- 
ties  and  limitations  had  been  sitting  in  the  eoekpit,  looking  at 
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the  target,  fully  eapable  of  making  a  real-time  exeeution  deei- 
sion  eonsistent  with  ROEs  that  eentralized  eontrol  had  gener¬ 
ated.  During  those  25  minutes,  the  low  elouds  moved  in  and 
obseured  the  northern  end  of  the  target  area.  Beeause  the 
elouds  limited  my  options,  the  only  attaek  heading  I  eould 
then  use  was  south  to  north — pointed  direetly  at  the  village. 
My  bullets  eould  have  rieoeheted  off  the  trailer  and  into  the 
houses.  The  poliey  to  eentralize  exeeution  deeisions  had 
eaused  the  delay,  whieh  had  allowed  the  weather  to  ehange, 
the  Serb  missile  eanisters  to  eseape  attaek,  and  the  missiles  in 
those  eanisters  to  remain  part  of  the  enemy’s  eombat  eapabil- 
ity.  Perhaps  those  missiles  were  some  of  the  many  that  were 
subsequently  shot  at  our  pilots. 

The  CAOC’s  aetions  indieated  that  its  personnel  were  under 
eolossal  pressure  to  produee  results  and  avoid  eollateral  dam¬ 
age.  They  regularly  interrupted  our  attaeks — even  those  au¬ 
thorized  by  the  ROEs.  In  their  zeal  to  ensure  we  had  the  most 
up-to-date  ROEs,  the  CAOC  prompted  ABCCC  erews  to  re¬ 
mind  us  of  what  and  where  we  eould  and  eould  not  attaek. 
Unfortunately,  these  ealls  were  sometimes  made  over  the 
strike  frequeneies  that  Serbs  monitored,  allowing  them  to 
hear,  “You  eannot  attaek  any  targets  within  10  miles  of  the 
Maeedonia  border,”  “you  eannot  attaek  any  trueks,  eivilian  ve- 
hieles,  vehieles  painted  white,”  and  other  similar  transmis¬ 
sions.  The  unintended  eonsequenees  of  these  in-the-elear 
transmissions  were  that  Serbs  began  moving  their  forees 
south  to  within  10  miles  of  the  Maeedonian  border  and  started 
transporting  their  troops  in  eivilian  vehieles  instead  of  APCs — 
we  saw  white  eharter  buses  everywhere. 

Even  when  AFACs  were  direeted  to  enter  restrieted  areas  to 
find  speeifie  CAOC-identified  targets,  they  were  still  required 
to  reeeive  CAOC  approval  before  they  attaeked.  On  one  oeea- 
sion  the  CAOC  tasked  Capt  Jim  Meger  to  find  and  destroy  a 
Serb  eommand  post.  After  loeating  it  he  requested  approval  to 
attaek.  It  then  took  the  CAOC  20  minutes  to  approve  the  strike 
against  the  eommand  post  it  had  sent  him  to  destroy.  These 
delays  not  only  allowed  some  targets  to  eseape  attaek,  but  also 
put  our  pilots  at  greater  risk.  On  this  oeeasion,  it  took  the 
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Serbs  a  lot  less  than  20  minutes  to  loeate  Jim,  draw  a  bead, 
and  fire  two  missiles  at  him  (see  ehap.  4). 

Our  frustrations  grew.  We  were  getting  shot  at  while  we 
waited  for  CAOC  elearanee  to  attaek,  we  watehed  helplessly  as 
Serbs  in  “eivilian”  vehieles  burned  villages,  and  we  were  de¬ 
nied  elearanee  to  attaek  enemy  troops  and  equipment  in  the 
ROE-designed  sanetuaries.  I  began  briefing  visiting  dignitaries 
on  our  sueeesses  and  frustrations  when  they  passed  through 
our  base  at  Gioia.  In  late  April  I  deseribed  our  situation — from 
our  point  of  view,  warts  and  all — to  two  very  distinguished  vis¬ 
itors,  Aeting  Seeretary  of  the  Air  Foree  F.  Whitten  Peters  and 
Gen  John  P.  Jumper,  eommander  of  USAFE.  I  emphasized 
that,  while  we  thought  the  eurrent  situation  was  unaeeept- 
able,  we  also  understood  there  were  probably  some  aspeets  of 
the  ROEs  and  target-approval  proeess  that  might  justify  the 
delays.  So,  we  thought  that  informing  us  of  those  eonstraints 
eould  make  the  whole  proeess  more  responsive  and  that  we 
eould  better  fulfill  our  responsibility  for  identifying  valid  tar¬ 
gets.  They  listened  earefully.  General  Jumper  took  a  lot  of 
notes,  asked  who  had  been  working  these  issues  for  us  at  the 
CAOC,  and  asked  if  I  knew  whether  Lt  Gen  Mike  Short  was 
aware  of  our  problems.  I  told  him  that,  every  day,  we  passed 
our  eoneerns  to  the  lieutenant  eolonel  who  represented  our 
unit  at  the  CAOC.  He  replied,  “Now  you’ve  got  a  four  star.” 

General  Jumper  suggested  that  I  go  to  the  CAOC  to  brief 
General  Short  personally.  I  thought  that  was  a  good  idea  and 
diseussed  it  with  Lt  Col  Walrus  Heise,  our  representative.  I  ex- 
peeted  to  be  summoned  to  the  CAOC  during  the  days  that  fol¬ 
lowed.  A  few  days  later  our  unit  got  a  eall  to  attend  a  eonfer- 
enee  at  Tirana,  Albania,  with  General  Short  and  Lt  Gen  John 
W.  Hendrix,  the  US  Army  V  Corps  eommander.  The  purpose  of 
the  eonferenee  was  to  diseuss  employment  options  with  the 
US  Army  Apaehe  helieopters.  We  hoped  to  diseuss  the  ROEs 
with  General  Short  while  we  were  there. 

Colonel  Thompson,  Lt  Col  Coke  Koeehle,  our  two  squadron 
weapons  offieers,  and  I  flew  as  passengers  in  a  C-21  from  Gioia 
del  Colie  to  Tirana  on  1  May.  We  did  not  know  that  General 
Jumper  had  sent  General  Short  an  E-mail  outlining  our  griev- 
anees  with  the  ROEs  and  approval  proeess.  We  soon  diseovered 
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just  how  unhappy  General  Short  was  when  he  ealled  Coke  and 
me  aside  at  the  end  of  the  Apaehe  eonferenee.  Coke  had  worked 
for  General  Short  at  Headquarters  USAFE,  knew  him  well,  and 
was  not  eompletely  unhinged  by  the  dressing-down  that  fol¬ 
lowed.  General  Short  detailed  for  us — ^with  ineandeseent  elar- 
ity — that  when  our  eommander,  a  four-star  flag  offieer  (Viee 
Adm  James  O.  Ellis  Jr.,  AFSOUTH  and  NATO  joint  foree  eom¬ 
mander)  had  determined  the  ROEs,  he  expeeted  his  field 
graders  to  understand  and  follow  them,  or  seek  elarifieation  in 
appropriate  ehannels.  He  did  not  need  those  same  offieers  tak¬ 
ing  their  gripes  to  another  four  star  when  they  failed  to  under¬ 
stand  or  disagreed  with  the  ROEs.  “If  you  have  a  problem,” 
General  Short  said,  “then  eome  to  Vieenza  and  see  me.” 

After  it  was  over — and  I  realized  that  I  hadn’t  been  fired — ^we 
all  had  gained  a  new  appreeiation  for  the  souree  of  General 
Short’s  ire.  He  had  foreign  governments  seeond-guessing  his 
eonduet  of  the  eampaign;  he  surely  didn’t  need  the  same  thing 
from  his  own  squadron  eommanders  and  line  pilots.  Nonethe¬ 
less,  we  still  hoped  something  good  would  result  from  venting 
our  eoneerns  and  our  pain. 

Something  did.  Just  days  later,  the  CAOC  adjusted  the 
ROEs  and  replaeed  the  10-mile-deep  no-attaek  border  restrie- 
tion  with  three  zones:  from  the  border  to  two  miles,  two  to  five 
miles,  and  five  to  10  miles  from  the  border.  Attaeks  on  targets 
inside  10  miles  were  now  possible,  and  the  probability  of 
CAOC  approval  inereased  as  the  distanee  from  the  border  to 
the  targets  inereased. 

Our  AFACs  took  this  ehange  to  heart  and  besieged  the 
CAOC  with  requests  to  attaek  their  favorite  and  previously 
proteeted  targets.  This  deluge  of  AFAC  requests  generated  a 
negative,  unintended  eonsequenee.  The  CAOC  began  to  feel 
the  need  to  issue  a  elearanee  for  all  attaeks — even  for  those 
targets  where  the  existing  ROEs  did  not  require  CAOC  ap¬ 
proval.  Late  in  the  eampaign,  for  example,  ABCCC  sent 
Colonel  Thompson  and  me  to  identify  an  aetive  Serb  artillery 
site  that  the  US  Army’s  eounterbattery  radar  had  loeated 
about  five  miles  west  of  Prizren.  It  was  exaetfy  at  the  eoordi- 
nates  given,  six  big  tubes  parked  around  a  eonerete  pad  fae- 
ing  south.  They  were  not  in  a  restrieted  area  and  were  well 
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clear  of  all  civilian  buildings.  We  confirmed  the  target  with 
ABCCC  (call  sign  Moonbeam)  and  directed  that  it  move  our 
fighters  forward.  Moonbeam  said  to  stand  by  for  CAOC  ap¬ 
proval.  It  was  clear  that  the  controller  was  reading  from  a 
checklist  he  had  been  directed  to  use.  The  radio  conversations 
went  something  like  this: 

“Chili  1 1 ,  Moonbeam,  say  distance  to  nearest  civilian  build¬ 
ings.” 

“Moonbeam,  Chili  11,  this  target  is  not  in  a  restricted  area. 
I  do  not  need  CAOC  approval  to  attack  it.” 

“Chili  1 1 ,  the  CAOC  will  not  let  you  attack  the  target  unless 
we  get  clearance.” 

“Moonbeam,  attacking  this  target  will  not  cause  collateral 
damage.  Say  reason  for  needing  target  approval.” 

“Chili  1 1 ,  we  know  the  CAOC  will  insist  on  the  information. 
We  know  well  get  the  approval  faster  if  we  have  it  ready.” 

“Moonbeam,  go  ahead.” 

“Chili  1 1 ,  say  distance  and  direction  to  nearest  civilian 
buildings.” 

“Moonbeam,  the  nearest  civilian  building  is  400  meters  to 
the  west.” 

“Chili  11,  describe  the  building.” 

“Moonbeam,  the  building  is  a  farm  building  about  20-me¬ 
ters  square.” 

“Chili  11,  Moonbeam,  say  type  and  location  of  the  nearest 
civilian  vehicle.” 

(I  paused  to  find  one  somewhere.) 

“Moonbeam,  the  nearest  civilian  vehicle  is  a  single  car 
parked  in  the  outskirts  of  Prizren,  at  least  two  kilometers  from 
the  target.” 

“Moonbeam  copies,  stand  by.” 

We  productively  used  the  next  several  minutes  (and  gas)  to 
locate  some  mortar  pits  farther  to  the  south. 

“Chili  11,  Moonbeam.” 

“Moonbeam,  Chili  11,  go  ahead.” 

“Chili  1 1 ,  the  CAOC  wants  to  know  if  you  can  attack  that 
target  without  causing  collateral  damage  to  the  farm  building 
400  meters  away.” 
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“I  can’t  believe  this!”  I  transmitted  privately  to  Colonel 
Thompson  on  the  FM  radio. 

“Moonbeam,  Chili  11,  inform  the  CAOC  that  I  ean  attaek 
this  target  without  eausing  eollateral  damage  to  a  building  400 
meters  away.” 

“Moonbeam  eopies,  stand  by.” 

We  finally  got  our  attaek  elearanee  and  proeeeded  to  destroy 
all  six  of  the  big  artillery  pieees,  using  all  the  ordnanee  that 
was  earried  by  another  A- 10  flight,  a  GR-7  flight,  and  us. 

We  began  to  aeeuse  the  CAOC  folks  of  trying  to  FAC  from 
their  desks  in  Vieenza.  This  time,  however,  we  took  a  different 
approaeh.  We  submitted  a  paper  to  the  CAOC  on  ways  to  sim¬ 
plify  the  ROEs  and  reduee  risk  to  the  pilots,  while  maintain¬ 
ing  the  zero-eollateral-damage  safeguards.  Col  Stu  Johnson, 
the  CAOC  ehief  of  operations,  sympathized  with  our  request 
but  reasoned  that  the  allianee  had  about  all  it  eould  take  of 
ehanging  ROEs.  He  said  we’d  have  to  do  the  best  we  eould 
under  the  eireumstanees  and  promised  to  try  to  aeeelerate  the 
approval  proeess. 

That  he  did.  In  the  last  week  or  so  of  the  eampaign,  as  the 
KLA  stepped  up  its  pressure  on  the  Serbs,  the  delay  in  reeeiv- 
ing  our  target-attaek  approval  was  signifieantly  redueed.  As 
noted  earlier,  this  elose  eontrol  by  the  CAOC  violated  a  basie 
tenet  of  air  and  spaee  power,  whieh  ealls  for  eentralized  eon¬ 
trol  and  deeentralized  exeeution.  Just  as  eentralized  planning 
and  eontrol  is  eritieal  to  the  proper  applieation  of  airpower,  our 
Air  Force  Basic  Doctrine  (AFDD  1)  reminds  us  that  so  is  the 
eoneept  of  deeentralized  exeeution — “delegation  of  exeeution 
authority  to  responsible  and  eapable  lower -level  eommanders 
is  essential  to  aehieve  effeetive  span  of  eontrol  and  to  foster 
initiative,  situational  responsiveness,  and  taetieal  flexibil- 
ity”(23).  We  experieneed  eentralized  eontrol  and  exeeution. 
Consequently,  our  situational  responsiveness  and  taetieal 
flexibility  suffered. 

I  want  to  emphasize  that  our  diseussion  of  ROEs,  their  ap¬ 
plieation  in  OAF,  and  the  influenee  that  they  had  on  our  eom- 
bat  effeetiveness  is  not  intended  to  air  gripes  or  to  disparage 
the  fine  professionals  who  worked  in  the  extremely  diffieult 
eireumstanees  at  the  CAOC.  When  we  eomplain  about  prob- 
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lems  with  “the  CAOC,”  we  do  not  fix  blame  but  merely  identify 
the  CAOC  as  our  immediate  eontaet  in  the  eommand  and  eon- 
trol  eonduit.  General  Short,  Colonel  Johnson,  and  all  the  battle- 
staff  direetors  who  sat  in  “the  ehair”  during  the  nonstop  eom- 
bat  operations  probably  saved  our  unit  from  immeasurable 
pain  on  numerous  oeeasions — and  we  never  knew  it.  We  did 
know  that  we  had  their  support  throughout  OAF,  and  we 
gratefully  and  sineerely  applauded  their  leadership  after  the 
NATO  vietory. 

Nevertheless,  we  hope  that  we  will  never  again  fight  a  war 
with  similar  ROEs.  We  had  no  knowledge  of  the  agendas  of,  or 
the  interaetion  and  dynamies  between  nations,  heads  of  state, 
and  our  leaders  (SECDEF,  SACEUR,  AFSOUTH,  CFACC,  and 
the  CAOC).  Therefore,  we  are  unable  to  eomment  on  what  the 
ROEs  eould  or  should  have  been.  We  did  understand  that  any 
targeting  mistakes  that  took  the  lives  of  innoeents  eould  eas¬ 
ily  have  unraveled  the  international  support  for  the  eampaign. 
However,  it  is  our  eonvietion  that  the  war  was  unneeessarify 
lengthened  and  that  innoeent  Kosovar  lives  were  lost  beeause 
we  did  not  have  streamlined  ROEs  whieh  supported  deeen- 
tralized  exeeution.  Our  reeommendations  for  the  future: 

•  Push  responsibility  and  authority  to  the  lowest  possible 
level — trust  those  who  are  well  trained  to  do  their  jobs. 

•  Develop  unambiguous  target-identifieation  proeedures 
that  allow  for  deeentralized  deeision  making  at  the  AFAC 
level. 

•  Consider  ealling  a  “time  out”  for  a  day  or  two  to  gather  the 
experts  and  deeide  on  a  best  way  to  go  forward  when  the 
ROEs  adversely  affeet  eombat  operations. 

•  Ensure  that  all  war  fighters  fully  understand  the  ROEs. 

When  Things  Work  Out 

Mqj  Pete  “Bro”  Brotherton 

It  was  a  bright,  elear  morning.  We  approaehed  our  target 
from  the  southwest  and  visually  pieked  up  the  revetted  APC 
while  we  were  still  more  than  five  miles  out.  We  eireled  south 
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to  compare  and  confirm  the  target  with  the  photo.  I  set  up  and 
executed  a  tip-in  from  the  east.  It  sounds  so  simple,  and 
sometimes  it  was  if  I  could  ignore  the  fact  that  I  was  being  shot 
at.  To  get  to  that  point  usually  took  quite  a  bit  of  work. 

This  story  really  starts  one  and  one-half  days  prior  to  that 
bright,  clear  morning.  Our  A- 10  squadron  was  flying  from  Gioia 
del  Colie  AB,  where  several  Italian  squadrons,  some  British  GR- 
7  Harriers,  and  we  were  based.  The  GR-7s  occasionally  flew  with 
a  reconnaissance  pod  and  took  pictures  of  areas  of  interest.  The 
Brits  were  nice  enough  to  share  those  photos  with  our  Intel  folks. 
The  photo  for  this  mission  came  in  one  night  while  I  was  work¬ 
ing  a  12 -hour  top-three  tour.  Those  of  us  who  pulled  top-three 
duly,  especially  the  night  tours,  were  not  thrilled  with  the  task. 
But  this  night  we  were  lucky.  Pictures  of  an  APC  and  several 
other  interesting  targets  came  in  just  after  dark,  and  I  briefed 
them  to  all  the  pilots  on  the  morning  schedule.  At  the  end  of  my 
tour,  I  went  to  bed  knowing  that  the  guys  walking  out  the  door 
to  fly  had  several  good  targets.  Like  everyone  who  pulled  a  night 
top-three  tour,  I  was  given  a  day  off  to  sleep  and  then  scheduled 
in  the  first  flight  of  the  following  day. 

I  arrived  in  our  operations  area  at  about  0230,  sat  down  for 
the  Intel  brief,  and  was  handed  a  couple  photos  and  the  usual 
target  list.  To  my  surprise  the  same  photos  of  APCs  were  still  in 
the  package.  Intel  said  no  one  had  reported  hitting  the  target,  so 
they  were  passing  it  out  again.  The  weather  had  been  poor  in  the 
area  where  the  APCs  were  located,  and  the  AFACs  had  looked  for 
targets  in  areas  with  better  weather.  Although  day-old  target 
photos  are  often  worthless,  my  wingman  and  I  decided  we  would 
take  a  look  since  we  would  be  the  first  planes  in  Kosovo  and  we 
hadn’t  worked  that  area  in  many  days. 

When  I  studied  the  targets,  including  the  APCs,  I  plotted 
them  all  on  a  large  Joint  Operations  Graphic  (JOG)  map, 
drawn  to  a  1:250  scale,  that  I  used  in  the  cockpit  to  work  the 
entire  Kosovo  area.  I  plotted  the  most  promising  targets  on  a 
smaller  1:50  scale  map  so  I  could  get  a  good  feel  for  those 
areas  and  accurately  determine  target  coordinates  and  eleva¬ 
tions.  (While  these  maps  are  normally  referred  to  as  1:50, 
1:250,  or  1:500,  their  scale  is  actually  1:50,000,  1:250,000,  or 
1:500,000.) 
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The  elevations  had  to  be  eonverted  from  meters  to  feet,  and 
the  eoordinates  put  in  several  formats  to  satisfy  the  various 
navigation  systems  used  in  the  different  aireraft  we  might  eon- 
trol.  We  often  did  this  while  eireling  over  a  target,  but  it  was 
mueh  easier  to  do  ahead  of  time  on  the  ground.  I  then  used  a 
eomputer  that  eontained  photomaps  of  the  area  in  various 
seales.  With  this  I  eould  look  at  eaeh  target  area  from  different 
altitudes.  Although  neither  the  photos  on  the  eomputer  nor 
the  maps  were  eurrent,  they  gave  us  a  good  perspeetive  of  the 
surrounding  area — the  lay-of-the-land,  so  to  speak.  With  this 
situational  awareness,  we  eould  ehoose  an  attaek  axis  that 
would  give  us  the  best  ehanee  of  sueeess  while  limiting  dam¬ 
age  to  anything  but  the  target.  With  our  planning  eomplete,  I 
briefed  my  wingman  on  the  plan  to  attaek  this  target  and 
seareh  for  others  in  our  assigned  area. 

The  flight  to  the  tanker  was  quiet,  and  I  was  eneouraged  that 
the  weather  would  eooperate.  Our  tanker  traek  was  over  south¬ 
ern  Maeedonia,  and  from  there  I  eould  see  that  the  sky  over  our 
target  area  was  bright  and  elear.  We  got  our  gas,  departed  Maee¬ 
donia,  and  proeeeded  northeast  into  southeastern  Serbia  above 
the  Kumanovo  Valley.  While  en  route  to  the  tanker,  I  had  tested 
my  two  Maveriek  missiles,  and  now  I  reapplied  power  to  start 
what  I  hoped  would  be  the  last  warm-up  eyele  for  at  least  one 
of  them.  We  headed  for  our  target,  whieh  we  expeeted  to  find 
just  a  few  miles  west  of  Vranje.  The  larger  target  area  was  easy 
to  see  from  far  off,  and  the  APC  eame  into  view  as  we  drew  near. 
I  eheeked  with  my  wingman  to  eonfirm  that  he  saw  the  target, 
and  then  I  started  to  eirele  south  to  make  a  final  eheek  to  en¬ 
sure  that  we  were  at  the  right  spot.  I  put  the  jet’s  head-up  dis¬ 
play  (HUD)  in  the  proper  mode  for  attaek  and  eheeked  the  other 
settings.  The  seene  below  was  surrealistle. 

A  small  single-story  house  was  loeated  on  a  small  dirt  lane 
that  eonneeted  to  the  valley’s  main  road.  The  baekyard  of  the 
house,  whieh  the  sun  was  just  beginning  to  hit,  was  feneed 
and  eontained  the  usual  seattering  of  possessions  one  has  be- 
eome  aeeustomed  to  expeet.  In  the  front,  a  dirt  driveway  led 
from  the  road  to  a  small  attaehed  garage.  I  eould  not  deteet 
any  movement  in  the  area — not  unusual  that  early  in  the 
morning.  This  was  a  seene  that  eould  have  been  repeated  any- 
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where  in  the  world,  exeept  for  two  things.  This  seene  matehed 
my  target  photo  exaetly,  and  just  15  to  20  feet  north  of  the 
driveway  was  a  reeently  dug  revetment  in  whieh  sat  an  APC — 
not  your  average  family  roadster.  To  arm  my  weapons,  I 
flipped  the  final  switehes.  I  got  a  good  pieture  and  the  green 
lights  that  indieated  the  missiles  were  ready.  I  eheeked  the  po¬ 
sition  of  my  wingman  and  set  up  for  a  tip-in  from  the  east.  I 
made  one  last  eheek  of  my  switehes,  reeheeked  the  HUD,  and 
rolled  into  a  dive  for  the  attaek. 


APC  just  west  of  Vranje 


The  HR  Maveriek  pieture  that  I  saw  in  the  eoekpit  was  about 
what  I  expeeted.  Different  parts  of  the  house  indieated  various 
temperatures.  The  rear  wall  and  one  window  were  eold,  while 
another  window  and  the  ehimney  were  hot.  Most  importantly, 
the  APC  was  eold — ^very  eold.  It  had  not  been  run  that  night. 
Our  observations  up  to  this  point  indieated  that  luerative  tar¬ 
gets  that  didn’t  move  were  often  deeoys.  However,  I  was  eonfi- 
dent  that  was  not  the  ease  this  time.  I  slewed  the  Maveriek 
seeker  to  the  target  and  got  an  immediate  loek.  I  waited  a  mo¬ 
ment  for  the  missile’s  brain  to  signal  me  it  eould  distinguish 
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the  target  from  the  baekground.  It  was  ready.  I  took  one  last 
look  through  the  HUD  and  pushed  the  piekle  button. 

The  sound  of  a  500  lb  Maveriek  eoming  off  the  LAU-117 
launeher  is  exeiting.  I  shot  many  of  these  missiles  during  the 
war  and  still  was  amazed  by  eaeh  launeh.  Onee  it  was  on  its 
way  I  started  to  pull  out  of  the  dive.  I  had  lost  less  altitude 
than  expeeted  during  the  attaek  sinee  the  missile  loek-on 
proeess  had  gone  so  quiekly.  The  first  few  seeonds  of  the  mis¬ 
sile’s  flight  are  usually  indieative  of  whether  or  not  it  will  hit 
the  target.  This  one  flew  as  expeeted,  and  I  monitored  it  until 
it  disappeared  below  the  nose  of  my  jet.  I  then  looked  up  to  lo- 
eate  my  wingman  to  make  sure  that  I  would  not  elimb  into 
him.  He  was  where  I  expeeted,  watehing  for  possible  ground 
fire.  I  eontinued  to  maneuver  in  the  elimb  although  neither  of 
us  saw  any  reaetion  from  the  surfaee.  I  looked  baek  at  the  tar¬ 
get  as  it  sat  there  doomed.  A  Maveriek  missile  never  arrives 
early  or  even  when  one  expeets  it  to  hit.  No  matter  how  long  I 
thought  the  time  of  flight  would  be,  I  would  still  have  to  wait 
when  I  looked  at  the  target  to  see  the  impaet.  I  waited — then  it 
was  over.  I  saw  a  bright  flash  of  orange  and  yellow  flame  fol¬ 
lowed  by  a  growing  eloud  of  dark  gray  smoke.  A  small  shoek 
wave  emanated  from  the  revetment  in  a  growing  eirele  and 
quiekly  dissipated.  We  saw  small  flashes  at  the  base  of  the 
smoke  plume — probably  detonating  ammunition  inside  the 
APC.  This  was  no  deeoy.  The  house  was  untouehed. 

We  proeeeded  southwest  down  the  valley  to  move  away  from 
the  area  we  had  just  attaeked.  The  Kumanovo  Valley  was  full 
of  revetments,  trenehes,  and  other  obstaeles  the  Serbs  felt 
would  help  them  if  an  invasion  eame  from  the  south.  All  of 
them  we  saw  that  day  were  empty.  Forty  minutes  later,  as  we 
departed  the  area  to  get  more  gas,  the  APC  was  still  burning. 

When  Things  Don’t  Work  Out 

Mqj  Pete  “Bro”  Brotherton 

We  pilots  lived  by  ROEs.  They  told  us  what  we  eould  strike 
and  what  we  eould  not.  We  had  to  beeome  familiar  with  a 
staek  of  doeuments  several  inehes  thiek  in  order  to  fly  mis¬ 
sions  over  Kosovo.  The  ROEs  were  a  small — but  important — 
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portion  of  these  doeuments.  Early  in  the  eonfliet  the  rules 
were  fluid  and  ehanged  quite  often  for  many  different  reasons. 
After  a  eouple  of  weeks  into  the  war  and  a  major  shift  in  foeus, 
the  ROEs  settled  down  and  remained  fairly  eonstant  exeept  for 
a  few  silly,  and  often  politieally  driven  ehanges.  During  the  last 
eouple  of  weeks  of  OAF,  the  rules  again  began  to  ehange  fre¬ 
quently.  It  was  not  uneommon  when  we  flew  on  two  eonseeu- 
tive  days  to  use  different  rules  on  the  seeond  day — sometimes 
they  even  ehanged  during  a  mission. 

In  Kosovo  and  during  the  period  from  a  few  weeks  after  the 
war  started  until  a  eouple  weeks  before  it  ended,  we  AFACs 
were  given  a  fairly  free  rein  to  attaek  whatever  military  targets 
we  deemed  worthy.  It  was  a  bold  move  by  Lt  Gen  Mike  Short, 
eommander  of  AIRSOUTH  in  Vieenza,  Italy,  to  relinquish  eon- 
trol  of  taetieal  deeision  making  to  the  lieutenants,  eap tains, 
and  majors  who  were  on  seene  and  had  the  best  available  in¬ 
formation.  While  it  was  a  big  responsibility,  it  was  also  a  god¬ 
send  and  allowed  us  to  kill  many  more  targets  than  would 
have  been  possible  under  different  rules.  Our  freedom  to  ob¬ 
serve  the  situation,  apply  the  ROEs,  and  make  deeisions  was 
taken  away  sometime  during  the  last  eouple  of  weeks  of  the 
war.  That  ehange  led  to  the  most  frustration  I  experieneed 
during  any  mission  of  the  eonfliet. 

My  wingman  and  I  were  on  an  AFAC  mission.  We  were  pro- 
eeeding  from  the  tanker  traek  into  the  KEZ  when  we  got  a  eall 
from  a  flight  of  A- 10  strikers.  They  were  searehing  for  targets 
about  five  or  10  miles  north  of  Prizren,  and  the  flight  lead  said 
he  had  found  what  he  thought  were  four  APCs.  Someone  next 
to  the  APCs  had  just  fired  a  handheld  SAM  at  his  aireraft.  He 
was  running  low  on  fuel  and  wanted  to  hand  the  target  off  to 
someone  before  he  departed.  I  led  my  flight  to  the  target  area  to 
take  eontrol.  A  thin,  wispy  trail  of  smoke  still  indieated  the  mis¬ 
sile’s  flight  path,  from  where  it  had  been  launehed  to  where  its 
motor  had  burnt  out.  After  reeeiving  a  good  hand-over  brief,  I 
used  my  binos  to  eheek  out  the  area.  I  had  some  bad  news  and 
some  good  news  for  the  departing  flight  lead.  The  bad  news — he 
had  found  only  one  APC;  the  good  news — the  other  three  were 
tanks,  and  relatively  modern  models  at  that.  What  a  find!  I 
began  the  eoordination  proeess  for  an  attaek. 
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We  were  near  the  end  of  the  eonfliet,  the  ROEs  had  ehanged, 
and  we  were  required  to  get  permission  before  we  eould  direet 
attaeks  on  any  target.  We  had  operated  with  these  rules  for  the 
past  eouple  of  days  and  found  that  the  approval  proeess  eould 
be  either  quiek  or  take  many  minutes.  We  soon  learned  that 
the  best  eourse  of  aetion  was  to  find  a  target,  eall  in  the  re¬ 
quest  to  strike,  and  then  seareh  for  other  targets  while  waiting 
for  approval.  At  any  given  time  we  would  have  several  attaek 
requests  in  the  proeess  of  being  approved  or  denied.  When  we 
reeeived  permission  to  strike,  we  had  to  figure  out  whieh  of  the 
targets  had  been  approved  and  then  reloeate  it — hoping  to  find 
it  where  we  had  last  seen  it.  I  was  sure  that  the  details  of  these 
targets  would  eause  the  proeess  to  be  more  responsive.  It  was 
a  large  group  of  tanks,  in  the  open  and  far  away  from  any 
man-made  strueture.  I  was  exeited  and  deeided  to  stay  over¬ 
head  to  monitor  their  aetivity  while  waiting  for  approval. 

I  had  submitted  my  target  to  the  ABCCC  guys  orbiting  south 
of  the  border,  who  passed  it  to  the  CAOC  in  Italy.  The  CAOC, 
I  was  told  later,  had  to  phone  someone  even  farther  removed 
from  the  fight.  That  person  would  look  at  a  map  and  deeide  ei¬ 
ther  to  grant  or  refuse  permission  to  attaek.  That  person  was 
probably  away  from  his  desk  when  the  eall  with  our  request 
eame  in;  my  wingman  and  I  waited.  There  was  aetivity  down 
below.  The  tanks  were  about  100  feet  from  a  paved  road,  and 
a  small  white  ear  was  parked  on  the  side  of  the  road.  We  sus- 
peeted  that  the  oeeupants  of  the  white  ear  were  part  of  the 
Serb  forees  assoeiated  with  the  tanks.  The  Serbs’  favorite 
mode  of  travel  appeared  to  be  stolen  Kosovar  ears.  Their  early 
OAF  experienee  had  taught  them  that  eivilian  vehieles  sur¬ 
vived  when  eonvoys  were  attaeked.  At  about  this  time  a  small 
eivilian  flatbed  truek  arrived  from  the  town  loeated  about  a 
kilometer  down  the  road.  It  stopped  near  the  ear,  and  its  oe¬ 
eupants  proeeeded  to  unload  whatever  it  was  earrying. 

After  five  or  10  minutes  had  passed,  I  radioed  the  ABCCC 
folks  to  see  if  they  had  any  news.  I  told  them  of  the  new  de¬ 
velopments  and  asked  that  they  eheek  with  CAOC  to  see  if 
more  information  was  needed.  From  the  radio  traffie  that  we 
eould  hear,  KEZ  didn’t  sound  very  busy,  but  one  never  knew 
what  might  be  happening  in  the  CAOC.  While  we  waited,  I  eon- 
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tinned  to  prepare  for  the  attaek.  I  determined  the  target  eoor- 
dinates  and  elevation,  and  eheeked  the  winds  at  our  attaek  al¬ 
titude.  I  reeheeked  our  loeation  on  a  large-seale  map  and 
planned  where  I  eould  hold  strikers,  if  and  when  they  arrived. 
I  wanted  to  avoid  holding  a  striker  direetly  over  a  known  radar 
SAM  area — that  was  poor  form.  I  made  sure  my  flight  would 
be  ready  to  attaek  when  the  word  eame  down.  We  spun  up  our 
weapons  and  briefed  a  plan  of  aetion.  And  we  waited. 

A  flight  of  A- 10  strikers  eheeked  in  on  frequeney.  They  had 
been  released  by  their  AFAC  in  the  west  sinee  he  did  not  have 
any  targets  for  them  and  had  heard  that  we  had  tanks.  They 
were  eaeh  earrying  two  CBU-87  eombined-effeets  munitions, 
whieh  were  perfeet  weapons  for  my  group  of  four  armored  ve- 
hieles  parked  right  next  to  eaeh  other.  I  brought  the  strikers  in 
and  held  them  south  of  the  target,  briefing  them  on  the  situa¬ 
tion  and  asking  how  mueh  time  they  had.  The  flight  lead  said 
they  had  enough  fuel  to  stay  on  station  about  20  to  25  min¬ 
utes.  I  told  them  the  approval  proeess  was  taking  longer  than 
usual  and  asked  that  they  eonserve  as  mueh  fuel  as  possible. 
To  prepare  them  for  their  attaek,  I  deeonflieted  our  altitudes 
and  had  them  fly  over  and  take  a  look  at  the  target.  This  would 
enable  them  to  attaek  as  soon  as  the  approval  eame  down.  We 
eonfirmed  that  we  were  dealing  with  three  of  the  newer  tank 
models  the  Serbs  had  in  Kosovo.  We  diseussed  attaek  plans, 
munitions  plaeement,  and  loeal  threats.  I  then  ealled  ABCCC 
for  an  update.  And  we  waited. 

I  sent  the  strikers  south  a  few  miles  to  resume  holding.  I 
seouted  the  surrounding  area  for  more  targets  but  didn’t  stray 
more  than  a  mile  or  two  from  the  tanks.  It  had  been  over  30 
minutes  sinee  we  requested  approval  to  strike,  and  I  was  be¬ 
ginning  to  worry  about  our  fuel  state.  We  eould  spend  between 
45  minutes  and  an  hour  over  Kosovo.  This  relatively  short  on- 
station  time  would  leave  us  with  enough  fuel  to  fly  to  the 
tanker  traek,  attempt  refueling,  and — even  if  we  eould  not  re¬ 
fuel — still  be  able  to  return  to  Italy.  We  were  eonserving  fuel 
while  we  were  waiting,  but  how  mueh  longer  would  it  take? 
Movement  on  the  ground  brought  me  baek  to  the  main  target. 
One  of  the  eivilian  vehieles  was  departing,  and,  as  I  flew  over¬ 
head,  it  appeared  that  the  armored  vehieles  were  starting  their 


160 


TARGET  IDENTIFICATION  AND  ROEs 


engines.  I  exeitedly  ealled  ABCCC  to  say  it  was  now  or  never 
and  told  them  to  tell  the  CAOC  that  these  vehieles  would  soon 
be  gone.  We  waited  a  few  minutes  more. 

Then  things  started  to  eome  apart.  The  lone  APC  moved  out 
onto  the  road  and  sat  there  for  a  few  moments.  The  three 
tanks  started  to  move  in  the  opposite  direetion,  through  the 
fields,  and  deployed  in  a  eolumn  formation.  I  ealled  ABCCC 
with  my  last  message:  “They’re  moving,  they  are  moving.  I’m 
losing  this  target.”  It  took  a  few  moments  for  them  to  answer, 
and  I  assumed  that  delay  was  eaused  by  a  eall  to  the  CAOC. 
Finally,  40  minutes  after  my  first  request,  I  got  what  I 
wanted — elearanee  to  attaek.  The  tanks  were  now  moving 
slowly  through  the  fields,  but  the  APC  was  speeding  down  the 
paved  road  towards  the  nearest  town.  I  deeided  that  I  would 
try  to  stop  the  APC  first  and  then  bring  the  fighters  up  from 
the  south  to  deal  with  the  tanks.  I  was  sure  the  tanks  eould 
not  get  far  in  the  time  it  would  take  to  make  one  Maveriek  at¬ 
taek  on  the  APC.  It  was  probably  less  than  a  minute  from  the 
time  I  got  permission  to  attaek  till  I  rolled  in  on  the  APC.  I  had 
the  right  weapons  mode  set,  Maveriek  video  on  the  sereen,  and 
green  ready  lights.  I  was  ready  to  kill  something. 

As  I  rolled  out,  pointed  at  the  APC  moving  down  the  road,  I 
looked  at  the  TV  sereen  and  watehed  the  pieture  ehange  from 
erisp  and  elear  to  a  wavy- lined  mess.  I  eouldn’t  believe  it.  I 
thought  maybe  just  the  one  missile  had  gone  bad  and  had 
thrown  the  switehes  that  ealled  up  the  missile  on  the  other 
wing.  The  pieture  there  was  just  as  bad — the  1960s  teehnol- 
ogy  in  my  TV  monitor  had  failed;  maintenanee  guys  say  this 
has  been  a  problem  for  years.  The  Maveriek  pass  had  taken 
me  too  low  to  be  able  to  switeh  to  the  gun,  eontinue  the  attaek, 
and  reeover  before  busting  the  ROEs’  minimum-altitude  limit. 
However,  I  had  developed  plenty  of  speed  during  that  long  dive 
and  was  able  to  pull  the  plane  up  to  near  vertieal  to  gain  alti¬ 
tude  while  I  set  the  switehes  for  a  gun  attaek.  I  was  still  below 
the  minimum  altitude  that  I  generally  used  for  starting  at- 
taeks — espeeially  for  eonseeutive  attaeks  in  a  handheld  SAM 
area — but  I  was  mad.  I  pulled  the  jet  out  of  its  steep  elimb  and 
pointed  its  nose  at  the  APC  rolling  down  the  road.  It  was  mov¬ 
ing  faster  than  any  target  I  had  ever  tried  to  attaek  (moving 
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targets  are  hard  to  eome  by  in  training).  I  aimed  in  front  of  the 
APC  by  a  distanee  I  thought  would  work,  and  planned  to  walk 
my  rounds  down  the  road  to  make  sure  I  got  some  hits.  Be- 
eause  eaeh  round  from  a  30  mm  Avenger  eannon  weighs  three 
quarters  of  a  pound,  it  doesn’t  take  many  hits  to  destroy  an 
APC.  I  squeezed  the  trigger  and  heard  the  gun  rotate — some¬ 
thing  was  wrong — no  rounds  eame  out.  I  held  the  trigger  down 
for  a  while  longer,  thinking  there  might  be  a  blank  spot  in  the 
shell  train.  I  got  nothing  and  was  now  far  lower  than  I  wanted 
to  be.  I  pulled  off  target — again  trading  airspeed  for  altitude.  I 
was  beside  myself.  I  reeheeked  switehes — all  were  eorreet.  I 
eould  not  believe  what  had  just  happened.  All  the  effort  that 
had  gone  into  this  sortie  and  all  the  time  it  took  to  get  approval 
for  the  attaek  would  not  matter,  it  seemed,  for  today  was  not 
going  to  be  my  day  to  kill  armor. 

I  had  bled  off  too  mueh  energy,  so  it  took  a  while  to  elimb 
baek  to  altitude.  That  gave  me  time  to  eool  off  and  deeide  that, 
even  though  I  eouldn’t  get  a  kill  today,  I  eould  make  sure  that 
others  would.  By  this  time  the  APC  had  eseaped.  It  made  it  to 
the  safety  of  the  town  and  was  off  limits.  I  started  looking  for 
the  three  tanks  that  I  had  last  seen  moving  slowly  to  the 
northeast.  They  were  gone.  I  eursed  myself  for  not  assigning 
the  job  of  watehing  those  tanks  to  the  A- 10  strikers  holding  in 
the  south.  Too  late  now — I  had  to  find  them.  I  did  not  think 
they  eould  have  gotten  far,  but  the  area  to  the  north  and  east 
was  heavily  wooded.  I  searehed  for  a  while  before  finding  one. 
It  had  pulled  about  20  feet  off  a  dirt  road  and  into  some  trees. 
I  ealled  the  strike  leader  to  bring  his  flight  forward.  He  told  me 
they  were  low  on  gas  and  had  only  a  little  time  before  they  had 
to  depart.  I  quiekly  deeonflieted  our  flights  and  brought  him  to 
a  point  over  the  target  while  I  worked  out  a  new  target  eleva¬ 
tion.  It  took  a  few  minutes  for  the  strikers  to  get  their  eyes  onto 
the  target.  They  were  near  their  bingo  (required  reeovery  fuel), 
so  I  told  them  that  my  wingman  and  I  eould  eover  their  attaek. 
That  would  allow  them  to  roll  in,  one  after  the  other,  and  save 
time.  The  leader  agreed.  He  rolled  in  from  the  west,  and  his 
CBU  pattern  impaeted  the  ground  just  short  of  the  target.  I 
passed  the  eorreetion  to  the  wingman  as  he  rolled  out  in  his 
dive.  His  two  CBU  eans  also  hit  a  bit  short.  The  tank  appeared 
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to  be  just  in  the  edge  of  the  bomblet  pattern.  This  was  eer- 
tainly  not  our  best  day. 

As  the  strikers  departed,  I  deeided  we  had  just  enough  gas  to 
allow  my  wingman  to  try  a  Maveriek  attaek  on  the  target.  I  had 
him  try  passes  from  several  direetions,  but  the  trees  prevented 
him  from  getting  a  good  loek-on  with  his  missile  seeker.  We  were 
now  bingo  and  had  to  depart  the  area.  It  was  a  long,  quiet  flight 
home — my  most  frustrating  sortie  of  the  war.  We  had  started 
with  one  of  the  best  targets  we  had  seen  in  a  long  time  and  ended 
up  with  only  the  possibiliiy  of  having  damaged  one  tank. 

There  were  numerous  failures.  Two  different  weapons  sys¬ 
tems  had  failed  on  my  jet  and  I  had  failed  to  have  striker  flight 
traek  the  three  tanks  as  they  headed  off  to  the  northeast  while 
I  attaeked  the  APC.  Nevertheless,  the  biggest  failure  of  all  was 
a  proeess  that  required  us  to  wait  more  than  40  minutes  for 
approval  to  attaek  a  luerative  target  loeated  far  away  from  any 
eivilians  or  buildings.  The  ROEs  that  had  helped  us  for  mueh 
of  the  war  had  now — for  mostly  politieal  reasons — been  turned 
against  us.  On  this  day  they  really  bit  us. 

Humor  in  the  Midst  of  Controlled  Chaos 

Mqj  Pete  “Bro”  Brotherton 

Humor  is  important.  It  makes  us  happy  and  rejuvenates  the 
mind.  We  worked  hard  during  the  war’s  70-plus  days,  and  our 
minds  and  bodies  were  tired.  I  saw  and  heard  several  things 
that  now  might  seem  insignifieant,  but  at  the  time  they  were 
quite  funny.  One  sueh  event,  whieh  struek  me  as  very  sym- 
bolie,  said,  ‘This  is  a  team  effort;  we  will  make  this  war  work.” 

A  normal  sortie  profile  ineludes  taking  off,  flying  to  a  tanker 
and  refueling,  working  in  Kosovo  for  about  45  minutes,  taking 
a  45-minute  round-trip  flight  to  a  tanker  for  more  fuel,  and 
then  working  another  45  minutes  in  Kosovo  before  going 
home.  Although  we  often  used  the  same  tanker  traek  for  both 
refuelings,  we  might  refuel  from  two  different  tankers.  It  was 
also  normal  for  us  to  launeh  on  every  mission  with  all  the 
tanker  eall  signs  and  air -refueling  traek  frequeneies,  so  that 
we  would  have  the  information  if  it  beeame  neeessary  to 
switeh  to  a  different  tanker  while  in  flight.  The  tankers 
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launched  each  day  with  the  call  sign  and  the  amount  of  fuel 
they  planned  to  off-load  to  each  of  their  scheduled  receivers. 
This  enabled  them  to  manage  their  fuel  and  deal  with  unex¬ 
pected  events.  The  plan  was  rather  simple,  flexible,  and  usu¬ 
ally  worked  well.  Occasionally,  however,  the  refueling  tracks 
became  little  more  than  controlled  chaos. 

On  a  rather  stormy  day  about  hallway  through  the  conflict, 
my  wingman  and  I  were  flying  an  AFAC  mission  in  Kosovo 
using  the  call  sign  Ford  11.  As  I  hooked  up  to  our  tanker  at 
the  beginning  of  the  mission,  I  was  told  by  its  crew  that,  even 
though  they  were  supposed  to  refuel  us  again  during  our  sec¬ 
ond  visit  to  the  track,  they  would  not  have  the  fuel  to  do  so. 
Most  pilots  like  to  take  on  a  few  extra  pounds  of  fuel  when  the 
weather  is  bad;  it  seemed  that  today,  because  of  those  extra 
pounds,  our  tanker  would  come  up  short.  The  tanker  pilot 
said  that  he  was  coordinating  with  the  CAOC  for  a  replace¬ 
ment  tanker.  I  was  not  concerned  since  this  was  not  the  first 
time  this  sort  of  thing  had  happened.  We  took  our  gas  and 
headed  north  to  Kosovo. 

We  had  some  luck:  the  weather  over  Kosovo  was  better  than 
that  over  Macedonia,  where  the  tanker  tracks  were  located. 
Eventually  we  had  to  depart  Kosovo  to  meet  our  second 
tanker.  We  noticed  more  radio  chatter  than  usual  as  we 
checked  in  with  the  area  controller.  This  was  to  be  expected 
with  bad  weather,  but  today  the  controller  was  also  hard  to 
hear.  After  trying  for  several  minutes,  I  was  able  to  get  one 
good  exchange  with  the  controller.  He  said  that  my  new 
tanker’s  call  sign  was  Esso  73  and  that  I  would  refuel  on  my 
original  track.  That  was  the  last  successful  contact  I  had  with 
the  controller.  That  meant  we  could  not  have  him  give  us  vec¬ 
tors  to  the  tanker,  which  created  a  problem  since  the  A- 10 
does  not  have  an  air-to-air  radar  and  the  visibility  prevented 
my  acquiring  the  tanker  visually.  My  only  other  method  for 
finding  the  tanker  was  to  use  my  radio’s  direction-finding  ca¬ 
pability.  That  required  my  being  in  radio  contact  with  the 
tanker.  While  en  route  to  the  track  I  tried  all  the  frequencies 
but  could  not  contact  the  tanker.  We  were  now  about  to  enter 
the  track,  and  our  remaining  fuel  dictated  that  we  either  start 
taking  on  fuel  in  the  next  few  minutes  or  turn  for  home. 
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I  entered  the  tanker  traek  and  found  some  elear  air  in  the 
western  end.  The  tanker  pilots  had  a  fair  amount  of  diseretion 
with  regard  to  where  they  flew  in  the  large  traeks — the  good 
ones  tried  to  stay  out  of  the  elouds.  Lueky  for  us,  most  tanker 
erews  were  good.  As  we  were  about  to  turn  for  home,  I  saw  a 
tanker  fly  out  of  a  wall  of  elouds  on  a  heading  that  I  eould  in- 
tereept.  We  turned  to  intereept  it  and  started  ealling  again  on 
all  frequeneies  for  the  traek.  Normally  we  didn’t  talk  to  the 
tankers  prior  to  refueling,  but  we  were  always  on  the  same  fre- 
queney  and  knew  eaeh  other’s  eall  sign.  While  we  were  still  a 
mile  or  two  from  the  tanker,  it  started  a  turn  towards  us, 
whieh  helped  my  rejoin  geometry  and  kept  us  from  reentering 
the  elouds  before  we  eould  join  on  its  wing.  We  were  still  about 
a  half  mile  from  the  tanker  and  elosing  when  I  saw  its  flaps 
eome  down  and  the  refueling  boom  lower.  This  was  a  good 
sign.  I  slid  behind  the  tanker  and  stabilized  next  to  the  boom. 
From  there  I  eould  see  the  boom  operator  settle  into  position. 

Onee  eonneeted  to  the  tanker,  I  was  able  to  talk  to  the  erew 
on  the  intereom  system.  I  felt  a  bit  silly  but  asked,  “Hi  fellas, 
are  you  Esso  73?”  As  luek  would  have  it,  they  were,  and  they 
asked  if  I  was  Ford  11.  I  guessed  they  had  not  reeeived  any 
help  from  the  eontrollers  either.  This  little  exehange  made  me 
laugh.  In  spite  of  all  our  planning,  our  ability  to  eontinue  with 
the  rest  of  our  mission  eame  down  to  my  plugging  into  the  first 
passing  tanker  I  saw  and  asking  if  it  was  ours.  I  then  asked 
the  most  important  question:  “Do  you  have  enough  gas  for  two 
A- 10s?”  But  as  I  was  asking,  I  looked  down  and  saw  that  they 
were  already  pumping,  bringing  out  an  even  bigger  grin.  These 
guys  knew  why  we  were  there,  how  important  it  was,  and  got 
right  to  it.  This  was  how  a  war  should  be  run.  I  had  a  smile 
the  rest  of  the  day.  I  took  just  enough  gas  to  stay  above  my 
turn-for-home  fuel.  I  then  asked  for,  reeeived,  and  passed  the 
tanker’s  radio  frequeney  to  my  wingman.  I  eleared  him  to  drop 
down  and  fill  up.  When  he  finished,  I  got  baek  on  the  boom 
and  took  the  rest  of  my  gas.  It  may  not  sound  like  mueh  now, 
but  I  ehuekled  about  it  all  the  way  baek  to  the  border.  In 
peaeetime,  I  rarely  got  near  a  tanker  unless  I  had  talked  to  the 
eontroller,  he  had  eleared  me,  and  I  had  eheeked  in  with  the 
tanker.  On  this  day,  the  tanker  erew  didn’t  eare  that  we 
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weren’t  talking  to  them  or  even  who  we  were.  They  had  a  job, 
and  they  did  it.  This  war — like  all  others — ^was  a  team  effort  by 
all  the  little  guys  at  the  bottom — the  ones  who  made  happen 
those  things  that  the  people  at  the  top  talked  about. 

Their  Last  Gathering 

Mqj  Pete  “Bro”  Brotherton 

Late  one  afternoon  in  mid-May,  I  flew  an  AFAC  mission  in 
southeastern  Kosovo.  Thunderstorms  had  built  up  in  the  area 
east  of  Urosevae  where  I  had  planned  to  spend  my  seeond 
push  for  the  day,  so  I  took  my  wingman  further  east  into  the 
Serbian  Kumanovo  Valley.  On  the  whole  we  spent  less  time  in 
that  valley  than  we  did  in  Kosovo.  Old  Milo  had  been  prepar¬ 
ing  a  layered  defense  within  the  valley  in  reaetion  to  the  pos¬ 
sibility  of  an  invasion.  We  thought  an  invasion  was  unlikely, 
but  if  he  was  willing  to  provide  us  targets,  we  were  willing  to 
provide  him  with  ineoming  ordnanee.  The  AFACs  who  flew 
there  usually  had  good  luek. 

As  we  entered  the  valley  from  the  south,  I  started  looking  in 
and  around  the  fortifieations  at  the  southern  end  of  the  gen¬ 
erally  north-south  valley.  The  Serbs  had  done  more  work  sinee 
the  last  time  I  had  visited.  During  my  previous  trip,  I  had 
stayed  at  the  northern  end  of  the  valley  near  Vranje.  My  plan 
was  to  start  in  the  south,  head  north,  and  seareh  for  targets 
as  we  went.  The  sun  was  getting  low,  and  the  shadows  being 
east  by  the  valley’s  western  mountains  on  its  southwestern 
floor  were  growing.  Beeause  the  northern  half  of  the  valley  was 
oriented  northeast-southwest,  the  shadows  up  there  would 
not  eover  the  valley  floor  as  quiekly  as  they  did  in  the  south. 
We  had  plenty  of  fuel  but  would  be  able  to  stay  only  as  long  as 
we  eould  see  targets  in  the  dusk.  By  working  our  way  north¬ 
east,  we  eould  use  the  last  bit  of  available  sunlight. 

Dawn  and  dusk,  while  the  sky  is  bright  and  the  ground 
dark,  are  taetieally  the  worst  times  of  the  day  for  a  fighter  to 
strike  a  ground  target.  The  darkness  on  the  ground  reduees 
the  effeetiveness  of  the  Mk-1  eyeball,  and  many  night-vision 
deviees  are  not  operable  beeause  of  the  bright  light  at  altitude. 
Unfortunately,  the  folks  on  the  ground  have  no  trouble  seeing 
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an  approaching  fighter.  These  faetors  usually  result  in  high 
risk  and  little  sueeess  for  those  who  attaek  targets  under  these 
eonditions.  We  flew  anyway  to  keep  up  the  pressure  on  the 
Serbs.  My  wingman  and  I  eontinued  searehing  up  the  valley. 
We  stopped  onee  down  south  to  eheek  out  a  square  objeet  up 
against  a  house,  but  it  was  too  hard  to  identify  (ID)  in  the 
shadows.  I  deeided  to  go  direetly  to  Vranje  sinee  there  was  still 
some  light  on  the  ground  there. 

We  eheeked  out  an  area  about  eight  miles  west  of  Vranje  where 
I  had  found  some  targets  several  weeks  before.  Finding  nothing 
there,  we  moved  in  eloser  to  the  eity  and  spotted  movement 
northwest  of  the  eity.  I  deeided  to  investigate  and  eould  not  be¬ 
lieve  what  I  saw  onee  I  arrived  overhead.  It  was  the  largest  gath¬ 
ering  of  nonrefugees  I  had  seen  during  the  war.  On  the  darken¬ 
ing  landseape  I  eounted  well  over  a  dozen  military  vehieles,  at 
least  five  of  whieh  were  APCs,  and  75  to  100  troops  in  three  elus- 
ters.  They  were  only  about  a  mile  out  of  town  in  a  large  field  that 
had  been  ehewed  up  by  the  vehieles.  My  first  inelination  while  I 
eireled  overhead  was  to  start  bombing  immediately.  Then  I  saw 
some  green  vehieles  parked  in  the  area  of  the  APCs  that  I  eould 
not  positively  identify  as  military.  I  did  not  want  to  make  a  mis¬ 
take  with  a  group  this  large.  I  needed  help. 

I  knew  there  were  some  Navy  F-14  AFACs  working  just  west 
of  us  in  Kosovo.  Ten  years  ago,  I  would  have  laughed  at  the 
thought  of  the  Navy  using  F-14  Tomeats  as  AFACs,  but  then — 
10  years  ago — the  A- 10  was  also  headed  for  the  boneyard.  The 
Navy  upgraded  the  F-14  when  it  was  assigned  the  AFAC  mis¬ 
sion.  The  fighter  had  aequired  a  low-light- eapable  reeonnais- 
sanee  pod  whose  eapability  I  now  needed.  I  switehed  to  the 
eastern-Kosovo  working  frequeney,  ealled  the  eall  sign  fragged 
for  that  time  slot,  and  got  a  quiek  response.  They  agreed  to 
help  when  I  asked  if  they  had  time  to  look  at  a  target  and 
learned  that  they  were  not  having  any  luek  finding  targets 
where  they  were.  I  passed  the  target  eoordinates  in  a  format 
they  eould  use,  and  they  were  on  the  way. 

None  of  our  pilots  had  worked  with  the  Navy  F-14  AFACs  be¬ 
fore  the  war  and  were  a  bit  leery  of  them  the  first  few  times 
they  appeared  in  Kosovo.  We  soon  diseovered  that  while  they 
did  not  have  mueh  experienee  with  the  AFAC  mission,  they 
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weren’t  bad.  A  few  had  yet  to  master  the  requisite  skills,  but 
most  were  doing  fine — and  some  were  quite  good.  I  reeognized 
the  voiee  of  one  of  their  better  AFACs  in  the  jets  headed  our 
way.  I  deeonflieted  our  flight  paths,  briefed  him  on  the  target 
below,  and  told  him  what  I  needed.  The  shadows  now  eovered 
most  of  the  valley  floor.  With  this  lighting  I  would  normally 
head  home — but  this  target  was  too  good  to  pass  up.  From  our 
orbit  overhead,  I  was  able  to  talk  the  Tomeat  erew’s  eyes  onto 
the  targets  below.  He  eonfirmed  that  it  looked  like  lots  of 
troops  and  APCs  but  was  also  unsure  of  the  few  green  vehi- 
eles.  He  deeided  to  make  a  diving  pass  near  the  target  to  give 
their  pod  a  eloser  look.  I  maneuvered  my  flight  into  a  position 
to  eover  the  F-14s  as  they  made  their  run. 

The  Tomeats  eompleted  the  pass  and  rather  exeitedly  stated 
they  had  good  pietures  of  the  APCs  and  eonfirmed  that  the  few 
green  vehieles  were  also  military.  They  said  there  appeared  to 
be  more  troops  in  the  gathering  than  first  thought.  We  were 
running  out  of  both  daylight  and  fuel  as  I  eoordinated  with  the 
F-14  lead.  My  wingman  and  I  would  make  three  passes  eaeh 
and  then  leave  the  rest  to  them.  He  agreed,  and  they  set  up  an 
orbit  north  of  us.  We  made  all  of  our  attaeks  from  the  south 
beeause  of  some  elouds  that  had  entered  the  area.  With  the  F- 
14  flight  eovering  us,  I  redueed  the  usual  attaek  spaeing  be¬ 
tween  my  wingman  and  me.  We  eoordinated  our  targets  and 
eaeh  made  two  quiek  Maveriek  attaeks  on  the  APCs.  On  our 
third  and  final  pass  we  eaeh  dropped  our  four  500  lb  bombs, 
offsetting  the  impaet  points  of  our  four -bomb  stieks  so  we 
eould  eover  as  mueh  of  the  area  as  possible.  Anyone  dumb 
enough  not  to  have  fled  after  our  four  Maveriek  attaeks  would 
not  be  pleased  with  the  500  pounders.  They  were  set  to  ex¬ 
plode  15  feet  above  the  ground,  and  their  blast  and  fragmen¬ 
tation  kill  meehanisms  made  them  deadly  weapons  against 
troops  and  soft-skinned  vehieles. 

After  our  last  pass  we  departed  the  area  for  home.  The  F-14 
lead  told  us  that,  although  our  attaeks  had  been  right  on  target, 
there  were  stiU  plenty  left  for  his  flight  to  attaek.  As  we  departed 
he  was  ealling  over  the  F/A-18  strikers  he  was  supposed  to  work 
with  so  they  eould  deliver  even  more  ordnanee  to  the  area.  It  was 
too  dark  when  we  left  for  me  to  make  a  valid  damage  assessment. 
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but  I  would  come  back  in  the  next  day  or  so.  When  I  did  I  was 
amazed  at  what  I  saw.  The  Navy  must  have  reaUy  worked  that 
area  over  that  night — it  was  a  mess — pieces  of  military  vehicles 
everywhere.  I  visited  the  area  in  the  weeks  that  followed  and 
could  see  where  the  Serbs  had  attempted  to  clean  up  the  dam¬ 
age,  but  the  ground  still  bore  witness  to  the  beating  it  had  taken. 
I  was  puzzled:  why,  during  combat,  would  anyone  without  air 
superiorily  gather  so  many  troops  together  in  daylight.  In  war, 
stupidity  rarely  falls  to  get  its  reward. 

The  Truck  I  Couldn’t  Forget 

Capt  Ron  “Stu”  Stuewe 

I  have  several  memories  of  my  time  in  Kosovo.  Most  are 
good;  some  I  would  rather  forget,  but  all  of  them  are  slowly  los¬ 
ing  their  details  with  the  passage  of  time.  Still,  one  of  my  most 
vivid  memories  involves  nothing  more  than  a  simple  truck. 

Maj  John  “Scratch”  Regan,  our  74th  EFS  commander,  was 
on  my  wing.  We  had  flown  some  rather  effective  sorties  to¬ 
gether  during  the  preceding  couple  of  days.  On  this  particular 
occasion  we  had  both  dropped  our  bombs  on  some  meager  tar¬ 
gets  earlier  in  the  mission.  I  say  meager  because  we  had  direct 
hits  with  two  tons  of  Mk-82s  with  limited  secondaries.  We  were 
patrolling  the  western  side  of  the  province,  just  west  of 
Dakovica  (D-Town)  when  Scratch  called  over  the  FM  radio  that 
he  saw  a  mover.  Fven  during  the  waning  period  of  OAF,  we  oc¬ 
casionally  saw  movers  on  the  roads. 

An  interesting  thing  happened  during  the  opening  days  of 
the  conflict  that  had  a  direct  impact  on  our  ability  to  interdict 
movers.  ABCCC  had  heard  someone’s  description  of  a  convoy 
of  assumed  military  vehicles  that  included  a  white  car.  ABCCC 
then  said — in  the  clear  over  a  nonsecure  radio — that,  in  effect, 
we  couldn’t  hit  any  white  vehicle.  As  a  consequence,  during 
the  next  few  days  it  appeared  that  every  can  of  white  paint  in 
Kosovo  was  used  on  any  vehicle  that  could  move. 

It  didn’t  take  Scratch  long  to  talk  my  eyes  onto  the  mover.  It 
was  immediately  apparent  that  this  target  was  different — big, 
green,  and  fast  moving.  More  specifically,  it  was  heading 
deeper  into  bad-guy  land.  I  made  one  low  pass  behind  the 
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mover,  and  even  before  I  grabbed  my  15-power  binos,  I  eould 
tell  it  was  a  big  truek.  With  the  opties  I  eould  elearly  see  it  was 
a  green  deuee-and-a-half  truek  with  an  open  baek  end  eovered 
by  a  solid-brown  objeet.  I  eouldn’t  quite  make  out  what  was  in 
the  baek,  but  I  figured  it  was  just  a  dirty-brown  tarp.  I  imme¬ 
diately  brought  the  nose  of  my  airplane  baek  up  to  stay  behind 
the  truek  and  to  gain  baek  some  altitude. 

My  next  move  is  one  that  I  will  regret  for  quite  a  while — I 
ealled  ABCCC  for  elearanee  to  strike  this  target.  There  were 
rules  about  what  we  eould  and  eouldn’t  attaek,  and,  unfortu¬ 
nately,  trueks  weren’t  approved.  ABCCC’s  initial  reply  was  to 
“stand  by.”  So  there  I  was,  earving  a  lazy  figure  eight  at  about 
14,000  feet  behind  this  truek  with  Serateh  slightly  high  and 
behind  me.  I  was  all  set  to  roll  in  from  behind,  loek  a  Maver- 
iek  onto  this  truek,  and  blow  it  to  smithereens.  A  Maveriek 
eosts  several  times  more  than  a  truek,  and  it  was  eertainly  not 
the  most  eost-effeetive  weapon  ehoiee  in  this  situation.  How¬ 
ever,  it  would  be  most  speetaeular  and  have  the  highest  kill 
probability — and  the  guy  driving  this  truek  deserved  it. 

I  was  appalled  that  someone  would  have  the  audaeity  to 
drive  his  truek  at  80  miles  per  hour  down  an  open  highway  in 
the  middle  of  the  day.  At  the  time  I  was  merely  shoeked;  in  ret- 
rospeet  I  am  almost  disgusted.  I  now  think  about  all  of  the 
FACs  from  an  earlier  time — the  Mistys,  the  Nails,  the  Coveys. 
Those  guys  flying  the  Ho  Chi  Minh  Trail  in  their  F-lOOs,  0-2s, 
and  OV-lOs  just  hoping  to  eateh  a  glimpse  of  a  truek  through 
triple-eanopy  jungle.  There  I  was  watehing — just  watehing — 
this  Serb  drive  down  the  road  like  some  teenager  trying  to  see 
how  fast  his  dad’s  piekup  will  go. 

While  I  waited  several  long  minutes  for  approval,  the  truek 
made  it  into  D-Town  and  began  winding  through  some  of  the 
lesser  streets  (the  ones  without  the  rubble  of  destroyed 
homes).  Simultaneously,  a  voiee  eame  over  the  strike  fre- 
queney  and  asked  if  I  eould  positively  identify  my  target  as 
“armor.”  Laughingly,  I  again  explained  that  it  was  a  truek,  a 
military  truek,  a  deuee-and-a-half  truek!  Immediately,  I  was 
informed,  “Do  not,  I  repeat,  do  not  strike  that  target.”  This  was 
followed  25  seeonds  later  by  another  voiee  telling  me  not  to  en¬ 
gage  the  target.  Reluetantly,  I  broke  off  the  attaek. 
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That  was  my  last  sortie  of  Allied  Foree.  Serateh  and  I  went 
on  to  find  some  other  targets.  I  wound  up  earning  a  rather  im¬ 
portant  medal  for  this  partieular  exeursion  into  eombat  and 
someday  hope  to  show  it  to  my  grandson.  I  will,  however,  re¬ 
member  that  truek  more  than  anything  else  we  did  that  day. 
Even  now  I  often  wonder  what  that  driver  is  doing.  Perhaps  he 
told  his  buddies — at  some  eheap  Belgrade  bar — about  the  day 
he  gave  the  finger  to  two  A- 10s  in  broad  daylight,  or  how  he 
thinks  we  were  too  seared  to  attaek  him.  Perhaps  he  never 
even  knew  we  were  there.  I  knew  that  with  one  push  of  my 
right  thumb,  several  hundred  pounds  of  missile  would  have 
slammed  into  the  top  of  that  truek  and  eartwheeled  it  into  a 
fiery  heap.  It’s  that  image — seen  only  in  my  imagination — that 
I  will  remember  the  best. 

The  Call  Sign  Was  Cub  31 

Capt  Marty  “JD”  McDonough 

I  joined  the  squadron  at  Aviano  on  28  Mareh  and  was  im¬ 
mediately  tasked  to  go  to  Vieenza  to  be  one  of  the  squadron’s 
CAOC  representatives.  Eight  days  later  I  returned  to  Aviano 
and  flew  my  first  sortie.  After  a  eouple  of  weather  days,  I  was 
seleeted  to  be  a  member  of  our  advanee  team  and  was  sent  to 
Gioia  del  Colle. 

I  will  not  soon  forget  my  first  opportunity  to  fly  after  the 
squadron  moved  to  Gioia.  It  was  14  April  1999  and  only  my  see- 
ond  sortie  of  the  eonfliet.  I  was  the  flight  lead,  Lt  Col  Surgeon 
Dahl  was  my  wingman,  and  our  eall  sign  was  Cub  3 1 .  The  first 
half  of  our  AFAC  sortie  in  the  eastern  half  of  the  KEZ  was  un¬ 
eventful.  We  were  flying  above  a  broken  deek,  whleh  made  our 
seareh  diffieult  beeause  it  was  hard  to  see  targets  around  and 
through  the  elouds.  After  eompleting  our  first  vul  period,  we  went 
to  the  tanker;  by  the  time  we  returned  the  weather  had  eleared 
signifieantly.  I  eheeked  in  with  Maj  Joe  “Diee”  Kopaez,  the  other 
AFAC  on  station,  and  learned  he  was  busy  dodging  AAA.  When 
he  finally  got  a  ehanee  to  talk,  a  eouple  of  expletives  were  quiekly 
followed  by  a  reeommendatlon  not  to  eome  over  to  his  area.  He 
had  found  some  targets  along  the  Kumanovo  Valley  road  and 
had,  in  his  words,  “stirred  up  a  bees’  nest.”  He  suggested  I  give 
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it  a  little  time  to  eool  down  in  ease  I  wanted  to  eome  over  and  take 
a  look.  I  took  his  reeommendation  to  heart  and  eontinued  to 
seareh  for  targets  south  of  Urosevae. 

Shortly  after  Diee  departed,  Moonbeam  (ABCCC)  transmitted 
that  Bear  21,  an  F-16  AFAC  in  the  western  half  of  Kosovo,  had 
found  and  was  preparing  to  engage  a  large  eonvoy  of  more  than 
100  vehleles.  Bear  21  had  requested  that  Moonbeam  send  any 
available  fighters,  and  I  was  not  about  to  miss  an  opportunity  to 
engage  some  targets.  I  eaUed  Bear  21  and  told  him  that  my  flight 
was  holding  in  the  eastern  half  of  Kosovo  and  that  we  were  avail¬ 
able  as  strikers.  Sinee  I  was  fourth  in  his  staek  of  fighters,  I  eon¬ 
tinued  to  look  for  targets  on  my  side  of  the  KEZ. 

While  wafting,  I  spotted  a  large  truek  on  the  road  below  me  but 
eouldn’t  immediately  eonfirm  whether  it  was  eivilian  or  military. 
I  used  my  binoeulars  to  investigate,  but  I  still  eouldn’t  get  a  good 
look  beeause  he  was  moving  down  the  road.  I  deeided  to  try  to 
stop  the  truek  by  firing  a  eouple  of  roekets.  I  had  previously  ob¬ 
served  roekets  being  fired  on  a  range  and  knew  they  made  a  lot 
of  noise  but  ereated  a  very  small  amount  of  frag  or  blast.  I  esti¬ 
mated  the  distanee  in  front  of  the  moving  truek  where  I  needed 
to  aim  so  that  the  impaet  would  oeeur  far  enough  in  front  of  him 
to  get  his  attention  but  avoid  hitting  him  with  frags.  I  set  up,  flew 
the  pass,  and  launehed  two  roekets  that  braeketed  his  position. 
The  truek  immediately  eame  to  a  stop,  and  I  tried  to  get  a  eloser 
look.  It  appeared  to  be  a  deuee-and-a-half  military  truek — ^but  I 
wasn’t  sure. 

While  I  was  trying  to  eonfirm  the  truek’s  identity,  I  got  an¬ 
other  eall  from  Moonbeam.  Apparently  someone  at  the  CAOC 
had  questioned  the  eomposition  of  the  100-vehiele  eonvoy  tar¬ 
get  being  attaeked  in  the  western  half  of  the  KEZ.  Moonbeam 
wanted  an  aireraft  equipped  with  binoeulars  to  eheek  out  the 
eonvoy  to  make  sure  it  was  a  valid  military  target.  I  eontaeted 
Bear  2 1  to  get  the  loeation  of  the  eonvoy.  I  was  not  sure  that  I 
had  suffieient  fuel  to  fly  all  the  way  to  his  target,  observe  the 
eonvoy,  and  still  make  it  to  a  tanker  with  the  required  re¬ 
serves.  I  was  required  to  have  enough  gas  when  I  reaehed  the 
tanker  to  be  able  to  reeover  home  in  ease  the  refueling  was  not 
sueeessful. 
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USAF  Photo 


Fuel  trucks  destroyed  by  Capt  Marty  McDonough  on  8  April  1999 


I  communicated  my  concern  to  Bear  21  on  the  eommon 
strike  frequeney.  He  pushed  me  to  a  different  radio  frequeney, 
eheeked  us  in,  and  said  he  was  sure  that  he  was  striking  a 
good  target  and  that  he  really  just  needed  me  to  eome  on  over 
and  eheek  it  out.  I  figured  it  would  take  me  at  least  45  min¬ 
utes  to  get  to  the  tanker  and  baek,  during  whieh  time  the  at- 
taeks  on  this  luerative  target  would  be  halted.  I  had  refueled 
many  times  before  without  any  problems.  I  eonsidered  the 
eonsequenees  of  having  a  malfunetion  today  and  deeided  that 
even  if  we  had  diffieulties,  we  would  still  be  able  to  land  at  a 
friendly  airfield — just  not  at  our  home  base.  We  would  get  re¬ 
fueled  on  the  ground,  and  with  a  fast  turnaround  we  eould 
quiekly  be  on  our  way  home.  We  had  Moonbeam  eonfirm  that 
tankers  would  be  available  and  proeeeded  to  Bear  21’s  target. 

The  eonvoy,  whieh  had  been  heading  to  the  southeast,  was 
stopped  near  the  town  of  Dakoviea,  on  the  main  road  to  Prizren. 
At  20,000  feet  and  with  my  naked  eyes,  I  eould  tell  the  target  was 
not  military — at  least  most  of  it  wasn’t.  It  eonsisted  of  lots  of  eol- 
orful  vehieles.  I  eould  see  blues,  reds,  and  a  lot  of  bright  silver 
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from  bumpers  reflecting  the  sun.  I  let  Arden  know  that  I  was 
going  heads-down  to  use  the  binos.  I  could  then  see  that  a  num¬ 
ber  of  civilian  cars  and  tractors  had  pulled  over  to  the  side  of  the 
road.  I  also  noticed  a  couple  of  larger  vehicles  leaving  the  area  to 
the  west.  One  of  them  was  a  large  charter  bus  with  some  color¬ 
ful  paint  marks  down  both  sides.  There  were  one  or  two  other 
west-moving  vehicles  whose  identity  I  could  not  confirm  before 
they  entered  the  town  of  Dakovica  and  disappeared. 


USAF  Photo 


Convoys  near  Dakovica  on  the  road  to  Prizren 

I  then  noticed  a  strange -looking  pattern  south  of  the  road 
and  took  a  closer  look.  I  identified  it  as  a  crowd  of  people  who 
had  left  their  cars  and  tractors  and  had  run  away  to  a  safe  dis¬ 
tance.  They  were  waiting  in  the  fields  for  their  vehicles  to  stop 
exploding.  I  immediately  transmitted  that  the  convoy  was  def¬ 
initely  civilian.  Bear  21  ensured  that  all  attacks  and  weapons 
expenditures  were  stopped.  The  CAOC  quickly  closed  the  KEZ 
and  sent  everyone  home.  We  had  been  trying  to  extend  the  tar- 
get-area  time  to  prosecute  this  target — that  was  obviously  no 
longer  required. 
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Our  day  wasn’t  over.  We  flew  to  the  tanker  to  get  a  little  fuel 
before  going  home.  I  took  gas  without  a  problem,  but  Arden 
started  getting  a  lot  of  fuel  spray  from  around  the  refueling  re- 
eeptaele,  the  loeation  where  the  tanker’s  boom  eonneets  to  the 
nose  of  the  aireraft.  He  diseonneeted,  reeonneeted,  and  tried 
again  with  the  same  result.  Sinee  the  A- 10  teeh  manual  ree- 
ommended  that  refueling  be  diseontinued  in  the  event  of  fuel 
spray  due  to  the  potential  danger  of  fuel  pooling  in  the  elee- 
tronies  bays,  Arden  ended  up  taking  on  only  about  500 
pounds  of  gas.  We  did  the  math  to  figure  out  if  we  had  enough 
fuel  to  get  home.  It  didn’t  look  good  for  flying  straight  home, 
but  we  eould  make  it  to  our  divert  base.  While  we  waited  for 
the  jets  to  be  refueled  at  Brindisi,  we  learned  that  CNN  was  al¬ 
ready  eovering  the  attaek  on  the  eonvoy.  Immediately  after 
landing  at  Gioia  del  Colle,  Arden  and  I  wrote  our  reports  and 
submitted  them  to  our  CAOC  rep  at  Vieenza. 

It  was  not  a  glorious  moment  for  either  the  Air  Foree  or  NATO. 
However,  we  thought  it  eould  be  a  eritieal  lesson  learned  and  a 
memorable  ehapter  in  Hog  history.  There  are  plenty  of  things 

teehnology  ean  do,  but  expe- 
rienee  and  training  in  the  ba- 
sies  remain  eritieal.  When  it 
eame  time  to  eonfirm  a  target 
with  vast  politleal  impliea- 
tions,  it  was  not  a  high- teeh 
targeting  pod  but  a  set  of  12- 
power  binoeulars  in  the 
hands  of  an  experieneed 
AFAC  that  provided  the  ae- 
eurate  and  eritieal  identifiea- 
tion. 

I  watehed  the  post-inei- 
dent  briefing  at  Supreme 
Headquarters  Allied  Powers 
Europe  (SHAPE)  on  publie 
television  a  eouple  of  weeks 
later.  This  was  one  of  the 
most  frustrating  aspeets  of 
the  episode.  I  wouldn’t  de- 
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A-10,  as  seen  from  the  tanker,  just  prior 
to  refueling.  Note  the  refueling  recepta- 
cie  located  in  front  of  the  windscreen. 
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scribe  the  briefing  as  misleading,  but  the  deseription  just  did¬ 
n’t  quite  mateh  what  we  had  experieneed.  Arden  and  I  had 
submitted  our  written  reports  to  the  CAOC  through  our  rep  at 
Vieenza — but  I  didn’t  reeognize  any  of  those  details  in  the 
SHAPE  brief.  I  suspeet  that  our  reports  were  not  part,  or  at 
least  not  the  foeus,  of  SHAPE’S  investigation.  Its  briefing  went 
into  mueh  detail  on  the  eireumstanees  of  the  ineident,  inelud¬ 
ing  identifying  Bear  21  and  showing  his  F-16’s  eoekpit  video. 
The  briefing  appeared  to  foeus  on  “how”  this  tragie  ineident 
eould  have  happened. 

The  A-lO’s  role  in  terminating  the  attaek  was  understated 
during  the  SHAPE  briefing.  A- 10  AFAC  expertise  did  not  get 
eredit  for  its  eritieal  role  in  identifying  the  noneombatant  na¬ 
ture  of  the  eonvoy,  terminating  the  attaek,  and  preventing  fur¬ 
ther  eivilian  easualties.  Like  the  role  we  played,  our  eall  sign 
was  also  abbreviated.  We  were  simply  referred  to  as  “Cub 
flight,”  whieh  eould  identify  any  one  of  several  Cub  eall  signs 
flying  that  day.  I  appreeiated  our  leaders’  desire  to  explain  the 
eireumstanees  of  “how”  this  eould  have  happened  to  the  pub- 
lie,  get  this  tragie  ineident  quiekly  behind  us,  and  refoeus  on 
our  eontinuing  eombat  operations.  However,  my  hope  is  that 
we  don’t  forget  an  important  lesson — teehnology  eannot  eom- 
pletefy  substitute  for  training  and  experienee.  This  is  espe- 
eially  eritieal  in  basie  tasks  like  looking  at  the  ground  and 
being  able  aeeuratefy  to  identify  and  understand  what  is  really 
there — partieularfy  when  fighting  a  eynieal  enemy  willing  to 
use  eivilians  as  human  shields. 
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Lt  Col  Chris  “Kimos”  Hoove 

NATO  wanted  Montenegro  to  remain  “neutral.”  Yugoslav 
forees  normally  did  not  use  Montenegrin  territory  for  their  op¬ 
erations,  and  our  ROEs  refleeted  that  Serbian  disere tion  by 
normally  preeluding  attaeks  in  that  territory.  Early  in  the  eon- 
fliet  however,  the  Serbs  positioned  a  long-range  aequisition 
radar  on  a  narrow  peninsula  on  the  Montenegrin  eoast.  From 
that  position  the  radar  provided  the  Serbians  important  intel- 
Ugenee  as  it  traeked  all  NATO  aireraft  flying  through  the 
southern  Adriatie  and  Albanian  atrspaee.  Serbia’s  aetion 
foreed  NATO  to  make  an  exeeption  to  its  normal  ROEs  and  di- 
reeted  that  the  radar  be  eliminated.  Our  experienees  while  we 
hunted  for  that  single  radar  on  the  eoast  of  Montenegro  were 
typieal  of  both  our  frustrations  and  our  sueeesses  during  the 
Hog’s  partieipation  in  Allied  Foree. 

We  eould  not  determine  whether  the  Serbs  kept  the  same 
radar,  or  even  the  same  type  of  radar,  at  that  strategie  eoastal 
loeation.  At  different  times  it  appeared  to  be  a  Flat  Faee  (So¬ 
viet-built)  radar,  and  at  other  times  it  exhibited  the  eharaeter- 
isties  of  a  Giraffe  (Swedish-made)  radar.  It  was  elear,  however, 
that  the  CAOC  wanted  to  remove  that  Serb  eapability  (no  mat¬ 
ter  what  kind  or  how  many  radars)  to  traek  NATO  strike  paek- 
ages  and  KEZ-bound  aireraft. 

The  Serbs  weren’t  stupid  enough  to  operate  their  radar  eon- 
tinuously  and  expose  it  to  a  elassie  NATO  interdietion  attaek. 
Rather,  they  emitted  unpredietably — just  long  enough  to  get 
the  information  they  needed — and  then  reloeated  their  equip¬ 
ment  to  a  different  residential  or  wooded  area  near  the  Mon- 
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Photo  courtesy  of  FAS 

Flat  Face  radar 


tenegrin  coast.  Therefore,  the  aireraft  that  got  the  opportunity 
to  kill  the  radar  was  simply  the  aireraft  that  happened  to  be  in 
the  area  at  the  time  the  radar  was  deteeted. 

The  CAOC,  we  believed,  had  deeided  that  our  A- 10s  at  Gioia 
del  Colle  were  the  preferred  weapon  system  to  kill  the  radar. 
We  would  be  able  spend  more  time  in  the  target  area,  had  the 
best  ehanee  of  finding  the  radar,  and  had  a  wide  range  of 
weaponry  with  whieh  we  eould  engage  it.  The  radar’s  loeation 
in  Montenegro  made  identifying  the  target  essential  and  mini¬ 
mizing  eoUateral  damage  even  more  eritieal.  The  CAOC’s 
ehoiee  of  the  Hog’s  low-teeh  binoeulars  refleeted  the  earlier 
sueeess  that  Coke,  our  operations  offieer,  and  others  had  dur¬ 
ing  Desert  Storm  knoeking  out  Flat  Faee  radars  while  they 
hunted  for  Sends  in  Iraq. 

The  good  news  was  that  we  were  the  privileged  few  to  be  al¬ 
lowed  to  go  after  this  elusive  and  high-priority  prey.  The  bad 
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news  was  that  it  was  both  elusive  and  high  priority.  It  was  the 
foeus  of  the  CAOC’s  attention,  and  that  meant  we  would  fly 
many  frustrating  sorties  without  finding  it.  Some  of  our  pilots 
started  daydreaming  about  being  the  lueky  one  to  see  the 
radar  in  his  binos,  move  it  to  his  gunsight,  and  hammer  down 
on  the  trigger. 

Fighter  pilots  are  naturally  aggressive  and  generally  avoid 
looking  for  the  definitive  answer  to  an  ambiguous  rule  that 
would  remove  all  ambiguity — and  their  flexibility.  Thus,  most 
fighter  pilots  worth  their  salt  have  done  something  in  the 
eourse  of  their  eareers  that  they  would  rather  not  have  to  ex¬ 
plain  to  their  eommanders.  These  natural  tendeneies,  eoupled 
with  our  pilots’  desire  to  sueeeed  in  the  diffieult  hunt  for  the 
Flat  Faee  and  Giraffe  radars,  almost  resulted  in  a  taetieal  vie- 
tory  and  a  strategie  disaster. 

I  began  my  tour  as  squadron  supervisor  at  1800  on  the 
evening  of  4  May  and  would  be  on  duty  until  0600  the  next 
morning.  The  poor  weather  over  Serbia  preeluded  the  launeh 
of  our  normal  interdietion  strike  paekages.  The  CAOC  plan¬ 
ners,  however,  had  eheeked  with  their  weather  foreeasters  and 
believed  that  the  eloud  layers  over  the  Adriatie  Sea  and  the 
Montenegrin  eoast  would  be  seattered  enough  for  our  erews  to 
draw  a  bead  on  the  Flat  Faee  radar. 

Capt  Edward  D.  “Sped”  Sommers  was  a  highly  qualified 
weapons-sehool  instruetor,  generously  sent  from  Nellis  to  par- 
tieipate  in  a  strategie  planning  eell  headed  by  Col  Daniel  “Doe” 
Zoerb.  He  also  helped  our  unit  representatives  at  the  CAOC 
explain  the  finer  points  of  A- 10  employment  to  the  CAOC  lead¬ 
ership.  Sped  ealled  from  the  CAOC  to  ask  if  our  two  CSAR 
(ground-  and  airborne-alert)  two-ships  eould  be  retasked  from 
eovering  strike  paekages  to  a  radar-hunting  mission.  “Yes,”  I 
replied.  Although  in  my  enthusiasm  I  may  have  said  some¬ 
thing  more  eolorful. 

I  gathered  the  four  pilots  together  and  told  them  of  their  new 
tasking.  Capt  Stu  Stuewe,  who  was  the  highest  qualified  of  the 
four  pilots  and  had  been  seheduled  as  Sandy  1  that  night,  vol¬ 
unteered  to  lead  the  mission. 

The  weather  was  the  biggest  unknown.  The  foreeast  for  the 
eeiling  on  the  Adriatie  ehanged  several  times  during  the  night. 
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but  the  one  I  believed  that  we  all  had  settled  on  was  broken  at 
4,000  feet.  “Broken”  denotes  at  least  five-eighths  eloud  eover — 
unless  the  elouds  are  very  thin,  it  is  praetieally  impossible  to 
find  and  attaek  a  target  from  above.  To  attaek  the  Flat  Faee  in 
that  weather  meant  having  to  deseend  through  and  attaek 
from  below  the  4,000-foot  broken  eloud  deek.  Doing  so  would 
direetly  eonfliet  with  our  altitude  ROE.  General  Short’s  exaet 
words  on  ROEs  were  seared  into  my  brain,  and  his  voiee  was 
still  ringing  in  my  ears  from  my  trip  to  Tirana  three  days  be¬ 
fore.  Never  in  my  life  had  my  understanding  of  my  superiors’ 
direetion  been  so  lueid.  Our  eurrent  ROEs  limited  our  altitude 
to  no  lower  than  5,000  feet  to  identify  a  target  and  to  no  lower 
than  8,000  feet  during  our  attaeks. 

The  following  is  an  example  of  what  Clausewitz  meant  by 
“fog  and  frietion.”  Worried  about  the  weather.  Sped,  Stu,  and  I 
had  all  independently  eheeked  it  several  times  during  the  two 
hours  from  the  start  of  mission  planning  to  the  pilots  stepping 
to  their  aireraft.  It  was  several  days  later  before  I  was  able  to 
pieee  together  eaeh  of  our  differing  pereeptions  of  the  weather 
and  the  ROEs  that  applied  to  that  night’s  hunt  for  the  Flat 
Faee  radar.  I  was  eonvineed  that  the  definitive  foreeast  was  for 
a  4,000-foot  broken  eeiling,  whieh  would  require  the  CAOC’s 
approval  to  deviate  below  the  ROE-established  minimums.  I 
told  Sped,  “Confirm  for  me  that  we  have  been  eleared  to  go 
below  the  weather.”  On  the  other  hand.  Sped,  who  was  getting 
his  weather  information  at  the  CAOC,  was  eonvineed  that  the 
eeiling  was  foreeasted  for  8,500  feet  and  saw  no  eonfliet  stay¬ 
ing  within  the  eurrent  ROE  and  operating  “below  the  weather 
to  either  identify  or  attaek  the  radar.”  Stu,  the  flight  lead,  had 
reeeived  several  projeeted  eeilings  during  the  planning  proeess 
from  our  Gioia  del  Colle  foreeaster  and  stepped  with  the  eon- 
vietion  that  the  foreeasted  eeiling  was  at  2,000  feet.  So  when  I 
told  him,  “Go  below  the  weather,”  he  believed  that  meant  he 
was  eleared  to  operate  below  2,000  feet. 

There  is  one  reeolleetion  on  whieh  Stu  and  I  differ.  I  had  re¬ 
quired  Stu  to  brief  the  flight’s  attaek  plan  to  me  in  detail  sinee 
I  was  elearing  my  guys  to  deseend  to  low  altitude  at  night,  over 
water,  and  in  potentially  eloudy  weather.  Their  plan  ealled  for 
a  first  pass  using  Maverieks  and,  if  unsueeessful,  a  seeond 
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pass  at  2,000  feet  for  a  level  CBU  attaek  that  Sped  and  Stu 
had  worked  out  over  the  phone.  I  approved  the  plan,  with  an 
additional  restrietion  of  maintaining  at  least  2,000  feet  above 
the  water  sinee  three  of  the  pilots  in  the  flight  had  not  yet  eom- 
pleted  training  at  night  below  that  altitude.  If  they  eneoun- 
tered  weather  at  2,000  feet  or  below,  they  were  to  abort  the 
mission  and  return  home.  Stu  did  not  reeall  my  2,000-foot  re¬ 
strietion  and  therefore  interpreted  my  elearanee  to  “go  below 
the  weather”  as  elearanee  to  deseend  to  any  taetieally  safe  al¬ 
titude.  I’ll  leave  the  details  of  the  mission  to  the  stories  in  the 
ehapter,  but  the  unsueeessful  attaeks  on  this  night  oeeurred 
below  2,000  feet. 

When  the  four  intrepid  aviators  returned  from  their  unsue¬ 
eessful  sortie,  they  identified  the  weather  as  the  reason  for  their 
laek  of  sueeess.  They  did  not  mention  altitudes — there  was  no 
reason  to  mention  them  sinee  they  had  adhered  to  the  altitude 
ROE  as  they  understood  it.  “Flat  Faee  fever”  hit  the  squadron.  All 
of  the  pilots  eagerly  listened  to  tales  about  that  night’s  mission 
and  hoped  they  might  have  a  shot  at  the  radar.  A  eouple  of  days 
later,  eaeh  of  the  same  four  pilots  found  himself  leading  an  ele¬ 
ment  when  Stu  spotted  the  infamous  radar  from  medium  alti¬ 
tude  on  the  way  home.  He  reeeived  CAOC  elearanee  and  shifted 
the  entire  KEZ  paekage  to  the  west  to  provide  SEAD  eover.  Onee 
again,  there  was  a  low-weather  deek.  Based  on  their  experienees 
during  that  first  night  attaek  and  their  mistaken  belief  that  to  kill 
this  radar  they  had  been  given  an  exeeptlon  to  the  normal  alti¬ 
tude  restrietlons,  they  flew  another  attaek  below  the  “real”  ROE 
altitude.  On  this  mission,  Stu’s  gun  malfunetioned  just  as  he 
lined  up  the  enemy  radar  in  his  gunsight.  We  all  listened  raptly 
to  their  mission  debrief. 

Col  A1  Thompson  (40th  EOG  eommander),  Maj  Serateh 
Regan  (74th  EES  eommander),  Lt  Col  Coke  Koeehle  (81st  EES 
operations  offieer),  and  I  were  the  normal  ROE  gatekeepers  at 
Gioia.  Perhaps  this  sounds  like  a  seenario  from  The  Emperor’s 
New  Clothes,  but  none  of  us  had  heard  about  anyone  flying 
below  2,000  feet  during  that  one  night  mission  against  the 
radars  or  below  standard  ROE  altitudes  during  the  day  mis¬ 
sions.  We  learned  afterward  that  those  altitudes  were  well 
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known  to  the  line  pilots,  who  “assumed”  it  was  an  approved 
exeeption  to  the  ROEs  for  that  target. 

The  diseonneet  between  what  various  pilots  understood  to 
be  minimum-allowed  altitude  during  an  attaek  on  the  radar 
site  was  illuminated  as  a  result  of  the  debrief  of  a  Flat  Faee 
mission  flown  by  Serateh  and  Maj  Dirt  Fluhr.  Due  to  the 
weather  along  the  eoast  and  with  CAOC  direetion,  they  were 
foreed  to  fly  between  eloud  deeks  to  seareh  for  the  radar.  As 
they  neared  the  suspeeted  eoordinates  of  the  elusive  target, 
they  dropped  through  a  thin  “send”  layer  at  about  4,500  feet. 
Onee  below  the  elouds,  they  searehed  the  area  along  the 
eoastline  for  the  radar,  threats,  and  a  way  baek  up  through 
the  weather,  whieh  they  knew  they  would  eventually  need. 
During  this  seareh  the  Serbs  shot  a  heat-seeking  missile  at 
them.  Serateh  and  Dirt  promptly  defeated  the  shot,  popped  up 
through  the  elouds,  and  returned  home. 

Following  their  elose  eall,  Serateh  and  Dirt  eondueted  the 
standard  debrief  with  our  squadron’s  intel  personnel.  They 
stated  that  they  were  probably  at  about  4,000  feet  at  the  time 
of  the  missile  shot.  Our  exeellent  intel  troops  faithfully 
reeorded  their  details  and  dutifully  forwarded  the  mission  re¬ 
port  to  the  CAOC.  That  statement  of  flying  at  4,000  feet — 
below  the  normal  ROEs’  5,000-foot  minimum  altitude  for  iden¬ 
tifying  targets,  and  8,000-foot  minimum  used  during 
attaeks — ^without  an  operational  explanation  was  eertain  to 
draw  attention  from  anyone  without  our  earlier  understanding 
of  the  ROE  “exeeption.”  I  learned  an  important  lesson  and 
noted  that  a  timely  operations  review  of  the  unit’s  mission  re¬ 
ports  by  its  supervisors  will  provide  a  elearer  pieture  of  what 
is  aetually  taking  plaee  and  help  reduee  frietion  and  fog.  I  had 
suffered  a  miseommunieation  on  what  I  thought  was  a  “one¬ 
time  exeeption.”  to  the  minimum  attaek-altitude  for  that  first- 
night  sortie  to  use  while  they  attaeked  the  radar.  I  had  under¬ 
stood  that  we  were  baek  to  adhering  to  the  normal  ROE 
altitudes.  If  I  had  reviewed  the  mission  reports,  I  would  have 
been  alerted  to  the  squadron  pilots’  ineonsistent  understand¬ 
ing  of  the  ROEs’  minimum  altitudes.  We  fixed  this  immedi¬ 
ately.  Although  it  seemed  eontrary  to  letting  the  intel  troops  do 
their  job,  in  a  shooting  war  with  highly  politieized  ROEs,  it  is 
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essential  to  use  every  available  means  to  stay  informed  and 
ensure  a  good  information  flow  at  all  levels. 

The  lightning  bolt  from  the  CAOC  was  swift  and  unequivo- 
eal.  The  two  pilots  involved,  plus  a  supervisor,  would  be  pro¬ 
vided  a  dedieated  C-21  aireraft  for  transport  to  Vieenza  to  per¬ 
sonally  explain  the  violation  of  the  ROEs  to  General  Short.  We 
understood  his  eoneern.  He  didn’t  need  “wa}rward  aviators” 
upsetting  the  delieate  politieo-military  balanee  and  the  al- 
lianee’s  eommitment  to  the  air  eampaign.  Nevertheless,  we 
weren’t  looking  forward  to  the  eneounter,  espeeially  sinee 
Colonel  Thompson,  Coke,  and  I  thought  we  were  sitting  on  a 
“eommand  ejeetion  seat”  with  General  Short’s  hand  on  the 
handle  after  our  dressing-down  in  Tirana. 

We  had  to  get  the  details  together  fast.  We  heard  pilots  ex¬ 
press  surprise  that  the  CAOC  was  upset  about  Serateh  and  Dirt 
inadvertently  flying  at  4,000  feet  in  daytime  sinee  the  CAOC  had 
already  approved  flying  below  2,000  feet  at  night  on  that  target. 
That’s  when  I  realized  the  diseonneet  between  the  ROEs  the 
CAOC  understood  to  be  in  plaee  and  the  ones  our  pilots  were 
using.  I  interviewed  all  the  pilots  involved  and  looked  over  the 
mission  reports  from  the  previous  two  Flat  Faee  sorties.  They  all 
told  the  same  story — they  had  assumed  that  low-altitude  at- 
taeks  on  the  radar  were  approved.  They  had  not  listed  their  at- 
taek  altitudes  in  their  mission  reports  sinee  that  data  was  nor¬ 
mally  sought  only  for  weapons-release  eonditlons  and  threat 
reaetions.  These  were  the  same  guys  who  had  routinely  put 
themselves  at  risk  to  eomply  with  the  ROEs — as  they  under¬ 
stood  them.  They  had  enforeed  the  ROEs  to  ensure  that  they, 
and  the  NATO  fighters  they  eontrolled,  would  never  eome  elose 
to  hurting  eivilians  in  Kosovo.  I  had  no  reason  to  doubt  their  in¬ 
tegrity,  professionalism,  or  sense  of  duty.  When  it  eame  to  ae- 
eepting  a  higher  personal  risk  to  take  out  an  important  target, 
they  went  all  out.  I  eoneluded  that  a  eouple  of  pilots  had  let  their 
fangs  get  a  mite  too  long  and  had  taken  unneeessary  risks.  They 
were  grounded  a  day  or  more  as  a  result — not  to  punish  them 
beeause  they  went  below  any  partieular  altitude  but  to  reeali- 
brate  their  in-flight  and  on-seene  assessment  of  risk  and  payoff. 
These  same  great  pilots  justifiably  earned  important  medals  for 
heroism  during  other  sorties. 
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Colonel  Thompson  had  to  decide  who  would  accompany 
Scratch  and  Dirt  to  see  “the  Man.”  I  was  the  commander,  present 
at  the  beginning  of  the  misunderstanding,  and  offered  to  go.  Stu 
nobly  offered  to  explain  to  General  Short  his  previous  sorties  and 
the  source  of  any  misunderstanding.  Colonel  Thompson,  al¬ 
though  thankful  for  the  offers,  doubted  General  Short  would 
have  time  to  understand  all  of  the  convoluted  details  before 
grounding  our  entire  group  for  insubordination.  Colonel  Thomp¬ 
son  had  worked  for  General  Short  before  and  decided  to  lead  the 
two  majors  to  Vicenza.  General  Short  carefully  explained  to 
them.  Colonel  Thompson  reported  afterward,  that  he  could  not 
tolerate  any  more  ROE  deviations,  intentional  or  otherwise.  He 
would  expressly  approve  any  exceptions. 

Capt  Joseph  S.  “Joe  Bro”  Brosious’s  story  provides  a  happy 
ending  to  this  tale.  One  of  the  guys  who  had  twice  been  after 
the  Serbs’  pesky  Montenegrin  acquisition  radar  finally  strafed 
it  with  his  mighty  GAU-8  Avenger  cannon.  The  Hog  had  proved 
its  versatility  once  again,  showing  that  it  is  well  adapted  to 
handle  some  particularly  knotty  missions.  All  the  guys  who 
had  gone  after  the  radar  survived,  maintained  an  aggressive 
edge,  and  continued  to  take  the  fight  to  the  enemy.  However, 
we  all  learned  an  important  lesson — ^we  could  do  the  enemy’s 
work  for  him  if  we  dropped  our  guard  on  the  ROEs. 

The  Giraffe 

Capt  Ron  “Stu”  Stuewe 

I’ll  warn  you  up  front  that  this  is  a  long  narrative.  I’ve  told 
this  story  only  a  handful  of  times  and  have  found  that  it’s  best 
received  at  the  bar  on  a  Friday  night  over  a  couple  of  beers.  Its 
telling  usually  involves  a  lot  of  fighter -pilot  hand  gestures,  and 
a  good  deal  of  profanity — sometimes  it  even  evokes  audience 
participation.  A  buddy  of  mine  describes  this  as  a  story  about 
a  few  days  of  “knife-in-your-teeth  combat  flying,”  and  the  atti¬ 
tude — aggressive  or  foolhardy — that  one  can  develop  while  at¬ 
tempting  to  accomplish  the  mission.  It  is  an  important  story, 
however,  that  has  existed  only  in  the  memories  and  personal 
journals  of  a  few  pilots.  Even  though  it  will  lose  a  little  in 
translation,  it  should  be  preserved  in  print. 
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I  was  “Sandy  1”  on  the  night  of  4  May  1999,  sitting  30- 
minute  CSAR  alert  with  Maj  Diee  Kopaez  as  my  number  two.  I 
had  arrived  at  the  squadron  around  2000  hours,  in  time  to  be 
ready  for  our  normal  ground  alert  from  2100  to  about  0500.  I 
notieed  a  buzz  in  the  air  about  a  “priority  target,”  and  Kimos, 
the  squadron  eommander,  was  on  the  seeure  telephone  for  a 
long  time.  Most  of  the  night  flyers  had  already  launehed  on 
their  sorties,  and  everyone  else  was  in  pilot  rest  for  the  next 
day’s  missions.  Finally,  after  a  half  hour  of  pondering,  Kimos 
eame  to  me  with  a  set  of  eoordinates  on  an  orange  stieky  pad. 
He  simply  stated,  ‘There’s  a  Flat  Faee  radar  here.  Go  kill  it.” 
As  it  was  shaping  up,  the  only  available  bodies  for  this  prior¬ 
ity  target  were  the  guys  on  CSAR  alert. 

Attaek  pilots  find  nothing  better  than  having  their  squadron 
eommander  tell  them  to  go  kill  a  target.  We  tried  to  plot  the  eo¬ 
ordinates  on  our  maps  only  to  learn  it  was  too  far  west.  We 
grabbed  a  eomputer  and  found  out  that  this  early  warning  radar 
wasn’t  in  Kosovo,  or  even  Serbia  for  that  matter.  It  was  loeated 
on  the  eoast  of  Montenegro — ^whleh,  ineidentally,  was  supposed 
to  be  a  third  party  during  this  bombing  eampaign.  Not  only  did 
the  politieally  sensitive  nature  of  attaeking  targets  in  Montenegro 
worry  me,  but  also  I  had  eoneerns  about  the  three  unloeated  SA- 
6  batteries  that  intel  elaimed  were  in  the  area. 

I  put  everyone  to  work:  building  maps,  working  on  timing, 
and  getting  our  night-vision  goggles  ready.  Then  I  went  to  the 
weather  shop.  The  weather  foreeaster  explained  that  the  eeil- 
ing  was  low — real  low — 2,000-foot  overeast  with  four  kilome¬ 
ters  of  visibility,  to  be  preeise.  There  was  not  mu  eh  we  eould 
do  exeept  fly  below  the  elouds,  whieh  would  put  us  well  below 
the  altitude  preseribed  in  the  ROEs.  While  I  was  planning  the 
attaek,  the  weather  guy  ehanged  his  foreeast  several  more 
times.  The  lowest  foreeast  was  for  a  2,000-foot  eeiling,  and  the 
highest  ealled  for  a  10,000-foot  eeiling.  It  seemed  that  the 
CAOC  and  Kimos  eonsidered  this  priority  target  important 
enough  that  the  normal  ROE  altitudes  would  not  apply,  and  I 
was  eleared  to  go  “below  the  weather.”  I  found  out  later,  how¬ 
ever,  that  the  foreeast  eeilings  that  the  CAOC,  Kimos,  and  I 
were  planning  with  were  all  different.  Therefore,  the  attaek  al- 
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titude  that  corresponded  to  the  below-the-weather  approval 
meant  different  things  to  eaeh  of  us. 

Our  planning  turned  to  ordnanee  and  formations.  Beeause 
our  Mk-82s  were  wired  for  a  high-altitude  delivery,  they  would 
not  have  time  to  arm  if  we  dropped  them  that  elose  to  the 
ground.  I  therefore  requested  that  the  Mk-82s  be  replaeed  by 
CBU-87S  on  all  four  of  our  aireraft  beeause  of  their  low-alti¬ 
tude  emplo}mient  options  and  their  ability  to  provide  us  good 
firepower  and  mutual  support.  A  well-respeeted  A- 10  rep  at 
the  CAOC  sent  down  his  attaek  plan.  Unfortunately,  this  par- 
tieular  evening’s  fog  and  frietion  prevented  most  of  his  ideas 
from  reaehing  me. 

I  launehed  with  Diee  on  my  wing,  along  with  Capt  Corn 
Mays  and  Capt  Joe  Brosious  as  my  numbers  three  and  four. 
Capt  Larry  D.  “LD”  Card  II  suggested  a  little  taetieal  deeeption 
whieh  eaused  the  NAEW  to  make  bogus  radio  ealls  that  indi- 
eated  to  all  who  were  monitoring  the  transmissions  that  Sandy 
flight  was  going  to  rendezvous  with  a  tanker  and  sit  airborne 
alert.  Hallway  aeross  the  Adriatie,  we  hit  the  solid-undereast 
eloud  deek  that  had  been  predieted  by  the  weather  foreeaster. 
We  turned  off  our  squawks,  blaeked  out,  and  “stealthed  up”  as 
mueh  as  a  Hog  ean.  I  led  the  boys  down  through  the  weather 
and  leveled  off  in  a  blaek  hole  at  1,500  feet  on  the  radar  al¬ 
timeter.  NAEW  played  its  role  perfeetly  and  began  giving  us 
phony  traffie  advisories  and  then  veetors  towards  an  aetual 
tanker  that  was  airborne  over  Maeedonia.  We  hit  the  Albanian 
eoast  at  our  eontrol  point  (CP)  and  turned  north  towards  the 
IP.  The  IP  itself  was  an  illuminated  boat  doek  with  a  1,500-foot 
ridge  behind  it.  Finding  the  IP  would  update  us  on  the  drift  of 
our  navigation  systems  as  well  as  provide  us  some  indireet  ter¬ 
rain  masking  from  any  radar.  With  the  poor  visibility,  I  eouldn’t 
see  the  IP  until  I  was  right  on  top  of  it.  I  then  had  to  fly  a  very 
hard  turn  to  keep  from  being  seraped  off  on  that  ridge.  Kirk 
said  later  that  he  got  mueh  eloser  to  that  partieular  pieee  of 
the  Balkans  than  he  would  have  liked.  I  had  the  boys  throw 
the  master  arm  switeh  to  “arm”  at  the  IP  as  we  turned  west  to¬ 
wards  Montenegro  and  the  radar. 

The  eeiling  dropped  to  about  1,500  feet  and,  with  the  high 
humidity  and  moisture,  we  eouldn’t  see  anything  with  the  Mav- 


187 


A- 10s  OVER  KOSOVO 


erick  or  NVGs  except  straight  down.  I  nearly  passed  over  the  top 
of  the  target  coordinates  without  seeing  anything.  Kirk  did  like¬ 
wise  one  minute  behind  me.  We  proceeded  out  to  the  rendezvous 
point  over  the  water.  I’m  here  to  say  that  India  ink  cannot  com¬ 
pare  to  the  blackness  I  encountered  when  I  pointed  my  Hog’s 
nose  out  over  an  open  ocean  in  the  middle  of  the  night  below  a 
solid  overcast.  I  flew  500  feet  above  the  cold  Adriatic  off  nothing 
more  than  a  radar  altimeter  and  a  green  circle  in  my  HUD  that 
said  I  was  wings  level.  Due  to  the  outstanding  skill  of  my  wing- 
men,  I  had  to  expend  only  two  self-protection  flares  to  help  re¬ 
group  the  formation  as  I  turned  back  towards  the  coast.  At  this 
same  time  NAEW  was  rendezvousing  our  imaginary  formation 
with  a  tanker  120  nautical  miles  away.  I  led  us  back  in  on  a  reat¬ 
tack  with  CBUs.  On  the  way  in  I  slewed  an  HR  Maverick  missile 
onto  the  spot  where  the  target  was  supposed  to  be.  In  the  midst 
of  a  cold,  dark  background  I  found  a  single  hot  object.  It  didn’t 
exactly  look  like  the  radar  van,  but  it  was  in  the  correct  relative 
position.  I  locked  the  Maverick  onto  the  hot  object  as  my  thumb 
gently  caressed  the  pickle  button  that  would  unleash  the  missile. 

I  don’t  care  much  about  CNN  or  the  influence  the  media  has 
on  military  operations,  but  there  was  no  way  I  was  going  to 
mistakenly  destroy  a  Montenegrin  hotdog  stand.  It  boiled 
down  to  the  fact  that  I  had  a  slight  doubt  as  to  the  validity  of 
my  target,  so,  as  a  professional  soldier,  I  couldn’t  proceed  with 
the  attack.  I  learned  later  that  Kirk  had  also  found  a  hot  ob¬ 
ject,  possibly  the  same  one,  and  had  similarly  forgone  indis¬ 
criminately  attacking  it.  I  called  for  yet  another  “Jake” — the 
reattack  code  word  that  I  had  named  after  my  three-month-old 
son.  I  thought  that  with  one  more  attack  we  might  just  get 
lucky.  Someone,  however,  without  the  distraction  of  having 
their  fangs  imbedded  in  the  floorboard,  made  a  wise  decision 
and  relayed  through  NAEW  that  we  were  done  for  that  partic¬ 
ular  night.  Feeling  rather  dejected  about  not  finding  the  tar¬ 
get,  I  led  Dice  home.  Kirk  and  Joe  Bro — ^without  pretending — 
flew  to  the  tanker,  refueled,  and  assumed  their  real  airborne 
CSAR  alert.  This  is  where  the  story  gets  really  interesting. 

The  next  two  days  passed  uneventfully  as  I  finished  my  turn 
in  the  barrel  on  the  CSAR  alert  schedule.  I  couldn’t  forget 
about  that  radar  because  every  day  ABCCC  tasked  A- 10s  with 
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a  priority  target  that  had  coordinates  in  Montenegro.  On  the 
fourth  morning  I  was  the  mission  commander  for  the  entire 
ICEZ.  As  we  tried  to  conduct  an  air  war  during  the  Balkan 
spring,  we  ended  up  fighting  the  weather  as  much  as  anything 
else.  The  weather  was  “dog  crap,”  and  I  started  sending  the 
forces,  including  me,  home.  As  I  returned  home  at  22,000  feet 
and  turned  the  corner  around  Montenegro  (our  ROEs  did  not 
allow  us  to  fly  over  it),  I  focused  my  binos  on  the  area  where 
the  Flat  Face  had  been  previously  reported.  I  began  a  struc¬ 
tured  scan  pattern  when,  low  and  behold,  about  600  meters 
west  of  the  previous  location,  I  found  a  van  with  twin  horizon¬ 
tal  radar  dishes  turning  on  it.  I  called  ABCCC  and,  via  secure 
means,  asked  if  the  Flat  Face  was  still  a  valid  priority  target. 
The  response  was  that  I  could  attack  as  long  as  I  obtained 
SEAD  support.  I  called  all  the  other  A- 10s  on  VHF  while  coor¬ 
dinating  the  SEAD  on  the  UHF  radio.  Within  minutes  I  had 
eight  Hogs  lined  up,  along  with  four  F-16CJs  and  an  EA-6B 
Prowler.  Even  Mr.  ABCCC  came  rumbling  over  to  take  a  look 
(or  get  in  the  way).  I  took  control  of  my  new  strike  package.  By 
some  crazy  luck,  my  new  element  leads — “three,”  “five,”  and 
“seven” — turned  out  to  be,  in  perfect  order,  “two,”  “three,”  and 
“four”  from  Sandy  flight  on  the  first  night.  Since  we  all  had  a 
full  load  of  ordnance  and  varying  amounts  of  fuel,  I  sent  the 
fourth  element,  numbers  seven  and  eight,  to  the  tanker. 

During  the  time  it  took  to  rejoin  the  formation,  line  up  the 
SEAD,  and  coordinate  the  attack,  a  small,  midaltitude  deck  of 
clouds  had  moved  in  below  us.  I  was  the  only  one  who  had 
seen  the  target,  but  I  thought  it  would  be  “no  big  deal.”  I  ex¬ 
plained  to  the  second  and  third  element  leads  where  the  tar¬ 
get  was  in  relation  to  the  map  study  we  had  accomplished  in 
preparation  for  the  first  night’s  attack.  The  briefed  plan  was  a 
ladder  of  Hogs  (two-ship  element  orbits  with  vertical  separa¬ 
tion  between  elements)  with  the  wingman  providing  cover  on 
the  right  side  during  an  attack  from  southeast  with  a  south¬ 
west  pull-off.  One,  three,  and  five  were  shooters  with  Maver¬ 
ick,  while  two,  four,  and  six  (all  of  whom  had  no  exact  idea  of 
what  we  were  attacking)  were  supposed  to  provide  cover  from 
any  threats  that  popped  up.  I  briefed  the  plan.  When  they 
reached  the  cloud  layer,  they  would  descend  through  it  as  fast 
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as  possible,  acquire  and  ID  the  radar,  shoot,  and  recover 
quickly  back  to  the  clear  air  above  the  clouds.  Everyone  ac¬ 
knowledged  that  he  understood  the  plan. 

One  of  my  most  distinct  memories  of  OAF  is  the  feeling  of 
adrenaline  building  up  as  I  prepared  for  this  attack.  However,  the 
tight  knot  that  had  formed  in  my  chest  quickly  unclenched  and 
was  replaced  with  pride  and  awe  when  I  looked  over  my  right 
shoulder.  I  wish  I  had  the  eloquence  to  describe  what  it  is  like  to 
watch  five  Hogs  follow  your  every  move — all  of  them  hulking  with 
a  full  combat  load  that  glistened  in  the  midday  sun.  I  noted  the 
awesome  firepower  we  had  available:  six  tons  of  bombs,  12  Mav¬ 
ericks,  84  Willy  Pete  rockets,  and  almost  7,000  rounds  of  30  mm 
combat  mix.  The  sight  of  those  marvelous  airplanes  and  the  pi¬ 
lots  who  had  chosen  to  fly  them  humbled  me. 


USAF  Photo  by  SrA  Jeffery  Allen 


A1C  Jerry  Herron  replenishes  the  A-10’s  30  mm  ammunition. 

I  began  the  attack  and  realized  the  weather  was  slightly 
lower  than  I  had  expected.  However,  this  was  the  high-priority 
target  we  had  been  gunning  for  during  the  last  four  days.  It 
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was  the  target  the  CAOC  and  my  squadron  eommander  had 
deemed  so  important  that  they  had  sent  us  to  attaek  it  (or  so 
I  had  believed)  when  the  weather  was  well  below  the  ROEs. 
During  that  attaek  attempt,  I  had  flown  over  it  at  a  few  hun¬ 
dred  feet  just  three  nights  before.  On  this  day,  therefore,  I 
pressed  on  with  the  attaek  despite  the  weather.  I  hit  the  edge 
of  the  elouds  about  four  miles  from  the  target.  Unfortunately, 
there  was  some  misunderstanding  as  to  the  in-trail  spaeing  I 
expeeted  between  my  element  leads,  whieh  eaused  my  seeond 
element  lead  to  piteh  baek  into  the  third  element.  My  six-ship 
had  quiekly  turned  into  a  two-ship  below  the  weather. 

It  took  a  few  seeonds  to  get  my  bearings  below  the  eloud 
deek.  I  found  the  original  position  of  the  radar,  worked  my 
eyes  from  there  to  where  the  target  should  be,  and  visually  ae- 
quired  the  radar  site.  I  stabilized  the  Maveriek  on  the  radar 
site  and  tried  to  look  onto  the  van.  The  missile  loeked  onto  the 
eooled  van  and  also  on  some  eold  baekground  elutter  that 
would,  most  likely,  have  eaused  a  total  miss.  I  attempted  onee 
more  to  look  just  the  eold  van  without  any  luek.  I  was  now  get¬ 
ting  elose  enough  to  start  breaking  out  the  hot  radar  dish  and 
eomponents  within  the  van.  I  quiekly  pulled  the  pinky  switeh 
on  the  left  throttle  to  the  aft  position  to  eause  the  Maveriek 
seeker  to  look  for  hot  targets.  For  the  third  time  in  a  matter  of 
seeonds,  I  eouldn’t  get  the  Maveriek  to  look  onto  the  van.  I 
then  made  an  extremely  superfluous  eomment,  but  one  I  felt 
had  to  get  aeross  the  radio:  “One’s  going  to  guns.” 

I  pushed  forward  on  the  stiek,  nosed  over  slightly,  and  over¬ 
laid  the  gun  symbology  on  the  radar  van.  Suddenly  I  wasn’t 
flying  an  A- 10  anymore.  I  was  in  a  Jug  or  Spitfire,  strafing 
steam  loeomotives  in  oeeupied  Franee — that’s  exaetly  what  it 
felt  like.  I  put  my  index  finger  on  the  trigger,  and  eaught  my 
breath  slightly.  In  that  one  instant  in  time  I  thought  to  myself, 
“Oh  my  God,  you’re  about  to  long-range  STRAFE  a  real  live 
target!”  I  lined  up  my  airplane  to  rip  the  now  large  van  from 
one  side  to  the  other.  All  my  training  and  long  days  of  hard 
work  had  seemed  to  build  to  this  one  split  seeond.  The  adren¬ 
aline,  the  eestasy,  the  remorse,  the  fear,  and  the  exaltation  of 
everything  in  my  life  seemed  eneapsulated  in  the  moment  I 
pulled  the  trigger. 
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Now  I’ve  shot  close  to  100,000  rounds  through  the  GAU-8 
gun  without  any  problem — except  for  this  one  particular  time. 
The  gun  spun  up,  and  the  familiar  rumbling  of  the  aircraft  ac¬ 
companied  it — but  something  was  missing.  A  fraction  of  a  sec¬ 
ond  later  I  realized  that  no  bullets  were  coming  from  the  air¬ 
craft.  This  was  accompanied  shortly  by  a  “gun  unsafe” 
warning  light  in  the  cockpit.  I  pulled  off  target  and,  even  with 
my  finger  off  the  trigger,  the  gun  continued  to  rotate.  My  wing- 
man  and  I  yanked  our  jets  hard  to  the  left.  We  were  low  as  hell 
and  we  both  dropped  flares  like  crazy.  I  then  made  one  of  the 
worst  radio  calls  of  my  life:  “One’s  runaway  gun.” 

At  that  moment  Dice,  my  then  number -three  man,  de¬ 
scended  below  the  weather.  Seeing  red  streaks  around  my  el¬ 
ement’s  aircraft,  he  called  out  that  we  were  taking  AAA.  I  then 
began  to  jink,  while  trying  to  “safe”  my  gun  and  talk  Dice  onto 
the  target.  Unfortunately,  my  erroneous  “runaway  gun”  radio 
call  had  focused  Dice’s  concentration  more  on  the  nose  of  my 
aircraft  and  getting  out  of  my  way  than  looking  for  the  target. 
At  this  point  he  radioed  that  it  was  only  our  flares  and  not  AAA 
that  he  had  seen.  Needless  to  say,  the  attack  had  turned  into 
a  chocolate  mess.  All  four  aircraft  were  within  spitting  dis¬ 
tance  of  the  target,  we  were  looking  at  each  other,  and  nobody 
was  clearing  for  any  threats.  I  quickly  gathered  the  four  of  us 
together  and  climbed  above  the  weather. 

My  wingman  was  low,  real  low,  on  gas,  so  we  climbed  to  the 
optimum  altitude  and  slowed  to  the  best  airspeed  to  conserve 
our  fuel  and  extend  our  range — ^we  “skyhooked”  back  to  Gioia. 
I  left  Dice  as  the  on-scene  commander  because  he  had  the 
best  situational  awareness  from  going  below  the  weather  and 
seeing  where  the  target  should  be.  Over  the  next  45  minutes, 
the  remaining  three  two-ships  (seven  and  eight  had  returned 
from  the  tanker)  made  three  more  attacks  on  the  target.  Two 
of  them  were  prosecuted  from  a  low- altitude  run-in  100  feet 
above  the  water.  Unfortunately,  due  to  an  inability  to  acquire 
the  radar,  they  both  were  unsuccessful.  During  the  climb  out 
for  their  skyhook  back  to  Gioia,  Joe  Bro  was  able  to  look 
through  a  break  in  the  clouds  to  see  where  the  van  had  been 
parked  and  noticed  the  dirt  tracks  it  had  left  when  it  drove  off. 
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USAF  Photo  byTSgt  Blake  Borsic 


Explosive-ordnance-disposal  personnel  SSgt 
Mike  Werner  and  A1C  Joe  Deslaurieurs  prepar¬ 
ing  to  “safe”  a  GAU-8  that  jammed  during  a 
combat  mission  over  Kosovo  by  using  a  C-4  ex¬ 
plosive  charge  to  “render  safe”  the  stuck  30 
mm  rounds 


When  we  got  baek,  I  told  everyone  about  the  sortie  and  the 
laek  of  results.  “Flat  Faee  mania”  seemed  to  grip  the  squadron. 
Completely  irrational,  I  had  almost  eonvineed  Larry  Card  to  hop 
in  a  jet,  join  on  my  wing,  and  go  baek  with  me  to  kiU  that  radar 
right  then  and  there.  Everyone  shared  our  disappointment. 

The  next  day  Serateh  and  Dirt  went  looking  for  the  priority 
target.  The  now-familiar  midlevel  deek  of  elouds  was  again 
present  and  foreed  them  to  drop  down  through  the  elouds, 
whieh  bottomed  out  at  4,000  feet.  The  Serbs,  having  finally  de- 
eided  to  defend  their  radar,  shot  a  manpads  missile  right  be¬ 
tween  the  two-ship  of  Hogs.  Serateh  and  Dirt  defeated  the  mis¬ 
sile  and  elimbed  baek  through  the  elouds.  When  Serateh’s 
mission  report  made  it  to  the  bigwigs,  the  listed  altitude  of 
4,000  feet  raised  more  than  a  few  eyebrows.  Serateh,  Dirt,  and 
I  were  ealled  into  the  squadron  eommander’s  offiee  that  after¬ 
noon.  Serateh  and  Dirt,  along  with  Colonel  Thompson,  our 
group  eommander,  had  the  pleasure  of  seeing  the  three-star 
about  breaking  the  minimum  altitudes  deseribed  in  his  ROEs. 

The  trials  and  tribulations  I  faeed  while  trying  to  attaek  the 
Flat  Faee  radar  taught  me  some  very  important  lessons.  I 
learned  a  great  deal  about  the  eapability  and  limitations  of 
weapons,  taeties,  and  the  effeets  of  weather.  I  gained  a  new  un¬ 
derstanding  of  mission-essential  tasking  versus  mission  require¬ 
ments.  I  eame  to  appreeiate  the  oeeasional  diserepaney  between 
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tactical  leadership  and  the  “ean  do,”  “type  A”  mentality  of  our 
typieal  attaek  pilot.  Finally,  I  learned  what  air  eombat  really  is. 
It’s  not  just  strategie  bombing  from  20,000  feet  using  munitions 
aided  by  Global  Positioning  System  (GPS)  and  delivered  against 
targets  whose  eoordinates  had  been  earefully  measured.  I  now 
know  what  it’s  like  to  belly  up  to  the  table,  look  the  bad  guy 
square  in  the  eye,  and  be  eonlident  that  I  have  the  ability,  the 
eonstitution,  and  the  fortitude  to  shoot  him. 

Attack  on  Montenegro 

1st  Lt  Johnny  “CBU”  Hamilton 

My  most  memorable  sortie  had  an  unsueeessful  ending.  It 
started  one  day  when  our  squadron  was  tasked  to  plan  an  attaek 
on  a  radar  site  in  the  Yugoslav  provinee  of  Montenegro.  The  tar¬ 
get  was  a  long-range  seareh  radar  used  to  traek  inbound  and 
outbound  NATO  aireraft.  Allied  forees  had  finally  pinpointed  its 
loeation  and  deeided  it  was  time  for  the  radar  to  go. 

I  was  working  in  the  mission-planning  eell  (MPC)  when 
short-notiee  attaek  orders  eame  down.  I  would  not  be  a  mem¬ 
ber  of  the  attaek  foree.  However,  with  the  exeeption  of  the  ae- 
tual  flight  brief,  I  was  involved  with  every  other  aspeet  of  the 
planning,  whieh  ealled  for  a  four -ship  of  A- 10s  to  attaek  at 
night  using  CBU-87s,  Maverieks,  and  30  mm  guns.  They  were 
to  depart  Gioia,  flying  the  standard  route  to  Kosovo,  and  try  to 
employ  some  taetieal  deeeption.  The  daily  operational  routine 
was  to  fly  to  a  tanker  before  going  into  Kosovo,  and  the  Yu¬ 
goslavs  knew  it.  At  about  the  halfway  point,  the  four -ship 
made  a  rapid  deseent  over  the  Adriatie  Sea  but  kept  talking  to 
the  NAEW  as  if  they  were  still  eruising  at  altitude  and  pro- 
eeeding  to  the  tanker.  The  NAEW  erew  members  partieipated 
in  our  deeeption  plan  and  eontinued  talking  and  veetoring  the 
imaginary  Hogs  towards  the  tanker,  even  though  they  were 
nowhere  near  the  normal  routes.  This  was  all  an  attempt  to 
eonfuse  the  Yugoslavs  in  ease  they  were  listening  to  our  radio 
transmissions  and  throw  them  off  in  ease  they  had  not  been 
able  to  traek  the  A- 10s  on  radar.  Unfortunately,  the  weather 
was  extremely  bad,  and  they  were  not  able  to  engage  the  tar¬ 
get  sueeessfully. 
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USAF  Photo  byTSgt  Blake  Borsic 


Lt  Johnny  Hamilton  shows  rock  star  Joan  Jett  the  Maverick  missile 


Three  days  later  I  was  flying  on  the  wing  of  Capt  Stu  Stuewe 
on  an  AFAC  sortie  in  Kosovo.  After  our  two  vul  periods,  we 
were  returning  home,  and  we  flew  very  elose  to  the  radar  site. 
We  were  at  high  altitude,  but  the  elear  weather  allowed  us  look 
into  the  area  where  we  expeeted  the  radar  to  be  loeated.  At  this 
point,  an  otherwise  routine  sortie  beeame  interesting.  Stu  was 
one  of  the  pilots  involved  in  the  first  night  attaek  against  the 
radar.  He  still  had  the  target  map  with  him  and,  beeause  I  had 
been  involved  with  the  planning,  I  remembered  the  radar’s  geo- 
graphie  area  and  its  loeation  in  relation  to  the  road  that  par¬ 
alleled  the  eoast.  Stu  immediately  loeated  the  radar  and  began 
eoordinating  for  an  impromptu  attaek  elearanee.  He  was  able 
to  get  approval  for  the  three  other  returning  Hog  two-ships  to 
support  the  attaek.  Just  as  Stu  had  been  involved  on  the  first 
attaek,  it  happened  that  the  other  three  flight  leads  had  been 
part  of  that  original  four -ship.  We  had  the  original  four  play¬ 
ers  leading  four  wingmen  with  their  additional  firepower. 

We  were  ready  to  go  after  taking  about  15  minutes  to  organize 
the  lighters  and  get  approval  for  the  attaek.  Our  attaek  foree  of 
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four  two-ships  started  off  in  trail  at  medium  altitude  with  about 
two  miles  of  separation  between  the  elements.  We  were  trying  to 
attaek  the  radar  site  quiekly,  and  only  Stu  had  put  his  eyes  on 
the  target.  I  had  seen  the  target  area  but  had  not  been  able  to 
puU  out  the  binoeulars  and  positively  ID  its  loeation.  The  plan 
was  for  Stu  to  hit  the  target  with  a  Maveriek,  and  then  the  oth¬ 
ers  would  queue  off  the  smoke  and  flames  to  find  it.  My  job  was 
to  eover  for  the  two  of  us — looking  around  for  any  threats  to  the 
formation.  As  we  deseended,  Stu  tried  to  look  up  the  target  with 
an  HR  Maveriek.  Beeause  of  poor  thermal  eontrast  with  the  sur¬ 
rounding  area,  the  seeker  would  not  look  on  to  just  the  vehlele. 
I  was  flying  with  extended  spaeing  off  Stu’s  right  wing  as  we 
erossed  over  the  eoast,  flew  inland,  and  rapidly  approaehed  the 
target.  My  duty  was  to  eontinuously  look  for  threats  to  the  for¬ 
mation  by  searehing  the  are  from  my  right  side,  through  the 
nose,  and  on  towards  my  10  o’eloek  position  to  keep  Stu  in  sight. 
This  eonstant  seareh  pattern  never  allowed  me  to  look  for  the 
target.  We  were  two  to  three  miles  from  the  target  when  Stu  ra¬ 
dioed  that  he  was  swltehlng  to  guns  beeause  the  Mav  wouldn’t 
loek-on.  I  started  to  sense  a  ground  rush  now  beeause  I  hadn’t 
flown  this  low  sinee  the  war  started.  The  adrenaline  rush  was  al¬ 
most  unbearable.  The  flight  pressed  in.  Stu  steadied  his 
erosshairs  and  pulled  the  trigger.  “Runaway  gun!  One’s  runaway 
gun!”  is  all  we  heard  on  the  radio.  The  Gatling  gun  on  Stu’s  jet 
had  malfunetioned.  It  had  spun  up  but  fired  no  bullets. 

He  immediately  pulled  up  and  banked  hard  to  the  left, 
egressing  over  the  water.  As  I  heard  this  I  looked  out  front,  eu- 
rious  about  the  eall  and  expeeting  to  see  the  gun  firing  un- 
eontrollably,  but  in  the  heat  and  exeitement  of  the  moment, 
Stu  made  an  ineorreet  eall. 

As  I  looked  out  in  front  of  Stu’s  jet,  I  saw  a  group  of  vehieles 
off  the  side  of  the  road,  and  then  I  saw  Stew  aggressively  turn 
towards  the  sea.  Sinee  my  job  was  to  eover  for  the  flight,  I  also 
turned  west  and  egressed  with  flares.  We  were  both  jinking 
over  the  water  now  at  less  than  1,000  feet  AGL.  I  looked  baek 
over  my  shoulder  at  the  target  for  any  threat  reaetion.  There 
were  no  missiles  or  gun  flashes,  but  I  eould  see  the  seeond 
two-ship  running  towards  the  target. 


196 


THE  GREAT  HUNT  FOR  RADARS 


Unfortunately,  they  never  got  eyes  on  the  radar,  so  they 
aborted  their  pass.  The  same  thing  happened  to  the  remaining 
two-ships.  Beeause  Stu’s  jet  malfunetioned  and  I  was  low  on 
fuel,  we  were  not  able  to  reattaek  the  target.  The  other  Hogs  were 
able  to  loiter  for  a  tittle  longer  but  never  aequired  the  radar. 

I  often  wonder  if  I  should  have  hit  those  vehieles  I  saw  at  the 
last  minute.  I  eould  have  ealled  “eontaet”  and  requested  elear- 
anee  to  fire.  This  would  have  at  least  marked  the  target  for  the 
remaining  Hogs.  My  job,  however,  was  to  elear.  With  Stu 
egressing,  who  would  elear  for  me  if  I  foeused  on  the  target? 
Still,  I  wish  I  eould  have  killed  that  thing! 

The  Hogs  did  kill  the  radar  on  a  subsequent  sortie.  Capt  Joe 
Bro  Brosious  finally  got  it — he  strafed  it  until  it  wasn’t  any¬ 
more!  This  was  just  one  more  example  of  the  variety  of  mis¬ 
sions  the  A- 10  ean  fly.  Even  though  it  was  designed  to  provide 
CAS  for  the  Army,  it  has  repeatedly  been  used  sueeessfully  in 
other  roles.  Hogs  have  attaeked  and  destroyed  radar  sites  and 
eommunieation  faeilities,  and  have  suppressed  enemy  air  de¬ 
fenses — an  ability  we  demonstrated  against  SA-6  sites  in 
Kosovo.  These  missions  make  the  Warthog  sueh  an  exeiting 
plane  to  fly — I  wouldn’t  trade  it  for  anything! 

A  Monkey  and  a  Giraffe 

Capt  Joe  S.  “Joe  Bro”  Brosious 

“Do  you  need  me  to  drive?”  I  yelled  from  the  baekseat.  I  eon- 
tinued,  “If  you  kill  us  going  to  work  today,  I  will  make  sure  that 
you  never  fly  again.”  I  was  a  seheduler,  so  this  was  a  eredible 
threat. 

In  retrospeet,  the  drive  to  work  was  the  most  dangerous 
thing  we  did  on  a  daily  basis  during  OAF.  The  Italians  had  a 
knaek  for  turning  two  lanes  of  traffie  into  three,  and,  depend¬ 
ing  on  whieh  of  us  was  driving,  things  eould  get  pretty  sporty. 
It  was  around  0500  when  I  was  rudely  awakened  by  the  stunt 
driving  of  the  lieutenant  behind  the  wheel.  The  drive  to  the 
squadron  was  the  last  quiet  moment  I  eould  expeet  to  have 
when  fl5dng  a  morning  sortie.  Everyone  was  usually  too  tired 
(or  too  tense)  to  talk,  and  the  ride  left  a  lot  of  time  for  reflee- 
tion — or  sleeping,  as  the  ease  had  been  that  morning.  Now  we 
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at  least  had  something  to  keep  us  all  awake,  and  we  spent  the 
rest  of  our  eommute  expressing  displeasure  with  our  young 
ehauffeur’s  driving  abilities.  A  person  normally  develops  a  very 
thiek  skin  working  in  a  fighter  squadron.  The  ability  of  a  pilot 
to  give  someone  grief  for  stupid  remarks  or  aetions  is  almost 
as  highly  respeeted  by  the  pilot’s  fellow  aviators  as  is  his  abil¬ 
ity  to  fly  the  plane.  Indeed,  it  has  truly  been  raised  to  an  art 
form — a  by-produet  of  putting  30  type-A  personalities  together 
in  the  same  workplaee.  It  helped  take  our  minds  off  the  three 
million  other  things  we  were  supposed  to  get  aeeomplished 
during  the  day  besides  flying. 

Morning  sorties  were  always  beetle.  We  had  to  get  up  at  four 
in  the  morning — arriving  at  the  squadron  any  earlier  was  not 
a  rational  option.  A  point  of  diminishing  returns  oeeurs  when 
an  alarm  eloek  is  set  any  earlier  than  around  four  in  the 
morning  (I  used  to  think  it  was  around  0600,  but  the  Air  Foree 
reealibrated  me).  Getting  up  at  0400  is  not  something  a  nor¬ 
mal  human  being  should  do  on  a  regular  basis. 

No  matter  how  early  we  arrived,  we  were  always  behind. 
There  was  never  enough  time  to  wade  through  all  of  the  infor¬ 
mation  thrown  at  us  during  the  morning  intelligenee  brief.  We 
had  to  be  very  seleetive  about  what  aetions  and  thoughts  we 
let  oeeupy  those  preeious  two  hours  before  takeoff.  Mission 
planning  had  beeome  a  three-step  proeess  that  was  refleeted 
in  a  series  of  three  questions  I  asked  myself  before  every  sor¬ 
tie:  What’s  out  there  trying  to  kill  me?  What  am  I  trying  to  kill? 
How  do  I  aeeomplish  my  mission  without  getting  into  trouble? 
The  last  question  seemed  like  a  no-brainer,  but  it  was  one  of 
our  biggest  eoneerns  and  something  we  had  to  eoneentrate  on 
during  our  pre-mission  planning.  Information  about  every  air¬ 
borne  flight  was  eontinuously  transmitted  to  the  CAOC  and 
played  on  the  big  sereen.  “Big  Brother”  was  watehing,  and  no¬ 
body  wanted  to  highlight  himself.  Just  a  week  before,  two  of 
our  squadron  majors  were  ordered  to  the  CAOC  to  explain  an 
apparent  ROE  deviation,  and  they  reeeived  a  tongue-lashing  of 
epie  proportions.  We  all  knew  that  any  one  of  us  eould  have 
been  ealled  up  there  and  nobody  wanted  to  make  that  trip. 

I  was  seheduled  to  fly  this  partieular  morning  with  Capt 
Miehael  L.  “Smokey”  Matesiek.  I  was  the  only  one  who  ealled  him 
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Smokey.  The  nickname  stems  from  an  antiskid  brake-system 
check  that  Mike  had  performed  at  the  request  of  our  mainte¬ 
nance  personnel.  They  asked  for  volunteers  one  night  when  we 
were  sitting  CSAR  alert,  and  Smokey,  being  the  youngest,  got  to 
volunteer.  They  had  spent  the  last  six  hours  fixing  the  brakes 
and  needed  them  checked.  All  they  wanted  was  for  Smokey  to 
taxi  the  jet  above  25  knots,  slam  on  the  brakes,  and  see  that  the 
antiskid  engaged.  Well  that  is  just  what  he  did.  However,  out  on 
the  runway  after  he  checked  the  brakes  the  first  time,  he  realized 
he  still  had  about  8,000  feet  of  runway  remaining — plenty  of 
room  to  really  check  the  brakes.  After  the  third  test,  and  as  he 
was  pulling  off  the  runway,  the  Italians  in  the  tower  shouted  on 
the  UHF  radio,  “A- 10  on  taxiway,  you  smokey!”  Sure  enough, 
Mike  had  severely  overheated  the  brakes  and  sat  there  on  the 
taxiway  in  disbelief  as  both  main-gear  tires  went  flat.  If  anything 
made  me  laugh  harder  during  the  war,  I  don’t  remember  it. 
Maintenance  was  not  amused. 

I  liked  fi}fing  with  Smokey — probably  more  than  flying  with 
anyone  else.  We  had  flown  together  enough  to  know  what  to  ex¬ 
pect  from  each  other,  and  I  had  good  luck  finding  targets  with 
him.  I  can’t  really  say  I  believe  in  luck  or  fate — I  think  people 
make  their  own.  Strangely,  however,  I  did  feel  that  if  I  flew  with 
a  certain  person,  I  was  probably  going  to  get  shot  at,  or  if  I  flew 
with  another  particular  person  it  would  likely  be  a  slow  day. 
Maybe  it  was  a  self-fulfilling  prophecy  on  my  part,  but  I’ll  bet  that 
most  flight  leads  would  admit  that  they  had  a  lucky  wingman. 

I  got  my  standard  large  cup  of  coffee,  and  then  Smokey  and 
I  sat  down  for  our  Intel  brief.  Four  months  into  the  war,  we 
had  a  pretty  good  picture  of  what  was  out  there  and  where 
people  had  been  lucky  or  unlucky.  Intel  briefed  on  an  unlo¬ 
cated  SA-6  somewhere  in  Kosovo  and  SAN-4s  off  the  coast  of 
Montenegro — as  they  had  been  the  entire  war.  We  were  mainly 
interested  in  what  had  happened  the  day  before.  Who  had 
been  shot  at?  Where  did  they  find  targets?  With  this  informa¬ 
tion  we  had  the  ability  to  make  our  plan  of  attack.  Included  in 
our  mission  planning  materials  was  a  list  of  about  50  targets 
(some  days  more,  some  days  fewer).  Our  first  job  was  to  look 
at  the  list  and  guess  which  ones  were  valid  and  which  were 
bogus:  20  tanks  just  outside  of  Prizren  (most  likely  bogus). 
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200  infantry  with  vehicles  (probably  bogus).  We  decided  on  a 
handful  of  targets  that  looked  promising  and  rank-ordered 
them.  One  interesting  target,  with  imagery,  was  two  tanks 
parked  next  to  a  tree  line.  The  picture,  from  a  British  Harrier, 
looked  too  good  to  be  true.  We  assumed  they  were  decoys,  but 
they  were  a  possible  dump  target  if  it  turned  into  a  slow  day. 
I  briefed  about  30  minutes  on  flight  contracts  and  other  re¬ 
quired  items,  and  then  we  were  out  the  door  to  fly. 

The  mornings  stopped  being  hectic  when  we  finally  got  air¬ 
borne.  I  hated  waking  up  at  0400,  but  there  is  nothing  better 
than  taking  off  at  sunrise  and  being  the  first  flight  into  the 
area  of  operations  (AO).  We  hit  the  tanker  inbound,  refueled, 
and  made  our  way  across  the  border.  We  were  slotted  as  an 
air-strike  control  (aka  AFAC)  sortie  working  in  the  western 
half  of  Kosovo,  using  Swine  91  as  our  call  sign.  We  were  more 
like  “killer  scouts”  running  down  through  a  suspected  target 
list.  We  searched  each  set  of  coordinates  with  handheld  binoc¬ 
ulars  for  any  sign  of  the  Serbian  military.  While  scrutinizing 
our  third  target,  I  struck  gold. 

Two  artillery  pieces  were  backed  against  a  tree  line  overlook¬ 
ing  the  border  town  of  Zur.  Closer  investigation  revealed  what 
looked  like  a  deuce-and-a-half  truck  parked  nearby  with  the 
cargo  cover  pulled  off.  Smokey  didn’t  have  the  target  but  was 
more  than  happy  to  provide  cover  while  I  rolled  in  with  an  HR 
Maverick  air-to-ground  missile.  I  was  unable  to  break  out  the  ar¬ 
tillery  pieces  due  to  poor  thermal  contrast,  but  the  truck  showed 
up  beautifully  in  my  cockpit  picture.  I  locked  on  and  hammered 
down  on  the  pickle  button.  My  Maverick  came  off  like  a  freight 
train,  but  then  just  as  suddenly  it  pointed  vertical  and  went  blitz¬ 
ing  off  towards  some  unknown,  unsuspecting  piece  of  dirt. 

‘Two  come  south,  my  Maverick  just  went  ‘stupid,’”  I  warned. 
Things  were  bad  enough;  I  certainly  didn’t  want  Smokey  in  the 
same  piece  of  sky  as  my  missile.  We  watched  and  waited  for 
what  seemed  an  eternity.  A  thousand  horrifying  scenarios 
flashed  through  my  brain  in  a  matter  of  seconds.  Maybe  I 
would  be  on  the  next  plane  to  the  CAOC  after  all.  Luckily  the 
Maverick  splashed  down  on  the  eastern  bank  of  a  river  just  to 
our  north.  Crisis  averted! 
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Smokey  wasn’t  exactly  sure  where  the  target  was,  and  by 
this  time  we  were  well  north  of  it.  No  problem,  I  thought.  I’ve 
got  another  missile,  so  I’ll  set  up  for  a  pass  from  the  north.  I 
found  the  truck  again  and  pickled  off  my  second  Maverick. 
This  one  came  off  the  rail  and  did  a  direct  nosedive  under¬ 
neath  my  aircraft.  I  had  never  had  a  Maverick  missile  go  stu¬ 
pid  on  me  before,  and  here  I  was  at  10,000  feet  praying  that 
my  second  stupid  missile  of  the  day  would  not  find  an  inap¬ 
propriate  impact  point.  Performing  a  classic  posthole  maneu¬ 
ver,  this  missile  hit  much  quicker  than  the  first,  coming  down 
in  a  field  just  outside  a  small  village.  I  searched  the  area  for 
any  signs  that  something  other  than  dirt  had  been  disturbed 
and  found  nothing. 

Since  Smokey  had  seen  where  my  nose  had  been  pointed, 
he  now  attacked  the  target.  I  covered  our  flight  while  he  rolled 
in  with  one  of  his  Mavericks.  Shack!  We  had  now  expended 
three  Mavericks  for  one  truck,  not  a  very  good  ratio,  but  I  was 
glad  I  had  my  lucky  wingman  with  me  (luck  doesn’t  always 
come  in  the  form  of  targets).  While  Smokey  was  setting  up  for 
his  Maverick  pass,  two  Belgian  F-16s  checked  in,  with  each 
aircraft  carrying  one  Mk-84  2,000  lb  bomb.  I  gave  them  our 
coordinates  and  cleared  them  into  the  area  at  high  altitude. 
Once  they  were  overhead,  I  marked  the  artillery  pieces  with 
three  white  phosphorous  marking  rockets.  The  Vipers  could 
still  not  acquire  the  target.  Since  my  third  rocket  had  landed 
directly  on  the  southern  artillery  piece,  I  finally  got  to  say  the 
only  three  words  that  a  FAC  in  any  war  has  ever  wanted  to 
say:  “Hit  my  smoke!” 

An  Mk-84  exploding  is  one  of  the  most  violent  things  I  have 
ever  witnessed.  I  can’t  imagine  what  it  is  like  to  be  near  its  det¬ 
onation  on  the  ground,  but  I  never  tire  of  being  safely  overhead 
and  watching  one  explode.  The  entire  hillside  erupted  as  the 
F-16s  dropped  one  after  the  other  on  the  two  artillery  pieces. 
We  thanked  each  other  for  the  work,  and  Smokey  and  I  headed 
back  to  the  tanker. 

It  had  been  a  successful  morning  so  far.  We  got  our  fuel,  and 
I  was  excited  to  get  back  in  the  fight.  After  being  back  in  the 
area  for  no  more  than  10  minutes,  I  received  a  call  from  Magic, 
the  ABCCC  C-130.  He  said  that  the  KEZ  would  be  closing  to 
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facilitate  the  seareh  for  a  priority  target — a  radar  somewhere 
on  the  eoast  of  Montenegro.  I  argued  with  Magie  to  allow  at 
least  one  seetion  of  the  KEZ  to  stay  open.  “Stand  by;  eheek- 
ing,”  eame  the  reply.  Simultaneously  we  eould  hear  what 
seemed  like  hounds  being  turned  loose,  as  every  Hog  driver  in 
the  area  joekeyed  for  position  to  get  a  eraek  at  this  target.  It 
was  no  great  mystery  what  we  were  going  after.  I  had  been  in 
this  situation  twiee  before.  The  first  was  a  night  CSAR  alert 
period  that  turned  into  a  low-altitude,  below-the-weather  sor¬ 
tie  searehing  for  the  proverbial  needle  in  a  haystaek.  The  see- 
ond  oeeurred  about  a  week  later — a  day  sortie  in  whieh  they 
had  also  elosed  the  KEZ  down  and  turned  the  Hogs  loose.  That 
one  ended  with  Capt  Ron  Stuewe  suffering  a  gun  malfunetion 
with  the  target  in  his  erosshairs.  We  were  “zero  for  two,”  and 
the  CAOC  wanted  this  radar  badly.  It  was  being  used  as  the 
eyes  of  the  enemy’s  early  warning  system  and  eovered  the  ap- 
proaehes  over  the  Adriatie  that  tunneled  jets  into  Kosovo.  They 
knew  when  we  were  eoming  and  how  many  of  us  there  were. 
Someone  at  the  CAOC  had  the  destruetion  of  this  radar  on  the 
top  of  his  “to  do”  list. 

Magie  eame  baek,  “Swine  91,  you  are  direeted  to  leave  the 
area.  The  KEZ  will  be  elosing  in  five  minutes.” 

“Magie,  Swine  91.  I’m  requesting  to  leave  the  western  half  of 
the  KEZ  open.”  There  were  already  three  flights  headed  in 
seareh  of  the  radar,  and  I  now  had  the  entire  western  half  of 
the  eountry  to  myself.  I  didn’t  want  to  go  anywhere. 

A  new  voiee  eame  aeross  the  radio,  this  one  mu  eh  older  and 
mueh  more  perturbed  at  my  request:  “Swine  91,  you  are  or¬ 
dered  to  exit  the  AO.  The  KEZ  will  be  elosing  in  five  minutes.” 
Good  thing  they  were  broadeasting  this  to  the  world  over  an 
open  frequeney.  That  was  good  enough  for  me  and  I  started 
outbound.  But  I  realized  we  were  right  near  the  target  we  had 
identified  during  our  mission  planning  that  morning — the  one 
that  was  too  good  to  be  true.  I  altered  my  eourse  outbound  to 
the  west  slightly  and  spotted  it — exaetly  like  the  pieture  and  it 
eertainly  did  look  too  good  to  be  true.  Somebody  had  to  pay  for 
those  deeoys  though,  and  if  I’m  getting  kieked  out  I  may  as 
well  take  the  deeoys  with  me.  I  relayed  my  plan  to  Smokey  and 
we  were  in  30  seeonds  apart  on  the  two,  what  appeared  to  be. 
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tank  decoys.  Both  passes  were  good  and  we  rippled  four  Mk- 
82  500  lb  bombs  on  each  of  the  tanks.  They  weren’t  very  tac¬ 
tically  significant  targets,  but  those  decoys  had  to  cost  at  least 
10  grand  apiece.  I  thought  it  was  a  fair  trade  on  that  day,  and 
I  think  Smokey  agreed.  Information  in  a  subsequent  Kosovo 
after-action  report  revealed  that  two  tanks  had  indeed  been 
found  destroyed  at  those  coordinates. 

We  headed  south  and  came  up  on  the  frequency  being  used  for 
the  priority  target.  This  was  the  same  one  that  the  two  majors 
were  going  after  when  they  got  into  trouble.  They  were  diverted 
to  go  find  and  attack  this  radar  and  then  got  the  free  ride  up  to 
the  CAOC  for  their  efforts.  After  that  happened,  I  swore  to  myself 
that  I  would  never  go  after  that  radar  again — ^yet  here  I  was, 
headed  for  the  coast,  flying  towards  the  unlocated  SA-6  and 
SAN-4  missile  systems.  That  radar  had  become  a  monkey  on  the 
back  of  the  81st  FS.  We  checked  in  just  in  time  to  hear  the  talk- 
on  from  Magic.  To  say  it  was  confusing  would  be  a  gross  under¬ 
statement.  In  fact,  we  could  hear  the  confusion  from  the  other 
flights  even  though  they  weren’t  saying  a  word.  I  don’t  remember 
exactly  what  Magic  said,  but  I  do  recall  that  it  was  one  long  sen¬ 
tence  without  punctuation — something  like,  “There  are  two  cas¬ 
tles  one  is  in  the  water  one  is  on  the  land  with  the  distance  be¬ 
tween  the  two  shores  one  unit  go  one  unit  south  from  the  castle 
you  come  to  a  road  go  south  on  this  road  which  puts  you  in  be¬ 
tween  two  roads  that  form  a  V  which  is  open  to  the  target  area 
south  along  the  road.” 

The  first  time  I  heard  Magic’s  talk-on,  I  couldn’t  follow  it 
close  enough  to  understand  what  the  controller  was  trying  to 
say.  The  flights  already  in  the  target  area  asked  Magic  to  “say 
again.”  I  was  a  bit  apprehensive,  to  say  the  least.  I  had  coor¬ 
dinates  inputted  into  my  inertial  navigation  system  (INS)  to  get 
us  close,  but  the  target  radar  was  so  far  north  this  time  that 
it  was  off  all  the  maps  I  carried  with  me  (we  usually  didn’t 
launch  with  the  intention  of  attacking  Montenegro).  In  sum¬ 
mary:  I  had  no  map,  my  INS  had  drifted  at  least  three  miles 
when  I  compared  it  to  known  ground  references  on  the  way 
out  of  the  KEZ,  there  were  still  two  flights  left  looking  for  the 
radar,  and  we  had  a  target-location  description  that  seemed  to 
make  matters  worse.  What  I  did  have  on  my  side  was  time.  We 
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still  had  about  15  minutes  en  route  to  the  target  area.  The 
next  time  Magie  gave  the  talk-on,  I  wrote  the  entire  thing  down 
on  my  eanopy  with  grease  peneil.  If  someone  reads  a  para¬ 
graph  without  using  punetuation,  or  using  the  wrong  punetu- 
ation,  it  ean  ehange  the  meaning  eompletely — or  even  make  it 
ineomprehensible.  I  broke  the  talk-on  into  what  I  thought  were 
reasonable  seetions.  It  was  still  eonfusing  without  having  my 
eyes  on  the  target.  Nevertheless,  it  seemed  to  give  me  a  mueh 
better  mental  pieture  of  what  I  was  looking  for. 


NASA  Photo 


Map  and  photo  of  area  containing  suspected  Serb  radars 


204 


THE  GREAT  HUNT  FOR  RADARS 


We  arrived  at  the  target  area  just  in  time  for  the  flight  on 
station  to  give  us  an  orientation.  We  eould  definitely  see  the 
ruins  of  two  eastles.  One  was  indeed  on  a  tiny  island  in  the 
middle  of  a  small  bay.  The  other  was  about  a  kilometer  away 
on  the  shore  to  the  south  of  the  first  one.  The  departing  flight 
talked  me  onto  the  area  they  had  been  searehing.  They  were 
using  the  distanee  between  the  far  shore  on  the  north  side  of 
the  eastle  in  the  water  and  the  shore  to  the  south  as  one  unit. 
This  seemed  reasonable  enough  and  is  what  I  would  have 
thought.  Next  they  were  going  one  unit  south  along  a  road 
running  away  from  the  eastle  on  the  shore.  At  that  point  an¬ 
other  road  branehed  off  from  the  main  road;  together  they 
formed  a  “V.”  It  seemed  perfeetly  logieal  that  the  target  was  in 
this  area,  and  I  took  over  the  seareh.  Ten  minutes  later  I  wasn’t 
so  sure.  I  deeided  to  start  over.  I  ran  through  it  one  more  time 
and  ended  up  in  the  same  loeation.  The  possibiliiy  that  it  wasn’t 
even  out  there  erossed  my  mind. 


NASA  Photo 

Satellite  photo  of  Giraffe  radar  area 
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It  then  occurred  to  me  that  we  had  to  be  trolling  around  in 
some  pretty  unfriendly  territory  and  that  the  radios  had  been 
quiet  for  some  time.  With  the  KEZ  closed,  surely  this  effort 
would  have  had  all  the  available  support  dedicated  to  it.  I 
queried  Magic  for  the  status  of  any  SEAD  and  jamming  assets. 
We  had  no  jamming  assets,  and  our  SEAD  was  on  a  different 
frequency,  headed  for  the  tanker.  I  requested  that  Magic  have 
all  players  come  up  on  a  common  victor  (VHF-AM)  radio  threat 
frequency.  A  quick  check-in  revealed  that  we  actually  did  have 
two  F-16  CJs  covering  the  area  and  one  EA-6B  about  five  min¬ 
utes  out  to  provide  jamming.  It  felt  good  to  know  the  CJs  were 
above  us,  holding  in  their  SEAD  orbit  while  the  Hogs  were  tak¬ 
ing  care  of  the  destruction  of  enemy  air  defenses  (DEAD)  (with 
destruction  being  the  key  word).  Things  seemed  to  be  in  order, 
so  I  went  back  to  the  beginning  of  my  talk-on. 

Nowhere  did  it  say  to  go  one  unit  from  the  southern  castle.  I 
decided  I  would  try  going  one  unit  south  from  the  castle  in  the 
water.  That  put  me  just  on  shore,  a  little  south  of  the  southern 
castle.  There  I  noticed  a  small  road  that  ran  out  from  the  other 
side  of  the  castle  that  I  had  not  seen  before.  This  road  formed  a 
V  with  the  larger  dirtball,  and  going  one  unit  south  put  me  right 
smack  dab  in  the  middle  of  that  V.  There  was  also  a  small  road 
that  ran  from  the  larger  dirtball  into  a  large  grove  of  trees  that 

was  covering  the  entire  in¬ 
side  portion  of  the  V.  I  put 
my  binoculars  up  to  the 
point  where  that  small  road 
disappeared  in  the  trees  and 
saw  .  .  .  nothing.  However, 
there  was  a  small  concrete 
pad  with  what  looked  like  a 
small  hardened  shelter  close 
by.  I  swung  my  aircraft  back 
around,  refocused  my  binos, 
and  got  a  closer  look.  There 
it  was — sticking  out  of  the 
tops  of  the  trees — the  upper 
half  of  a  Giraffe  radar.  Not 
believing  it,  I  checked  at 
least  two  more  times.  It  was 
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Giraffe  air-defense-system  radar 
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definitely  the  Giraffe.  Smokey  did  not  have  the  target  in  sight — 
there  was  no  way  he  eould  have.  I  direeted  him  to  eontinue  to 
eover  us,  and  I  quiekly  set  up  for  a  gun  pass  on  the  Giraffe. 

“Magie,  Swine  91.  Confirm  we  are  eleared  to  engage  this  tar¬ 
get,”  I  queried,  almost  wishing  I  hadn’t  asked  and  fully  ex- 
peeting  him  to  deny  me. 

“Swine  91,  you  are  eleared  to  expend  30  mm  on  that  target,” 
Magie  quiekly  replied. 

I  found  myself  about  10  seeonds  later  hanging  in  the  straps 
on  about  a  70-degree  diving  delivery.  In  my  exeitement  I  had 
failed  to  do  the  most  important  thing — fly  the  jet!  I  was  able  to 
shoot  only  about  50  bullets,  not  anything  elose  to  what  I 
wanted  to  put  down.  They  did  impaet  the  immediate  target 
area,  however.  I  asked  Smokey  if  he  had  seen  my  bullets  hit  so 
that  I  eould  elear  him  in  on  a  pass  of  his  own.  He  eame  baek 
with  a  negative,  so  I  elimbed  baek  to  altitude.  This  time  I  made 
sure  that  I  was  in  a  good  position  to  roll  in,  and  with  two 
bursts — about  300  rounds — from  the  mighty  GAU-8  the  Gi¬ 
raffe  slumped  over,  smoldering  and  resting  on  the  same  trees 
that  had  just  provided  it  eover.  The  81st  had  stuek  its  finger 
in  Milosevie’s  eye,  and  the  monkey  was  finally  off  our  baek.  It 
was  nothing  new  for  the  A- 10.  As  it  has  done  in  every  war  in 
whieh  it  has  been  involved,  the  Hog  proved  it  had  the  ability  to 
adapt  to  nearly  any  mission  at  a  moment’s  notiee  and  have 
sueeess,  leaving  some  other  high-teeh  jets  stuek  in  orbit. 


Crew  chief  cleaning  the  canopy  after  the  GAU-8  cannon  had  been  used  on  a 
mission 
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Introduction 

Lt  Col  Chris  “Kimos”  Haave 

The  A- 10  was  a  ridiculously  simple  fighter  aircraft  in  its  1999 
configuration,  as  well  as  the  one  used  in  OAF.  When  measured 
by  twenty-first-century  standards,  its  avionics  suite  lacked  the 
gadgets  that  are  standard  in  most  modern  fighters.  There  is  a 
long  list  of  what  it  did  not  have:  GPS  for  precision  navigation;  a 
targeting  pod  for  target  identification  or  laser  designation;  a  data 
link  for  receiving  or  passing  target  coordinates;  a  high-speed 
data  bus  for  a  moving  map  display;  precision  survival-radio-find- 
tng  equipment  for  CSAR;  and  radar  to  provide  precise  target  ele¬ 
vations  for  medium-altitude  attacks  or  to  find  a  tanker  at  night 
or  in  the  weather.  Its  engines,  not  having  been  updated,  contin¬ 
ued  to  limit  the  Hog’s  maximum  airspeed  to  less  than  225  knots 
at  20,000  feet.  Even  with  this  long  list  of  have-nots,  the  A- 10  re¬ 
tained  some  distinct  advantages. 

The  Hog  had  abundant  cockpit  space  for  stacks  of  maps, 
mission  materials,  and  gyrostabilized  binoculars.  It  also  had  a 
big  canopy  on  which  to  write,  with  grease  pencil,  the  target 
area  and  striker  information.  We  had  a  great  mix  of  weapons, 
particularly  the  30  mm  gun  and  the  Maverick  missile,  both  op¬ 
timized  for  our  targets.  We  had  great  logisticians  and  main- 
tatners  to  keep  the  jets  in  top  shape  and  fully  loaded.  We  had 
pilots  who  trained  daily  tn  a  European  environment  and 
learned  to  capitalize  on  the  A-lO’s  strengths,  compensate  for 
its  shortcomings,  and  skillfully  evaluate  the  ground  situation. 
Notwithstanding  these  strengths,  we  still  had  to  refine  and  de¬ 
velop  a  few  new  tactics  and  techniques  during  the  course  of 
our  OAF  operations. 
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Efficient  cockpit  organization  was  critical  to  expeditious  tar¬ 
get  identification  and  attack.  Each  pilot  had  his  own  tech¬ 
niques  and  habits  that  worked  best  for  him.  These  evolved  as 
we  compared  and  adopted  each  other’s  tricks.  For  example,  we 
needed  a  faster  method  to  determine  and  pass  target  informa¬ 
tion  critical  to  incoming  fighters.  After  an  A- 10  AFAC  located  a 
lucrative  target,  he  had  to  develop  the  data  necessary  for  the 
FAC-to-fighter  brief.  To  do  so,  while  flying  the  aircraft,  he  would 
have  to  use  a  sequence  similar  to  the  following: 

1.  Find  the  general  target  area  on  a  large-scale  map  (1:250) 
that  had  markings  for  each  of  the  smaller -scale  maps 
(1:50). 

2.  Determine  which  1:50  to  use. 

3.  Find  the  correct  1:50  among  the  stack  of  16  such  maps. 

4.  Study  the  terrain,  roads,  forests,  power  lines,  and 
houses  marked  on  the  map  to  match  the  target  area  on 
the  ground. 

5.  Read  the  coordinates,  in  Universal  Transverse  Mercator 
(UTM)  format,  from  the  scale  on  the  map. 

6.  Write  these  coordinates  on  the  inside  of  the  A-lO’s 
canopy  in  grease  pencil. 

7.  Go  back  to  the  1:50,  follow  the  contour  lines  to  deter¬ 
mine  the  target  elevation  in  meters,  and  write  that  on  the 
canopy. 

8.  Use  the  Inertial  Navigation  System  to  convert  the  UTM 
coordinates  to  latitude  and  longitude,  and  write  those  on 
the  canopy. 

9.  Use  the  HUD  to  convert  the  elevation  from  meters  to  feet, 
and  write  that  on  the  canopy. 

10.  Finally,  read  the  target  information  to  the  incoming 
fighters  over  the  radio. 

By  contrast,  F-16CG  and  F-14  FACs  with  targeting  pods 
could  simply  point  their  laser  designators  at  a  target  to  deter¬ 
mine  its  relative  range,  direction,  and  elevation.  The  aircraft’s 
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avionics  automatically  integrate  that  information  with  its  GPS 
information  and  instantly  display  target  eoordinates  and  ele¬ 
vation  in  the  desired  format.  If  the  ineoming  fighters  are 
equipped  with  a  eompatible  data  link,  they  eould  pass  the  in¬ 
formation  without  even  using  the  radio. 

We  eould  often  get  around  the  need  to  “pull”  eoordinates  off 
the  map  by  direeting  strikers  to  rendezvous  at  a  known  point 
and  then  talking  the  striker’s  eyes  onto  the  target,  usually 
with  the  aid  of  a  mark.  Generally,  the  striker  would  still  need 
the  target  elevation. 

Several  of  our  Allied  Foree  innovations  were  genuine  “Air 
Foree  firsts.”  For  instanee,  Lt  Col  Coke  Koeehle  deseribed  the 
first  eooperative  employment  of  an  A- 10  with  a  USAF  Predator 
drone.  When  we  understood  what  had  happened  and  what 
was  possible,  we  asked  for  more  interaetive  targeting.  Some¬ 
times  it  seemed  rather  eomieal  when  CAOC  personnel,  without 
FAC  expertise,  tried  to  use  the  Predator’s  eamera  feed  to  de- 
seribe  a  tank  hiding  in  the  woods.  The  Predator  eamera  has  a 
very  narrow  field  of  view  (FOV),  similar  to  looking  through  a 
soda  straw.  The  diserepaney  between  that  narrow  FOV  and 
the  wide  FOV  an  AFAC  has  when  looking  out  of  an  A- 10 
eanopy  flying  at  20,000  feet  often  resulted  in  lengthy  and  frus¬ 
trating  talk-ons.  The  CAOC  transmission  would  sound  some¬ 
thing  like  “the  tank  is  in  the  woods  near  a  dirt  road,”  refleet¬ 
ing  the  only  tank,  woods,  and  dirt  road  the  Predator  feed 
displayed.  However,  the  AFAC  saw  dozens  of  woods  and  dirt 
roads  from  20,000  feet  and  was  still  no  eloser  to  finding  the 
tank.  The  problem  was  amplified  further  when  the  target  de- 
seriptions  were  passed  through  the  ABCCC  to  the  AFAC. 

The  CAOC  reeognized  the  problem,  and  talk-ons  improved 
when  it  tasked  a  pilot  with  FAC  experienee  to  man  the  miero- 
phone.  In  an  attempt  to  further  improve  the  speed  and  aeeu- 
raey  of  passing  target  loeations,  the  CAOC  direeted  that  a 
Predator  be  modified  to  earry  a  laser  designator.  Late  in  the 
eampaign  Capt  Larry  “LD”  Card,  one  of  our  weapons  offieers, 
flew  a  test  sortie  on  the  Albanian  eoast  to  validate  the  eoneept. 
The  Predator  marked  a  simulated  target  using  its  onboard 
laser.  That  spot  was  visible  to  LD  using  his  Hog’s  laser-spot- 
traeking  pod,  whieh  proved  that  Predators  and  Hogs  eould  op- 
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erate  efficiently  together.  The  Predator’s  laser  could  nail  down 
a  target  location  very  quickly  and  avoid  the  lengthy  talk-ons. 
We  were  eager  to  use  this  new  tactic  to  locate  and  schwack 
hidden  Serb  tanks.  However,  we  were  never  able  to  record  a 
successful  combat  mission  with  Laser  Predator  due  to  the 
combination  of  poor  target-area  weather,  limited  Laser  Preda¬ 
tor  availability,  and — thankfully — the  end  of  the  conflict. 

Hog  success  in  CSAR  included  leading  two  immediate  night 
rescues — the  first  in  US  combat  history.  Our  CSAR  experts 
were  visionaries  and  had  laid  the  right  foundation  to  prepare 
us,  and  our  allies,  for  this  particularly  tough  mission.  Our 
success  reflected  those  efforts,  the  participants’  stupendous 
seat-of-the-pants  flying,  and  their  ingenuity.  Goldie  exempli¬ 
fied  that  ingenuity  when  he  shut  down  Serb  radars  by  making 
“Magnum”  calls — those  that  normally  accompany  the  launch 
of  a  high-speed  antiradiation  missile  (HARM) — during  rescue 
of  the  pilot  of  Vega  3 1 . 

We  also  put  tactical  deception  to  good  use.  During  the  first 
week  of  KEZ  operations,  ABCCC  announced  in  the  clear  over 
strike  frequency,  “The  KEZ  will  close  in  10  minutes,”  followed 
later  by,  “The  KEZ  is  closed.  All  aircraft  must  depart  the  AOR.” 
We  understood  that  the  CAOC  had  directed  ABCCC  to  make 
those  calls.  We  suggested  to  the  CAOC  that  code  words  should 
normally  be  used  for  “KEZ  open”  and  “KEZ  closed,”  particularly 
when  they  were  used  in  the  clear.  We  then  worked  through  our 
CAOC  rep  to  set  up  a  “head  fake” — that  is,  announce  that  the 
KEZ  would  close  and  then  go  back  in  to  look  for  any  targets  that 
might  think  it  was  safe  to  move  and  had  broken  cover.  Capt 
Michael  J.  “Hook”  Shenk  Jr.  describes  that  mission  well. 

Capt  Ripley  E.  “Rip”  Woodard’s  story  has  nothing  to  do  with 
employing  ordnance,  but  is  simply  a  feat  of  courageous  air¬ 
manship  that  saved  an  aircraft  with  a  dual-engine  flameout 
under  particularly  harrowing  circumstances.  It  is  a  must- 
read — twice — that  makes  it  easy  to  understand  why  he  won 
the  Koren  Kerrigan  Safety  Award  in  1999. 

One  tactical  innovation  that  had  enormous  potential  and 
just  didn’t  work  out  was  the  employment  of  a  joint  A- 10  and 
Apache  helicopter  team.  The  US  Army  had  based  Apaches  in 
Albania.  We  had  worked  with  these  helicopters  before  and  had 
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some  joint  tactical-employment  doctrine,  but  some  tactical 
concepts  needed  to  be  adapted  to  reflect  the  Serbs’  360-degree, 
ground-based  threat  to  aircraft.  Because  the  CAOC’s  Apache 
and  A- 10  reps  assumed  we  would  operate  together,  they 
worked  out  a  few  “practice”  sorties  during  the  last  week  of 
April.  We  also  looked  for  additional  opportunities  to  further 
our  orientation.  Without  compromising  our  planned  KEZ  mis¬ 
sions,  we  attempted  radio  or  visual  contact  with  the  Apaches 
as  they  progressively  flew  more  ambitious  training  sorties  in 
northern  Albania. 

To  form  an  effective  team,  we  needed  to  discuss  several  is¬ 
sues  in  detail:  CSAR  procedures,  target  identification,  and  re¬ 
sponses  to  particular  threats.  We  looked  forward  to  the  Tirana 
conference  to  hammer  out  those  tactical  details.  As  it  turned 
out,  Tirana  was  an  operational-level  decision  meeting  between 
general  officers  and  not  one  where  worker  bees  could  engage 
in  stubby-pencil  work.  Regrettably,  the  Apache  briefers  were 
not  familiar  with  our  KEZ  operations  and  briefed  employment 
concepts  and  tactics  that  had  been  developed  during  the  Cold 
War.  General  Short  was  understandably  uncomfortable;  he 
and  General  Hendrix  decided,  at  that  time,  not  to  go  forward 
with  Apache  operations. 

The  A- 10s  and  Apaches  didn’t  fly  together  in  combat;  there¬ 
fore,  their  potential  for  success  in  the  KEZ  remains  pure  specu¬ 
lation.  Our  opinions  differed  significantly  on  whether  we  could 
have  developed  workable  tactics,  but  most  of  us  thought  it  would 
have  been  worth  the  try.  The  level  of  military  pressure  necessary 
to  force  a  Serbian  capitulation  was  eventually  applied  to  the  Serb 
army  by  the  KLA  during  a  two-week  period  in  early  June.  Per¬ 
haps  that  same  level  of  pressure  could  have  been  applied  by  the 
Apaches  within  days  or  hours  in  early  May. 

Some  people  may  consider  the  A- 10  a  Stone  Age  jet,  but  its 
very  limitations  may  have  been  the  catalyst  that  led  to  our 
success.  When  human  ingenuity,  born  out  of  necessity,  is 
combined  with  a  cultural  desire  to  find  creative  solutions  to 
difficult  tactical  problems,  tremendous  feats  can  be  accom¬ 
plished.  Such  feats  accounted  for  a  lot  of  destroyed  enemy 
armor  in  the  KEZ,  and  the  Hog  community  should  never  for¬ 
get  the  human  traits  that  led  to  those  results. 
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The  First  Night  CSAR 

Mqj  Phil  “Goldie”  Haun 

Day  4:  27  March  1999.  So  far  so  good,  if  flying  an  A-10  for 
seven  hours  behind  a  KC-135  in  a  holding  pattern  over  the  Adri- 
atie,  while  NATO’s  air  armada  wreaked  havoe  over  Serbia,  is 
“good.”  The  really  sad  part  was  that  flying  nighttime  airborne 
alert  was  a  great  mission  eompared  to  what  most  of  my  squadron 
mates  were  doing.  They  were  either  sitting  ground  alert  or  just 
watehlng  the  war  go  by  from  the  sidelines  at  Aviano.  We  had  only 
been  tasked  to  provide  CSAR  support  as  Sandys.  Our  job  was  to 
respond  to  a  jet  being  shot  down  and  to  be  overhead  in  the 
A-10 — one  of  the  most  lethal  war  maehines  ever  ereated — to 
orehestrate  the  pilot’s  reseue.  So  far  no  one  had  been  shot  down, 
whleh  was  a  very  good  thing,  and,  as  a  eonsequenee,  our  opera¬ 
tional  involvement  had  been  limited. 

That  night  I  was  seheduled  to  fly  during  the  graveyard  shift. 
My  wingman,  Capt  Joe  Bro  Brosious,  and  I  were  to  take  off  at 
midnight.  As  we  traveled  from  the  hotel  to  the  squadron,  NATO 
eaneelled  its  strikes  for  the  night  beeause  of  bad  weather.  The 
CAOC  then  eaneelled  our  first  airborne-alert  CSAR  two-ship  and 
plaeed  the  squadron  on  ground  alert.  Capts  Buster  Cherrey  and 
John  “Slobee”  O’Brien  had  been  seheduled  to  fly  first  and  were 
now  pulling  ground  alert  as  Sandy  30  and  31. 

I  turned  my  attention  to  more  interesting  work.  In  two  days 
our  squadron  would  begin  leading  daytime  attaeks  on  the  Ser¬ 
bian  army  deployed  in  Kosovo.  I  was  in  eharge  of  planning 
those  attaeks,  so  I  drove  over  to  wing  intelligenee,  on  the  other 
side  of  the  Aviano  runway,  to  review  its  information.  I  had  just 
started  looking  at  some  Kosovo  imagery  when  an  airman  in 
the  room  yelled,  “An  F-117  has  been  shot  down!” 

That  eouldn’t  be  right!  The  strikes  had  been  ealled  off  for 
tonight.  We  didn’t  even  have  Buster  and  Slobee  airborne.  Later 
I  would  learn  that,  although  the  NATO  strikes  had  been  ean¬ 
eelled,  the  F-117  was  part  of  a  US-only  strike. 

Someone  handed  me  a  set  of  eoordinates  and  the  pilot’s 
name  and  rank  seribbled  on  a  yellow  stieky.  I  raeed  baek  to 
the  squadron  and  pulled  up  as  Buster  and  Slobee  were  step¬ 
ping  to  their  jets.  I  gave  them  the  information  I  had  and  talked 
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USAF  Photo  byTSgt  Blake  Borsic 


Weapons  troop  inspecting  an  ilR  Maverick  and  IR  iliumination  rockets  prior  to 
a  night  mission 


strategy  with  Buster  for  about  30  seeonds.  We  deeided  to  have 
the  MH-53J  Pave  Low  helieopters  launeh  when  Sandy  41,  our 
seeond  set  of  A- 10s  flown  by  Capts  Meegs  Meger  and  Serape 
Johnson,  were  refueling  on  the  tanker.  Sandy  41’s  job  would 
be  to  eontaet  the  helieopters,  update  them  on  the  reseue  plan, 
and  then  eseort  them  to  the  survivor. 

I  eraved  more  information.  The  F-117  had  to  be  a  Blaek 
Sheep  from  the  8th  FS,  the  only  F-1 17s  deployed  at  Aviano  at 
the  time.  I  grabbed  Lt  Glib  Gibson  and  sent  him  to  the  8th  to 
get  as  mueh  information  as  possible.  Glib  quiekly  proeured 
eopies  of  the  pilot’s  (eall  sign  Vega  31)  route  of  flight  and,  most 
importantly,  his  ISOPREP  eard,  whieh  eontains  personal  data 
that  only  the  pilot  knows  and  won’t  forget  even  under  a  lot  of 
pressure.  A  pilot  reviews  that  information  prior  to  eaeh  eombat 
sortie.  Glib,  aeting  on  his  own  initiative,  made  the  important 
deeision  to  drive  out  on  the  flight  line  to  give  the  ISOPREP- 
eard  information  to  Buster  right  before  takeoff. 

Meanwhile  I  was  performing  my  eat-juggling  aet  at  the 
squadron.  I  had  intelligenee  pull  maps  and  plot  the  survivor’s 
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USAF  Photo  by  SrA  Jeffery  Allen 


Capt  Meegs  Meger  gets  ready  to  take  off  in  the  rain  at  Aviano. 

coordinates.  I  was  relieved  when  I  saw  that  he  was  within  20 
miles  of  the  Croat-Serb  border  and  well  elear  of  major  threats. 
CAOC  personnel  were  on  the  phone  wanting  to  know  our  plan. 
I  told  them  the  time  we  wanted  the  helieopters  to  launeh  and 
that  they  should  muster  as  many  air-refueling  tankers  as  pos¬ 
sible.  Gas  equals  time  in  operations  sueh  as  this,  and  there 
was  no  way  to  know  how  long  it  would  take  us  to  eomplete  this 
mission.  The  F-16CG  (Bloek  40)  and  F-16CJ  (Bloek  50) 
squadrons  had  volunteered  an  additional  six  jets  apieee  for 
the  mission.  Thirty  minutes  after  first  notifieation  of  the  shoot 
down,  I  was  giving  the  most  important  briefing  of  my  life,  in¬ 
forming  the  F-16s  on  their  roles  in  what  proved  to  be  the 
largest  CSAR  sinee  Vietnam. 

The  F-lOCGs  earned  targeting  pods  and  eould  drop  laser- 
guided  bombs.  My  intention  was  to  slow  down  the  Serbian 
army’s  seareh  for  Vega.  I  seleeted  the  interseetions  of  major 
lines  of  eommunieation,  near  where  I  believed  the  survivor  to 
be  loeated,  as  potential  strike  targets.  Still,  I  was  eoneerned 
about  the  availability  of  gas  on  the  tankers  and  didn’t  know 
when  we  would  need  the  strikes,  so  I  deeided  to  keep  the  F- 
IGCGs  on  ground  alert  until  we  needed  them.  From  Aviano 
they  eould  hit  those  targets  within  an  hour.  As  it  turned  out. 
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we  never  launehed  the  F-16CGs  beeause  low-level  elouds  over 
Serbia  would  have  made  it  impossible  for  them  to  see  their  tar¬ 
gets  and  the  initial  survivor  eoordinates  proved  to  be  in  error 
by  more  than  40  miles. 

The  F-16CJS  earned  the  HARM  and  had  the  “Wild  Weasel” 
defense-suppression  mission.  It  was  their  job  to  keep  the 
radar -guided  SAMs  in  the  belt  around  Belgrade  from  shooting 
us  down.  I  wanted  the  F-16GJs  to  launeh  ASAP.  Those  six  jets 
would  join  the  eight  F-16CJs  already  airborne  that  had  been 
a  part  of  the  strike  paekage  when  Vega  3 1  was  shot  down. 

I  eoneluded  the  briefing  in  20  minutes.  Joe  Bro  and  I  then 
powwowed  and  updated  our  information  before  we  stepped  to 
our  jets.  Our  job  was  to  support  Sandy  30.  My  individual  eall 
sign  and,  sinee  I  was  the  flight  lead,  our  flight  eall  sign  was 
Sandy  51;  Joe  Bro’s  individual  eall  sign  was  Sandy  52.  Joe  Bro 
and  I  planned  to  eome  off  the  tanker  with  a  full  load  of  fuel 
just  as  Sandy  30  flight  would  be  reaehing  its  bingo  fuel  and  re¬ 
quired  departure  for  the  tanker.  We  had  no  idea  how  long  the 
reseue  would  take.  Using  this  strategy,  Buster  and  I  eould 
swap  out  being  the  on-seene  eommander  and  ensure  that  a 
Sandy  flight  would  always  be  with  the  survivor. 
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Joe  Bro  and  I  stepped  just  as  Buster  and  Slobee,  Sandy  30, 
were  taking  off.  I  thought  that  the  timing  should  work  well. 
Meegs  and  Serape’s  two-ship,  Sandy  41,  would  get  airborne  in 
another  30  minutes.  I  performed  the  preflight  inspeetion  on  my 
A- 10.  The  jet  was  eonfigured  with  two  HR  Maveriek  air-to-surfaee 
missiles,  seven  white-phosphorous  (also  known  as  WiUy  Pete) 
roekets,  seven  night-illumination  roekets,  and  1,000  30  mm 
rounds  for  the  gun.  We  were  not  earrylng  any  bombs,  but  Meegs 
and  Serape  had  CBU-87  eluster  bombs  if  we  needed  them.  I 
elimbed  into  the  jet,  and,  while  performing  my  eoekpit  eheeks 
prior  to  takeoff,  I  heard  Meegs  relay  on  the  vletor  radio  that 
Buster  had  eontaeted  the  survivor  and  had  an  updated  position 
for  him.  When  I  pulled  out  my  map  and  plotted  this  new  set  of 
eoordinates,  my  heart  sank.  Vega  was  south  of  Novlsad  and  just 
west  of  the  suburbs  of  Belgrade — in  the  heart  of  Serbia. 


My  heart  was  pounding  a  mile  a  minute  as  I  took  off  from 
Aviano  AB.  This  base  in  northern  Italy,  loeated  at  the  foot  of 
the  Dolomite  Mountains,  provided  a  speetaeular  view  at  night, 
partieularly  when  I  put  on  my  NVGs.  The  weather  was  elear. 
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with  a  big  full  moon  overhead.  Unfortunately,  the  weather  did 
not  remain  elear  for  long.  Twenty  miles  south  of  the  field  I  en¬ 
tered  very  thiek  elouds  as  I  eontinued  my  elimb  to  altitude. 
Looking  at  my  wing,  I  eould  see  that  I  was  pieking  up  some 
light  rime  iee.  Though  not  dangerous  to  flight,  the  iee  was  de¬ 
grading  my  weapons  as  it  eovered  the  seekers  on  my  Maver- 
ieks  and  AIM-9  air-to-air  missiles.  I  eontinued  my  elimb  to 
flight  level  (FL)  290  to  get  above  the  elouds  and  start  sublim¬ 
ing  the  iee  off  my  missiles. 

Magie,  the  eall  sign  used  by  the  erew  of  the  NAEW,  gave  me  a 
veetor  to  the  air-refueling  traek.  I  sent  Joe  Bro  over  to  a  separate 
frequeney  to  eontaet  Moonbeam  for  an  update.  Moonbeam  was 
the  ABCCC  EC- 130  alreraft  that  also  served  as  the  airborne  mis¬ 
sion  eoordinator  during  CSARs.  It  had  responsibility  for  eoordi- 
nating  with  the  CAOC  and  Magie  to  ensure  the  timely  flow  of  aU 
the  resourees  the  CSAR  operation  needed. 

Exeept  for  the  ieing  and  the  survivor  being  in  the  suburbs  of 
Belgrade,  things  were  going  pretty  well.  However,  I  was  in  for  a 
shook  when  I  keyed  the  mike  to  transmit  on  my  UHF  (uniform) 
radio — it  was  dead.  I  desperately  tried  to  reset  it  by  swltehlng  it 
off  and  on.  Nothing.  This  was  not  good  sinee  the  UHF  was  my 
primary  radio  and  the  survivor  had  only  a  UHF  radio.  In  frus¬ 
tration  I  beat  on  the  radio  tiylng  to  pound  it  into  life.  Nothing. 

I  was  over  Bosnia — eruising  at  300  knots  in  silenee.  I  turned 
my  radio  off,  raised  my  eyes  up  to  the  stars  above,  and  prayed, 
“Lord,  I’ve  never  prayed  to  you  like  this  before,  but  I  need  your 
help  like  I’ve  never  needed  it  before.  There  is  a  man  on  the 
ground  out  there  who  needs  me,  and  I  ean’t  help  him  if  this 
radio  won’t  work.  Lord,  I  need  you  to  fix  this  radio,  beeause  I 
ean’t  do  it  by  myself.”  I  gently  turned  the  radio  baek  on  and 
heard  the  angelie  voiee  of  Magie,  wanting  to  know  why  I  hadn’t 
responded  to  his  radio  ealls. 

Under  my  breath  I  said,  ‘Thank  you.  Lord,”  and  keyed  the 
mike  to  respond.  Onee  again  the  UHF  radio  went  dead.  The  A- 10 
earned  three  radios:  UHF,  VHF-AM,  and  FM.  The  UHF  and  VHF 
radios  have  good  range,  but  the  FM  was  good  for  only  a  few  miles 
and  useful  only  between  jets  in  the  same  flight.  I  ealled  Joe  Bro 
on  our  interflight  Fox  Mike:  ‘Two,  my  UHF  is  dead.  I  need  you  to 
talk  to  Magie.”  I  left  my  UHF  off  for  a  eouple  of  minutes  and  then 
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turned  it  back  on.  I  could  hear  Joe  Bro  talking  to  Magic.  At  least 
I  could  monitor  UHF.  This  was  going  to  be  painful  but  workable. 
I  could  hear  what  was  being  said  on  the  radio,  but  I  had  to  call 
Joe  Bro  on  Fox  Mike  and  have  him  relay  my  calls  on  UHF.  This 
just  proved  what  the  Rolling  Stones  said:  “You  can’t  always  get 
what  you  want,  but  if  you  try  sometimes,  you  just  might  find, 
you’ll  get  what  you  need.” 

We  continued  to  the  tanker  track  located  over  the  center  of 
Bosnia.  The  A- 10  was  not  designed  for  high- altitude  flight. 
Loaded  with  munitions,  we  could  not  refuel  above  20,000  feet. 
Fortunately  the  KC-135,  Franc  74,  was  at  FL  200.  Descending 
out  of  FL  290,  I  picked  up  Franc  going  in  and  out  of  a  broken 
cloud  deck.  We  pulled  in  behind  him  just  as  he  reentered  the 
clouds.  My  refueling  went  without  a  hitch,  but  Joe  Bro  had  trou¬ 
ble  opening  his  air -refueling  door.  He  had  some  icing  around  it 
and  couldn’t  get  the  handle  to  move.  I  still  don’t  know  how  he  did 
it.  We  were  flying  at  night,  in  the  weather,  and  he  was  on  the 
wing  of  that  KC-135.  While  still  flying  the  aircraft,  Joe  Bro  un¬ 
strapped  from  his  ejection  seat  to  get  better  leverage  on  the  han¬ 
dle  and  somehow  forced  the  air -refueling  door  open. 

Coming  off  the  tanker,  we  climbed  out  of  the  weather,  leveled 
off  at  FL  270,  and  turned  east  towards  Serbia.  I  contacted  Sandy 
41  (Meegs)  on  victor,  and  he  told  us  to  continue  to  the  Bosnia- 
Serbian  border.  Meanwhile  Sandy  30  (Buster)  had  located  Vega 
31  and  had  everything  ready  for  the  rescue — everything,  that  is, 
except  the  helicopters.  We  were  stHl  waiting  on  the  two  MH-53 
Pave  Lows  and,  as  I  learned  later,  an  MH-60  Pave  Hawk.  Initially 
Meegs  had  not  been  able  to  get  hold  of  them,  and  when  he  finally 
raised  them  he  discovered  that  the  helos,  call  sign  Moccasin,  did 
not  have  the  fuel  on  board  to  execute.  The  helicopters  had  been 
airborne  about  as  long  as  Buster  had  been.  Instead  of  launching 
at  the  time  I  had  passed  through  the  CAOC,  they  launched  90 
minutes  earlier  and  had  been  holding  in  Croatia,  just  east  of  the 
Serbian  border  near  the  first  set  of  wrong  coordinates.  Later  I 
learned  that  the  time  passed  by  the  CAOC  had  been  given  in 
local  time  instead  of  Zulu  time  (Greenwich  mean  time).  Local,  or 
Central  European,  time  is  two  hours  ahead  of  Zulu  time  in 
March,  so  Moccasin  thought  he  was  already  half  an  hour  late 
and  requested  permission  to  launch  immediately.  This  simple 
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mistake,  by  someone  not  familiar  enough  with  eombat  opera¬ 
tions  to  know  that  all  times  in  eombat  are  expressed  in  Zulu, 
turned  the  reseue  into  an  all-night  affair  and  nearly  eost  the  sur¬ 
vivor  his  freedom. 

Buster  aborted  the  piekup  and  sent  everyone  to  his  respee- 
tive  tanker — everyone  but  Joe  Bro  and  me.  The  survivor,  Vega 
31,  was  eoneerned  with  the  life  of  his  radio’s  battery  and 
turned  it  off  for  45  minutes  while  the  helieopters  refueled.  Joe 
Bro  and  I  were  the  only  ones  with  gas,  so  our  job  was  to  mon¬ 
itor  the  survivor’s  frequeney  in  ease  he  needed  to  talk  to  us.  I 
set  up  a  north-south  holding  pattern  just  west  of  the  Serbian 
border,  where  we  listened  and  waited.  We  were  in  dangerous 
territory,  near  the  plaee  where  an  F-15A  had  shot  down  a  Ser¬ 
bian  MiG-29  Fulerum  just  two  nights  before.  I  foeused  my  at¬ 
tention  to  the  east,  where  the  MiG  bases  were  loeated.  Al¬ 
though  the  weather  over  Bosnia  was  bad,  I  eould  see  into 
Serbia  and  make  out  the  lights  from  the  villages  and  towns  all 
the  way  to  Belgrade.  A  thunderstorm  was  building  over  Bel¬ 
grade,  whieh  prevented  me  from  making  out  the  lights  of  that 
eity.  As  the  minutes  tieked  away,  I  watehed  the  weather  rap¬ 
idly  deteriorate.  It  appeared  that  the  elouds  over  Bosnia  were 
now  pouring  into  Serbia.  A  very  low  eloud  deek  was  moving 
east,  and  I  eould  see  town  after  town  disappear  beneath  a 
blanket  of  elouds.  Why  did  Moeeasin  have  to  launeh  early? 
We’d  have  had  Vega  3 1  out  of  there  by  now.  There  was  no  way 
an  A- 10  Sandy  eould  fly  beneath  that  eloud  deek — nor  was  I 
sure  that  even  Moeeasin  eould  still  make  it. 

While  I  was  eontemplating  sueh  negative  thoughts,  Joe  Bro 
added  a  new  thought:  “Hey,  what’s  that  to  the  west?”  I  looked 
up  to  see  two  eontralls  heading  our  way.  They  had  to  be  a  set 
of  friendly  NATO  fighters  from  the  Bosnian  CAP.  We  watehed 
as  they  began  to  perform  a  elassie  pineer  maneuver.  I  thought 
they  must  have  been  eommitting  on  some  MiGs,  although  I 
hadn’t  heard  any  warnings  from  Magie.  It  soon  beeame  ap¬ 
parent  that  they  were  really  interested  in  us,  as  my  radar¬ 
warning  reeeiver  sereamed  at  me,  and  the  lead  aireraft  began 
a  deseent  and  turned  our  way. 

I  was  in  no  way  interested  in  being  a  part  of  a  friendly  fire 
ineident,  so  I  turned  to  put  the  fighter  on  the  beam  and  kept 


221 


A- 10s  OVER  KOSOVO 


turning  to  keep  him  in  sight  as  he  eonverged  within  a  mile.  As 
the  fighter  eontinued  to  eonverge,  I  saw  a  bright  flash  eoming 
from  his  jet.  Thinking  the  worst,  I  immediately  started  putting 
out  ehaff  and  flares  as  fast  as  I  eould  push  them  out.  Joe  Bro 
was  behind  me  doing  the  same  thing.  I  was  relieved  when  I  re¬ 
alized  the  fighter  had  only  ejeeted  a  flare  and  had  not 
launehed  a  missile  at  us.  When  he  eame  alongside  me,  I  saw 
that  it  was  an  F-16CG.  The  pilot  had  on  NVGs  and  had  pulled 
up  to  identify  us.  Satisfied,  he  elimbed  and  departed  to  the 
west,  leaving  Joe  Bro  and  me  to  elean  out  our  flight  suits  and 
refoeus  on  the  task  at  hand. 

Meanwhile  Sandy  30  had  refueled  and  was  heading  our 
way.  Buster  saw  the  flares  and  wanted  to  know  what  was  up. 
I  ealmfy  said  that  all  was  well,  passed  on-seene  eommand 
baek  to  him,  and  turned  towards  the  tanker  for  my  seeond  re¬ 
fueling  of  the  night. 

I  gave  the  lead  to  Joe  Bro  sinee  I  eouldn’t  talk  on  the  UHF 
radio.  I  slid  baek  to  a  position  about  three  miles  behind  his  jet 
and  let  him  work  for  a  while.  Magie’s  erew  members  were  in 
over  their  heads  on  this  one.  It  seemed  that  they  had  no  idea 
how  many  jets  were  out  here,  and  they  eould  not  provide  us 
any  help  in  loeating  our  tanker.  This  was  going  to  be  sporty 
sinee  the  A- 10  has  no  radar.  Fortunately  our  tanker,  Frane  74, 
was  awesome  and  held  in  a  sueker  hole  for  us.  I  was  running 
really  low  on  gas.  I  saw  the  tanker  first  and  ealled  his  position 
to  Joe  Bro.  The  tanker  was  below  me  going  in  the  opposite  di- 
reetion,  so  I  exeeuted  a  deseending  turn  and  joined  on  the 
boom.  Joe  Bro  finally  spotted  the  tanker  and  informed  me  that 
some  jet  was  already  on  the  tanker.  That  jet,  I  told  him,  was 
mine.  He  then  joined  on  the  tanker. 

I  salute  the  bravery  of  that  night’s  tanker  erews.  Unarmed 
and  unafraid  they  brought  us  fuel  well  within  the  range  of 
Serb  MiGs.  We  eompleted  the  refueling  without  a  hiteh.  Joe 
Bro’s  refueling  door  worked  fine,  and  within  20  minutes  we 
were  on  our  way.  Unfortunately,  things  were  not  going  so  well 
for  Buster. 

Buster  had  finished  his  eoordination  and  had  everyone 
ready  for  the  piekup.  Meegs  had  Moeeasin  in  position  and 
everything  looked  good  exeept  for  one  thing.  The  survivor,  Vega 
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31,  had  not  checked  in  on  the  radio,  and  it  was  now  nearly  10 
minutes  after  the  time  we  expected  him  to  reestablish  contact. 
Moonbeam  then  relayed  a  message  from  our  intelligence  folks 
that  the  Serbs  were  claiming  to  have  picked  him  up — not  ex¬ 
actly  the  news  we  wanted  to  hear.  It  was  time  to  start  worry¬ 
ing.  This  was  by  far  the  low  point  on  the  emotional  roller 
coaster  that  I  had  been  riding  all  night.  We  sat  in  silence  for 
what  felt  like  an  eternity  and  listened.  Every  minute  or  so 
Buster  called  for  Vega — no  response. 

This  couldn’t  happen.  We  had  worked  too  hard  to  lose  him 
now.  For  over  six  months,  we  had  trained  over  Bosnia,  devel¬ 
oping  and  refining  our  skills  at  CSAR  in  preparation  for  this 
moment.  There  was  no  way  we  are  going  to  leave  Vega  to  the 
Serbs. 

Just  when  I  couldn’t  take  it  anymore,  Buster  made  another 
call,  “Vega  Three-One,  Sandy  Three-Zero.” 

In  response  was  the  weak  but  extremely  calm  reply,  “Sandy 
Three-Zero,  this  is  Vega  Three-One.”  The  roller  coaster  was  on 
its  way  back  up. 

Buster’s  next  concern  was  the  possibility  that  Vega  31  had 
been  captured  and  the  Serbs  were  now  luring  us  into  an  am¬ 
bush.  Buster  asked  Vega  another  question  from  Vega’s  ISOPREP 
card,  and  there  was  a  pause. 

“If  you  do  not  authenticate,  we’ll  have  to  wait  a  little  while.” 
Buster  was  trying  to  give  Vega  3 1  the  option  of  calling  off  the 
pickup.  If  Vega  came  back  with  the  wrong  answer,  we  would 
know  the  Serbs  had  him.  Vega,  however,  quickly  answered  the 
question  and  told  us  it  still  looked  good  for  the  pickup. 

“All  players,  all  players,  execute,  execute,  execute.”  This  was 
the  call  we  had  been  waiting  for  Buster  to  make  all  night.  It 
was  time  to  move  the  helos  forward  and  get  on  with  the 
pickup.  Buster  prepared  Vega  for  exactly  what  he  was  to  do 
when  the  helos  approached. 

“Sandy,  Vega  Three-One,  you  want  me  to  stay  up?” 

“Affirm,  affirm,”  Buster  replied.  Vega  was  a  bit  confused 
about  what  was  going  on.  He  wanted  to  know  if  he  should  con¬ 
tinue  monitoring  his  radio  or  not.  I  considered  this  a  good 
sign.  If  Vega  didn’t  have  an  idea  of  when  we  were  planning  the 
pickup,  the  Serbs  should  also  have  trouble  figuring  it  out. 
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Buster  then  ealled  us:  “Sandy  Five-One  and  Five-Two,  I 
want  you  to  eome  in  and  anehor  10  miles  southwest  of  objee- 
tive  and  provide  mutual  support  until  Sandy  Three-Zero, 
Three-One  bingo.” 

“Copy,  en  route  to  10  miles  southwest  objeetive  now,”  I  an¬ 
swered.  Joe  Bro  and  I  were  holding  on  the  border,  and  Buster 
wanted  us  to  move  forward  and  hold  southwest  of  Vega. 
Buster  and  Slobee  were  running  low  on  gas  and  would  soon 
have  to  go  searehing  for  another  tanker. 

“With  your  eyeball  out  and  your  raw  up.  Confirm  your  raw 
is  up,”  I  transmitted  to  Joe  Bro. 

He  replied,  ‘That  is  affirmative.  Raw  is  up,  ehaff  flare  and 
pod  is  on.”  Before  we  entered  Serbia  we  double-eheeked  our 
jet’s  self-proteetion  equipment.  The  radar  warning  reeeiver 
(RWR,  pronouneed  raw),  ehaff,  flares,  and  the  ECM  pod  are 
the  systems  we  would  use  to  defeat  any  SAMs  the  Serbs  might 
launeh. 

“Sandy  Three-Zero,  SAM  reported  aetive  BRA,  north  10.” 
Magie  was  reporting  that  a  nearby  SAM  was  trying  to  traek 
Buster  and  Slobee. 

“Five-One,  Four  -One  and  Four -Two  are  in  trail  on  you. 
We’re  about  700  pounds  above  bingo  before  tanker.”  Meegs 
and  Serape,  Sandy  41  flight,  had  joined  in  behind  Joe  Bro  and 
me  and  were  following  us  into  the  heart  of  Serbia.  They  had 
enough  gas  to  hang  around  for  another  15  minutes. 

“Five-One,  Three-Zero;  we’re  going  to  have  to  bug  out  for 
gas.  The  signal  is  standard;  eonfirm  you  have  the  information 
to  give  that  signal.”  Buster  was  flying  on  fumes  and  had  to  re¬ 
turn  to  the  tanker.  He  was  making  sure  that  I  had  all  the  info 
to  get  Vega  to  signal  the  helos  at  the  right  time. 

“OK,  you  got  the  helos  up  SAR  bravo?”  I  hadn’t  heard  the 
helieopters  on  “bravo”  frequeney  yet.  I  was  trying  to  aet  like  I 
was  in  eharge  now. 

‘They’re  eoming  up  SAR  bravo  now.”  Meegs  inteijeeted. 

“Sandy,  Moeeasin  Six- Zero  on  PLS  bravo.”  The  helos  were  fi¬ 
nally  up  on  the  bravo  frequeney  assoeiated  with  the  person- 
nel-loeator  system. 

“Magie,  Three-Zero  is  going  to  have  to  RTB  for  gas.  Moe¬ 
easin,  Sandy  Five-One  now  OSC.”  Buster  had  finally  turned 
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west.  He  informed  Magie  that  he  was  returning  to  base  (RTB) 
due  to  low  fuel.  In  reality,  Buster  was  so  low  on  fuel  that  he 
had  to  find  a  tanker  or  divert  to  Tuzla,  Bosnia.  He  also  in¬ 
formed  Moeeasin  that  I  was  the  OSC. 

“Sandy  Five-One,  Moeeasin  is  up — ean  you  hear  that  on 
uniform?”  I  hadn’t  responded  to  Moeeasin’s  first  radio  eall. 
Meegs  knew  I  had  been  having  uniform-radio  problems  and 
was  asking  on  vietor  to  make  sure  I  eould  hear  him. 

‘That’s  affirmative,  Five-Two  is  going  to  have  to  answer.  I’m 
UHF  reeeive  only.”  I  responded  to  Meegs  using  vietor.  This  is 
where  it  was  going  to  get  hard.  Up  until  now,  I  had  been  able 
to  make  most  of  my  radio  ealls  on  vietor.  Moeeasin  and  Vega 
had  only  uniform  radios,  and  I  would  have  to  relay  the  info 
through  Joe  Bro. 

“Two,  One,  Fox  plain.  I  want  you  to  eall  when  you  hear  Moe¬ 
easin  eall  two  miles  out.  That  is  when  I  want  you  to  eall  the 
number.”  I  began  briefing  Joe  Bro  on  when  Vega  should  turn 
on  his  signal. 

“Let’s  go  seeure.”  Joe  Bro  transmitted;  he  wanted  to  talk  on 
our  Fox- Mike  seeure  radio. 

“OK,  have  you  got  me  seeure?”  I  replied. 

“I’ve  got  you  loud  and  elear.  Confirm  the  number.”  Joe  Bro 
was  on  another  frequeney  when  Buster  told  Vega  that  he 
would  use  a  number  off  Vega’s  ISOPREP  eard  as  the  sign  for 
Vega  to  begin  signaling  the  helos. 

‘The  number  is  three,  how  do  you  eopy?  Number  three?”  I 
asked.  The  response  from  Joe  Bro  was  nothing  but  statie. 

“One,  Two,  fox  in  the  plain  I’m  not  getting  you  seeure  now. 
We’re  going  to  have  to  find  some  way  to  pass  that  beeause  I 
don’t  [have  it].”  Joe  Bro  was  saying  that  the  seeure  funetion  on 
his  radio  had  failed.  I  had  to  figure  out  how  to  get  him  the 
number  three  without  eompromising  it  on  a  nonseeure  fre¬ 
queney. 

“Ok,  I’ve  got  it.  If  I’m  pulling  supervisor  what  am  I  ealled?” 
One  of  my  additional  duties  baek  at  the  squadron  was  pulling 
supervisor  duty  during  fl}dng  operations.  The  Air  Foree  ealls 
this  job  “top  three,”  beeause,  by  regulation,  only  the  top-three 
positions  in  the  squadron  are  permitted  to  be  supervisor. 

“OK,  goteha,”  Joe  Bro  responded,  indieating  he  understood. 
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“OK,”  I  directed,  “check  Moccasin  in  on  this  freq.”  We  had 
not  yet  spoken  to  the  helos,  and  I  wanted  to  make  sure  they 
recognized  Joe  Bro’s  voice  and  knew  who  the  OSC  was. 

“Moccasin,  Sandy  Five-Two,  SAR  bravo.” 

“Sandy,  this  is  Moccasin.  Go  ahead,  sir.” 

“OK.  Like  a  two-mile  out  call.” 

“Moccasin  copies,  two  miles  out.” 

‘Two,  One.  I  want  you  to  check  in  Vega.  Make  sure  he  is  still 
there.”  Now  that  we  had  coordinated  with  the  helos,  I  realized 
that  we  hadn’t  heard  from  Vega  in  quite  a  while.  I  wanted  to 
make  sure  nothing  had  happened  to  him. 

“Vega,  Sandy  Five-Two.” 

“Sandy  Five-Two,  Vega  Three-One.” 

“OK,  got  you  loud  and  clear.  Stand  by  for  my  number.” 
Everything  was  going  great.  Maybe  this  wouldn’t  be  that  hard 
after  all.  Before  I  could  even  crack  a  smile.  Moccasin  broke  in. 

“Climb!  Climb!  Climb!”  Moccasin  was  flying  low-level  at 
night  across  unfamiliar  enemy  territory.  Electrical  lines  sud¬ 
denly  appeared  and  one  of  the  helos  had  directed  they  climb 
immediately  to  avoid  them. 

Joe  Bro  broke  in,  “I’ve  got  a  weird  looking  smoke  trail  to  the 
west.”  I  looked  to  the  west  and  saw  it  as  well.  Having  never 
seen  anything  like  that  before,  I  assumed  it  was  a  SAM  the 
Serbs  had  snuck  in  to  the  west  of  us. 

“Copy,  we  might  have  to  fight  our  way  out.”  Even  as  I  was 
saying  these  words,  the  smoke  trail  continued  overhead  and 
into  Belgrade.  We  had  seen  our  first  night  HARM  shot  from  the 
F-16CJS.  Whew,  that  made  me  feel  much  better. 

“OK,  Two  is  spike — Mud  SAM  150.”  Joe  Bro  informed  me 
that  his  RWR  showed  him  being  tracked  by  a  SAM. 

“One,  same,  .  .  .  Five-One  defending  SAM  south.”  The  SAM 
was  tracking  me  now.  I  passed  the  information  to  Magic  on 
victor.  I  hoped  he  would  pass  it  to  the  F-16CJs  on  a  separate 
frequency. 

Now  we  were  in  the  hornets’  nest.  We  had  made  it  to  Vega’s 
position  on  the  outskirts  of  Belgrade.  The  Serbs  had  been 
waiting  for  us  to  come  in  with  the  helos,  and  now  our  RWR 
showed  that  their  SAMs  were  lighting  us  up.  What  was  worse, 
the  thunderstorm  building  over  Belgrade  was  just  south  of  our 
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position.  We  would  not  be  able  to  see  any  SAMs  launehed  from 
that  direetion  until  they  broke  out  of  that  weather  and  were 
right  on  top  of  us. 

“SAM  aetive  BAT  320/32.”  Magie  informed  us  that  another 
SAM  was  aetive.  It  was  just  northeast  of  our  position. 

“Sandy  Five-One  defending  SAM  east,  280/14  bull.”  I  was 
being  traeked  by  the  northeast  SAM.  I  put  out  ehaff,  eheeked 
to  see  that  my  pod  was  working,  and  turned  to  put  the  new 
threat  on  my  beam. 

“SAM  BAT  195/25  now  reported  as  aetive.”  The  Serbs  were 
turning  on  their  whole  SAM  belt  for  us. 

“Sandy  Five-Two  is  defending  SAM  north.” 

“Sandy  Five-One  is  Magnum  SAM  north.”  Magnum  was  the 
eall  the  F-16CJs  used  when  they  fired  a  HARM.  I  remembered 
hearing  that,  during  the  first  three  nights  of  the  war,  the  Serbs 
had  shut  down  their  SAMs  when  they  heard  Magnum.  I  didn’t 
have  any  HARMs  on  board,  but  that  didn’t  prevent  me  from 
making  the  radio  eall. 

“One  is  naked.”  I  announeed,  to  whieh  Joe  Bro  added,  ‘Two 
is  naked.”  Naked  meant  we  were  no  longer  being  traeked.  The 
SAMs  had  shut  down  almost  instantaneously.  We  eould  then 
put  our  foeus  baek  on  the  helos.  At  least  we  knew  that  the 
Serbs  were  looking  at  us  and,  so  far,  they  had  not  been  able  to 
see  or  traek  the  helos  at  low  altitude. 

“Two,  let’s  start  heading  west,”  I  transmitted  to  Joe  Bro;  I 
wanted  to  get  a  little  more  distanee  between  us  and  the  SAMs. 

“Sandy,  Moeeasin  is  two  miles  out.” 

“Vega,  Sandy  Five-Two,  three.”  Joe  Bro  ealled  for  the  signal. 
We  waited  in  silenee  for  Moeeasin  to  eall  visual  with  Vega. 

“Moeeasin  Six-Zero  flight  is  overhead.”  Moeeasin  had  made 
it  to  Vega’s  position  but  still  eouldn’t  see  him. 

“Five-One,  Four-One,  reeommend  you  get  Vega  up  if  he  sees 
the  Moeeasins.”  Meegs  made  a  good  suggestion:  Sinee  Moe¬ 
easin  eouldn’t  see  Vega,  maybe  Vega  eould  see  the  helieopters 
and  eould  help  out. 

“Vega,  Sandy  Five-Two.  Confirm  you  see  the  helos.” 

“I  believe  so,”  Vega  replied. 

“Give  them  a  veetor  if  you  ean,”  Joe  Bro  added. 
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“It  looks  like  they  need  to  eome  a  bit  right  .  .  .  eonfirm  they 
have  a  light  on?”  Vega  questioned  and  then  said  to  Moeeasin, 
“Need  to  eome  south.” 

“Copy,  eall  when  we’re  overhead,”  Moeeasin  answered. 

“Five-One,  we’ve  got  to  depart.  We’re  westbound.  Be  advised 
CJs  working,  observed  HARM  shot.”  Meegs  and  Serape  had  fi¬ 
nally  bingoed.  They  had  stayed  mueh  longer  than  I  had  ex- 
peeted,  so  I  knew  they  must  have  been  riding  on  fumes. 

“Sandy,  Sandy,  Vega  Three-One,  do  they  have  my  strobe?” 
Vega  was  rightly  eoneerned  that  the  piekup  was  taking  way  too 
long. 

“At  this  time  we’re  looking  for  his  strobe,  we’ve  got  two  small 
lights  on  the  ground,  but  no  strobe.” 

“Yeah,  for  Vega  Three-One,  that  was  a  ear;  I  thought  it  was 
you  guys.”  Vega  misidentified  the  sound  of  a  ear  nearby  for 
that  of  the  helieopters. 

“Moeeasin  eopies.  Are  you  up  strobe,  sir?” 

‘That  is  affirmative,”  Vega  replied. 

“Hold  it  up  in  the  air.  Point  it  at  the  helieopter  if  you  ean.” 

“Roger,  I’m  not  sure  where  you  are  now.” 

The  tension  was  thiek  enough  to  eut  with  a  knife.  The  helos 
had  been  eireling  around  Vega’s  position  for  over  five  minutes 
now.  Not  only  was  this  risky  to  the  helos  and  Vega,  but  also 
we  would  have  to  eall  off  the  seareh  due  to  low  fuel  if  we  didn’t 
find  him  soon. 

“Stand  by  for  Vega  Three-One,  I  think  my  strobe  is  inop.” 

“Copy,  have  we  flown  over  you  yet?”  Moeeasin  asked. 

“No,  I  think  you  are  more  north,  northwest  of  me  for  a  mile 
or  two,”  Vega  replied. 

Meegs  had  eontinued  to  monitor  the  radio  during  his  de¬ 
parture  and  suggested  to  me  that  Vega  use  his  pen-gun  flare. 
It  shoots  a  signal  flare  up  a  eouple  of  hundred  feet.  It  was  de¬ 
signed  to  penetrate  the  jungle  eanopy  of  Vietnam.  However,  it 
was  also  an  overt  signal  that  the  Serbs  would  be  able  to  see. 

“OK,  we  need  you  to  get  out  a  pen-gun  flare.”  Joe  Bro  passed 
on  the  suggestion. 

“Vega,  if  we’re  this  elose,  make  an  overt  signal  and  we’ll  get 
you,”  Moeeasin  added  in  agreement. 
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“How  about  a  regular  flare?”  Vega  said,  when  he  eame 
aeross  an  alternative  while  searehing  through  his  survival  kit 
for  his  pen  gun. 

“Moeeasin  Six-Zero,  sounds  good  .  .  .  and  we’re  good  vis  on 
Vega  Three-One,”  Moeeasin  said  seeing  the  flare  as  soon  as 
Vega  set  it  off. 

“Vega  and  Moeeasin,  if  you  are  tally  eaeh  other,  kill  the 
flare.”  Joe  Bro  wanted  to  make  sure  that  the  flare  was  put  out 
as  soon  as  possible. 

“We  are  bingo,  bingo,  bingo.  Kill  the  flare,”  Moeeasin  then 
transmitted.  The  meaning  of  that  radio  eall  puzzled  us  until  we 
later  found  out  that  in  the  speeial  operations  eommunity 
“bingo”  means  that  the  side  gunner’s  maehine  gun  has  reaehed 
the  aft  stop.  In  our  fixed-wing  world,  bingo  means  you  are  out 
of  gas. 

“Overhead,  you  visual  me?  For  Vega  Three-One,  you  got 
me?”  Vega  was  eoneerned  about  the  bingo  eall  as  well. 

“And  Vega  give  them  a  veetor  if  you  need  to,”  Joe  Bro  sug¬ 
gested. 

“Yeah,  they  got  me  right  just  about  overhead.” 

The  SAMs  had  been  quiet  for  the  last  10  minutes  but  sud¬ 
denly  eame  baek  up.  Joe  Bro  ealled  being  traeked  by  one  to 
the  south.  He  put  out  ehaff  and  beamed  the  threat. 

“Sandy  Five-One  is  Magnum  that  position.”  I  made  the  Mag¬ 
num  radio  eall  again,  hoping  the  Serb  SAMs  were  listening 
and  thinking  I  was  shooting  a  HARM  at  them. 

“Sandy  Five-Two  is  naked,”  Joe  Bro  ealled.  It  worked 
again — the  SAMs  shut  down,  expeeting  a  HARM  to  be  heading 
their  way. 

“Moeeasin,  say  your  status.”  While  reaeting  to  the  SAMs,  we 
had  lost  traek  of  the  piekup. 

“We  are  outbound  at  this  time  .  .  .  about  20  miles  from  good- 
guy  land.”  That  was  the  best  radio  eall  I  had  ever  heard  in  my 
life.  Vega  was  aboard  the  helos,  and  they  were  headed  baek  to 
Bosnia. 

“Sandy,  you  are  being  traeked  with  eyes  by  SAM,”  Moonbeam 
transmitted,  rela}dng  some  intel  to  us  as  we  turned  west. 

“Survivor  authentieated,  no  injuries,”  Moeeasin  ealled,  in¬ 
forming  us  of  Vega’s  remarkably  good  physieal  eondition. 
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“All  stations  SAM  launch.”  This  call  from  Magic  jolted  us 
back  to  reality.  The  Serbs,  seeing  us  turn  west,  launehed  a 
SAM  at  Joe  Bro  and  me.  Fortunately,  we  were  out  of  their 
range,  and  neither  of  us  even  saw  the  missile. 

Joe  Bro  and  I  eontinued  west  to  the  border,  and  then  our 
waiting  began.  Moeeasin’s  flight  to  the  border  would  take  an¬ 
other  10  minutes,  and  it  seemed  forever  before  he  ealled  to  let 
us  know  he  had  made  it  out. 

I  relayed  this  information  on  vietor  by  transmitting  the  most 
rewarding  eall  I  have  ever  made:  “Miller  time!” 

Joe  Bro  and  I  turned  towards  home.  I  ealeulated  my  gas  and 
had  just  enough  to  make  it  baek  to  Aviano.  We  landed  at 
Aviano  exhausted  but  extremely  happy  after  our  six-hour  mis¬ 
sion.  I  quiekly  shut  down  my  A- 10,  got  out  to  join  the  eelebra- 
tion  on  the  ramp,  and  began  hugging  everyone  I  met.  I  had 
trained  all  my  life  for  this  moment,  and  I  simply  eould  not  eon- 
tain  the  joy  that  eame  from  what  we  had  just  aeeomplished. 

We  eventually  made  it  to  the  squadron  and  were  trying  to 
debrief  when  we  heard  that  Vega  had  made  it  baek  to  Aviano. 
We  all  piled  into  ears  and  drove  onto  the  ramp  where  a  C-130 
had  just  parked.  A  large  group  elustered  around  Vega,  hug¬ 
ging  everyone  in  sight.  I  looked 
down  at  Vega’s  boots  and  saw  that 
they  were  still  eovered  in  Serbian 
mud.  I  reaehed  down  and  seraped 
off  a  bit  for  a  souvenir.  Vega  was 
then  taken  to  the  hospital  to  have 
his  slightly  burned  hand  treated. 

It  was  now  morning,  and  most  of 
us  were  starving.  The  bowling  alley 
was  the  only  plaee  open  for  break¬ 
fast.  Over  paneakes  and  omelets, 
the  six  of  us  Sandys,  along  with 
Capt  Rip  Woodard  and  some  of  the 
F-16CJ  pilots,  reveled  in  our  ae- 
eomplishments.  We  eouldn’t  eele- 
brate  too  long;  we  were  in  need  of 
erew  rest  before  another  night  of 
strikes.  C’est  la  guerre. 
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Vega  31 ’s  boots  with  caked-on 
Serbian  mud 


230 


TACTICAL  INNOVATION 


Photo  courtesy  of  editors 


Rip  Woodard  (on  ABCCC),  Buster  Cherrey,  Slobee  O’Brien,  Goldie  Haun,  Joe 
Bro  Brosious,  Meegs  Meger,  and  Scrape  Johnson  (not  pictured)  were  the 
Sandys  involved  in  the  Vega  31  rescue 


Memorable  Missions 

Capt  Mike  “Hook”  Shenk 

I  did  not  go  with  the  81st  EFS  in  March  of  1999  when  it  de¬ 
ployed  to  Aviano  to  participate  in  air  operations  over  the  for¬ 
mer  Yugoslavia.  I  was  scheduled  to  separate  from  the  active 
Air  Force  in  April  and  by  regulation  could  not  be  sent  off  sta¬ 
tion.  I  remained  behind  to  help  run  what  was  left  of  the 
squadron  at  Spangdahlem  and  prepare  for  my  upcoming  sep¬ 
aration.  At  that  time  I  was  a  flight  commander  and  had  just 
completed  my  checkout  as  an  AFAC. 

I  had  mixed  emotions  about  not  going  to  Aviano  and  miss¬ 
ing  the  action.  I  really  wanted  to  be  there,  but  since  I  was  not 
a  CSAR-qualified  pilot,  and  that  was  our  mission,  I  figured  I 
would  have  little  chance  to  participate.  On  the  other  hand,  I 
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was  happy  to  finally  have  some  time  to  spend  with  my  wife, 
Christine,  and  our  two  ehildren,  Miehael  and  Megan. 

On  Sunday,  28  Mareh,  Maj  Greg  “V  Neek”  Vanderneek 
ealled  me  at  home  from  squadron  ops.  He  told  me  I  was  to 
paek  and  leave  ASAP  on  a  short  trip  to  Headquarters  USAFE 
at  Ramstein  AB,  Germany.  He  said  he  eouldn’t  tell  me  mueh 
but  that  USAFE  leadership  wanted  an  81st  FS  rep  around  to 
answer  A- 10  questions.  I  paeked  my  A-3  bag  for  a  three-day 
trip,  an  assumption  I  would  soon  regret;  I  then  hit  the  road. 

At  Ramstein  I  met  with  Lt  Col  Greg  “Snoopy”  Sehulze.  Only 
a  few  months  before,  he  had  been  the  eommander  of  the  81st 
FS.  Snoopy  filled  me  in  on  the  plan  to  use  our  Hogs  as  AFACs 
and  strikers  against  the  Serb  forees  in  Kosovo.  He  further  ex¬ 
plained  that  he  was  going  to  be  briefing  this  plan  to  Maj  Gen 
William  T.  Hobbins,  USAFE’s  direetor  of  air  and  spaee  opera¬ 
tions,  and  Gen  John  Jumper,  eommander  of  USAFE  and 
NATO’s  Allied  Air  Forees  Central  Europe  (AIRCENT).  I  would 
be  expeeted  to  answer  questions  about  taeties  and  eapabili- 
ties.  Snoopy  was  eurrent  and  qualified  in  the  Hog  and  eould 
have  easily  fielded  these  questions.  However,  they  also 
planned  to  be  in  Brussels  the  next  morning  to  brief  Gen  Wes¬ 
ley  Clark,  USA,  NATO’s  SACEUR  and  eommander  of  EUCOM. 
The  USAFE  leadership  thought  having  a  line  pilot  around 
would  add  eredibility  to  the  plan  and  their  briefing.  The  trip  to 
Brussels  was  subsequently  serubbed  beeause  of  weather.  I  as¬ 
sumed  that  at  some  point  the  USAFE  planners  briefed  General 
Clark  over  the  phone. 

I  returned  to  Spangdahlem,  and  the  next  day  I  went  to 
squadron  operations,  where  V  Neek  had  another  tasker  for 
me.  He  said  I  was  to  take  our  last  flyable  jet  to  Aviano;  that 
was  my  first  indieation  the  plan  had  been  approved.  Aviano 
had  been  erammed  with  jets,  so  there  had  to  be  a  good  reason 
for  them  to  allow  us  to  park  another  A- 10  on  the  ramp.  V  Neek 
added  that  if  I  left  soon,  I  might  be  able  to  eateh  a  seheduled 
C-130  baek  to  Spangdahlem  that  evening  but  eautioned  that 
it  might  be  an  overnight  trip.  Fortunately,  I  still  had  my  A-3 
bag  in  the  trunk  of  my  ear  from  my  trip  to  Ramstein;  I  was  air¬ 
borne  en  route  to  Aviano  an  hour  and  a  half  later. 
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It  was  a  quick  trip  to  Aviano.  As  soon  as  I  arrived,  I  looked 
into  the  availability  of  transportation  baek  to  Spangdahlem 
and  was  told  to  expeet  a  flight  in  two  or  three  days.  So  I 
eheeked  into  the  Hotel  Antares  and  ran  into  Capt  Buster 
Cherrey,  who  was  seheduled  to  eommand  one  of  the  paekages 
that  Snoopy  had  briefed  me  on  earlier.  I  was  surprised  at  how 
quiekly  the  CAOC  (affeetionately  and  aeeurately  tagged 
CHAOS  by  those  who  have  worked  there)  had  put  the  plan  into 
aetion.  I  guessed  that  our  squadron  leadership  and  weapons 
gurus  had  been  working  on  it  for  a  while. 

I  ran  into  Maj  Goldie  Haun  at  the  hotel  bar.  He  was  on  his 
way  baek  to  his  room  but  required  little  eneouragement  to  stay 
and  tell  me  what  he  eould  about  the  Vega  31  piekup.  As  he 
told  me  about  the  intensity  and  heroies  of  the  reseue,  I  felt  a 
great  deal  of  pride  to  be  a  member  of  a  squadron  that  had  per¬ 
formed  so  well  in  the  faee  of  adversity. 

Before  we  left  the  bar,  Goldie  asked  me  if  I  was  interested  in 
staying  at  Aviano;  the  squadron  was  shorthanded  and  in  need 
of  AFAC-qualified  pilots  and  top-three  squadron  supervisors. 
He  said  that  if  I  was  interested,  the  squadron  eommander 
eould  probably  arrange  an  extension  on  my  separation  date. 

The  next  day  I  was  plugged  into  the  top-three  spot  on  the 
sehedule.  There  was  no  transportation  to  Spangdahlem,  and 
the  sehedulers  had  already  learned  not  to  let  anyone  go  home 
without  being  tasked.  I  deeided  to  stay  and  talk  to  our  eom¬ 
mander,  Lt  Col  Kimos  Haave.  He  started  work  on  getting  my 
separation  date  extended,  and  I  wished  that  I  had  paeked  for 
more  than  three  days.  What  follows  is  my  reeolleetion  of  a  few 
of  the  more  memorable  missions  I  flew  during  OAF. 

On  7  April  I  was  seheduled  to  fly  an  AFAC  mission  as  num¬ 
ber  two  in  a  two-ship  using  the  eall  sign  Bear  1 1 .  Buster  would 
be  my  flight  lead  and  the  mission  eommander  (MC)  for  the  en¬ 
tire  KEZ  paekage.  I  was  looking  forward  to  going  up  with  him 
in  hopes  of  getting  some  pointers  from  one  of  the  best  in  the 
business.  Our  brief  was  seheduled  for  0200,  and  it  looked  like 
it  eould  be  a  long,  wleked  day;  our  mission  was  seheduled  for 
three  45-minute  periods  in  the  AOR  and  four  air  refuelings,  for 
a  total  mission  time  of  about  seven  hours.  The  initial  trip  to 
the  tanker  would  take  an  hour  and  40  minutes. 
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It  sounded  like  a  pretty  simple  mission:  fly  the  airplane  to 
the  right  eountry,  find  targets,  and  destroy  them.  In  aetuality 
it  was  mueh  more  demanding — partieularly  for  the  MC.  Al¬ 
though  I  would  expeet  Buster  to  say  it  was  no  big  deal,  I  am 
quite  sure  that  he  was  very  busy  for  most  of  the  mission. 

As  the  eampaign  progressed,  the  missions  beeame  more 
routine  and  the  MC  job  a  little  easier.  However,  those  early 
missions  required  diligent  oversight  by  a  very  eapable  MC  to 
ensure  that  the  paekages  were  effeetive  and  to  minimize  the 
ehanee  of  an  allied  loss.  The  MC  had  to  fly  his  own  airplane, 
be  a  good  flight  lead,  and  do  the  target  seareh  and  AFAC  thing 
while  also  being  responsible  for  a  myriad  of  other  duties. 
Those  duties  ineluded,  but  were  not  limited  to,  eoordinating 
SEAD,  CAP,  and  jammer  eoverage;  deeonflieting  the  airspaee 
used  by  dozens  of  aireraft;  and  adjusting  the  plan  in  real  time 
for  any  eontingeney.  Even  with  perfeetly  elear  eommunieation, 
that  would  be  a  ehallenge.  Throw  in  eomm  jamming,  aeeents 
from  28  different  languages,  and  failure  of  half  of  the  aireraft’s 
Have  Quiek  radios  to  work  in  the  seeure  and  antijam  modes, 
and  it  starts  to  look  like  a  very  bad  dream.  Only  MCs  know  the 
disappointment  of  loeating  a  target  in  their  binoeulars  and  at 
the  same  time  learning  that  the  SEAD  aireraft  are  bingo.  They 
will  be  distraeted  for  several  valuable  minutes  to  handle  this 
problem — just  one  of  many  they  will  work  during  their  vul  pe¬ 
riod — ^while  the  target  is  eseaping. 

Kosovo  had  been  split  in  half  to  help  deeonfliet  friendly  air¬ 
eraft.  We  were  working  in  the  eastern  half  of  the  eountry  and 
had  been  alternating  vuls  with  Meegs  Meger  and  his  wingman, 
Johnny  “CBU”  Hamilton.  I  eovered  Buster  as  he  searehed  for 
targets  during  the  first  vul  period  without  mueh  luek.  We 
headed  south,  got  some  gas  over  Maeedonia  and  Albania  and 
headed  baek  over  Kosovo  to  eontinue  our  seareh  for  Serb  mili¬ 
tary  assets.  Our  efforts  to  find  valid  targets  eontinued  to  be 
stymied  by  diseiplined  Serb  ground  forees.  They  were  aware  of 
our  presenee  and  were  eareful  not  to  move  on  the  ground  and 
draw  attention  to  themselves.  The  faet  that  we  had  to  remain 
above  10,000  feet  AGL  during  our  seareh  made  finding  Serb 
forees  that  mueh  harder. 
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During  our  second  vul  period,  ABCCC  personnel  (using  the 
call  sign  Bookshelf)  passed  the  CAOC’s  direction  to  find  and 
identify  a  Straight  Flush  radar.  They  said  it  was  located  in  a  val¬ 
ley  west  of  Pec,  in  the  far  western  part  of  the  country.  A  Straight 
Flush  is  the  short-range  acquisition  and  fire-control  radar  asso¬ 
ciated  with  the  SA-6  Gainful  SAM  system.  Our  vulnerability  to 
this  system  prompted  the  establishment  of  a  policy  that  prohib¬ 
ited  us  from  entering  a  region  without  SEAD.  We  found  it  ironic 
that  now  we  were  being  directed  to  virtually  fly  over  a  suspected 
SA-6  site.  Buster  called  to  confirm  that  they  really  wanted  our  A- 
10s  to  locate  a  Straight  Flush.  When  the  answer  came  back 
“yes,”  we  spent  some  time  searching  over  the  mountainous  re¬ 
gion  of  western  Kosovo,  where  tops  were  up  to  8,700  feet  above 
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SA-6  Gainful 


mean  sea  level  (MSL).  We  searched  from  an  altitude  of  19,000 
feet  MSL  to  maintain  our  minimum  altitude  of  10,000  feet  AGL, 
which  made  it  even  more  difficult  to  locate  targets  on  the  valley 
floor — often  more  than  2,000  feet  below  the  peaks. 
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We  searched  for  about  20  to  30  minutes  and  then  told  Book¬ 
shelf  that  we  could  not  establish  contact  with  the  Straight 
Flush — ^we  couldn’t  see  it,  and  it  didn’t  shoot  at  us.  Since  we 
had  been  briefed  that  the  destruction  of  enemy  air  defenses 
was  not  our  mission,  I’m  not  sure  that  we  would  have  been  al¬ 
lowed  to  kill  the  SA-6  even  if  we  had  found  it. 

It  was  while  we  were  looking  for  the  Straight  Flush  that  I  re¬ 
alized  how  much  trust  flight  leads  place  in  their  wingmen  dur¬ 
ing  combat.  Target  search  was  a  tricky  thing.  We  had  great 
binoculars,  but  using  them  meant  having  to  fly  left-handed 
and  having  a  field  of  view  limited  to  only  what  can  be  seen 
through  the  binoculars.  I  found  it  disconcerting  to  know  that, 
when  I  was  using  those  binos,  I  would  probably  not  see  a 
threat  until  it  was  too  late.  AFACs  could  concentrate  on  target 
search  and  not  worry  (too  much)  about  threats  if  their  wing- 
men  diligently  cleared  for  threats  to  the  formation.  Buster 
showed  a  great  deal  of  faith  in  my  ability  to  compensate  for  his 
vulnerability  when  he  searched  for  that  SA-6  with  his  binocu¬ 
lars  over  the  mountains  of  western  Kosovo.  Most  of  my  re¬ 
maining  OAF  missions  were  flown  over  Kosovo  as  a  flight-lead 
AFAC,  and  I  relied  on  my  wingmen  to  cover  me.  They  never  let 
me  down,  and  I  owe  them  my  life. 

After  nearly  completing  the  last  of  our  three  planned  vul  pe¬ 
riods  in  the  KEZ,  we  got  a  call  from  Bookshelf  on  an  “unse¬ 
cure”  radio  announcing  that  the  KEZ  would  be  closing  early 
for  the  day.  We  headed  south  for  the  tanker,  curious  about  the 
reason  for  the  early  closure.  As  we  rendezvoused  with  the 
tanker,  the  Bookshelf  crew  asked  us  to  contact  them  on  our 
secure  radio.  Buster  went  off  frequency  to  talk  to  Bookshelf 
and  left  me  to  handle  the  tanker  coordination.  We  had  refu¬ 
eled,  departed  the  tanker,  and  headed  north  by  the  time 
Buster  filled  me  in  on  the  plan. 

Serbian  ground  forces  had  been  very  disciplined,  curtailing 
their  movements  when  they  knew  we  were  overhead.  Our  intelli¬ 
gence  people  had  determined  that,  as  soon  as  we  departed  the 
AOR,  they  would  resume  their  rampage  across  the  country. 
Someone  convinced  the  CAOC  to  run  an  unannounced  KEZ  vul 
period  with  the  hope  of  catching  the  Serbs  off  guard.  Buster  had 
been  off  frequency  to  coordinate  the  unscheduled  vul  and  to  en- 
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sure  we  had  all  the  neeessary  support:  SEAD,  tankers,  and 
eounterair  (whose  details  no  one  had  yet  planned). 

We  went  baek  into  the  KEZ  and  found  Meegs  already  work¬ 
ing  a  target  area  with  reports  of  medium  AAA  in  the  area.  We 
offered  to  eome  in  above  them  to  provide  some  mutual  sup¬ 
port.  But  after  another  20  minutes,  I  began  to  lose  faith  in  this 
plan.  I  had  been  in  the  eoekpit  for  about  seven  hours,  my  rear 
hurt,  and  I  was  out  of  water  bottles  and  piddle  paeks.  It  was 
beeoming  a  survival  situation  for  me,  and  I  hadn’t  even  been 
shot  at  yet.  It’s  a  good  thing  we  didn’t  throw  in  the  towel  be- 
eause  our  luek  ehanged  in  a  hurry. 

Buster’s  radio  eall,  as  Meegs  reminded  us  later,  was  “I  got  a 
whole  sehmit-load  of  movers!”  Before  he  eould  finish  the  sen- 
tenee,  I  pieked  up  the  eonvoy  he  was  talking  about — eight  or 
so  vehieles  southbound  on  a  dirt  road.  I  eould  tell  they  were 
really  hauling  beeause,  even  from  16,000  feet,  I  eould  see  the 
vehieles  moving  in  three  dimensions  as  they  pounded  through 
the  terrain.  I  remember  seeing  the  front  end  of  one  APC  eom- 
ing  up  and  then  erashing  baek  down — spewing  up  dirt  and 
dust.  Buster  quiekly  rolled  in,  loeked  up  a  vehiele  with  a  Mav- 
eriek,  and  fired. 

That  one  attaek  not  only  destroyed  the  vehiele  it  hit,  but 
also  furthered  our  efforts  by  splitting  the  eonvoy  into  north 
and  south  elements,  providing  a  mark  for  other  fighters.  Split¬ 
ting  the  eonvoy  was  important  beeause  it  allowed  us  to  attaek 
three  or  four  of  the  vehieles  and  to  hand  off  the  remaining 
ones  to  Meegs  and  his  CBUs.  Using  a  Maveriek  missile  or  a 
500  lb  Mk-82  bomb  to  mark  a  target  was  a  teehnique  we 
quiekly  embraeed.  These  larger  munitions  had  the  potential  to 
destroy  a  target  element,  their  visual  effeets  lasted  longer,  and 
they  were  easier  to  see  from  the  extreme  altitudes  at  whieh  we 
worked.  They  had  proven  to  be  better  marks  than  the  more 
traditional,  and  mueh  smaller,  white-phosphorous  roekets. 

Buster  attaeked  the  northern  target  element  again  with  two 
Mk-82s.  Before  we  had  a  ehanee  to  evaluate  his  damage,  he 
found  another  eonvoy  about  a  mile  northeast  of  the  first  and  at¬ 
taeked  it  by  dropping  his  last  two  Mk-82s  and  strafing  with  his 
30  mm  eannon.  Meegs  was  still  working  fighters  on  the  southern 
element  of  the  first  eonvoy.  A  flight  of  two  F-16CGs  arrived  to 
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strike  for  Buster  but  missed  with  their  first  LGB  attaek  and  then 
lost  sight  of  the  target.  Buster  told  me  to  hit  the  target  with  my 
Mk-82s  and  direeted  the  F-16s  to  wateh  the  target  area  for  my 
bombs.  I  rolled  in — north  to  south — and  strung  four  bombs 
along  the  eonvoy.  It  was  a  good  pass,  and  the  bombs  were  effee- 
tive  as  more  than  just  a  mark.  Buster’s  eall  as  I  eame  off  target 
was,  “Oh,  that’s  beautiful.  Hit  my  wingman’s  smoke.”  The  F-16s 
then  ran  a  sueeessful  LGB  attaek  and  destroyed  the  southern- 
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APC  destroyed  by  A-1 0 


most  vehiele  before  having  to  depart  for  fuel.  We  then  attempted 
a  eouple  of  HR  Maveriek  passes  but  eould  not  look  on  to  the  tar¬ 
gets  beeause  the  many  fires  on  the  ground  washed  out  the  IR 
eontrast.  Even  so,  the  eonvoy  had  been  pretty  well  destroyed. 

Buster  and  I  worked  south  to  look  for  more  targets.  Buster, 
again  trusting  my  ability  to  eover  him,  looked  through  his 
binoeulars  and  thought  he  saw  some  muzzle  flashes  on  the 
ground.  We  were  eonstantly  getting  jammed  on  at  least  one  of 
our  three  radios — and  oeeasionally  on  all  of  them.  Other  friendly 
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aircraft  were  using  one  of  our  two  partially  elear  radios,  and 
Buster  was  transmitting  on  the  remaining  radio,  trying  to  talk 
my  eyes  onto  the  target  area,  when  I  saw  two  groups  of  large, 
dark  smoke  elouds  appear  between  our  jets.  I  started  to  jink 
and  ealled  out  the  threat.  As  I  finished  my  eall,  I  eould  still 
hear  Buster  transmitting  on  the  same  frequeney  and  realized 
that  he  had  not  heard  my  threat  eall.  We  had  stepped  on  eaeh 
other’s  transmissions.  That  meant  Buster  and  I  were  simulta¬ 
neously  transmitting  to  eaeh  other,  and  sinee  a  radio’s  reeeiver 
is  disabled  during  its  transmissions,  neither  of  us  heard  the 
other’s  eall.  I  again  tried  to  alert  him,  but  my  warning  was  ei¬ 
ther  jammed  or  stepped  on.  I  don’t  remember  being  too  eon- 
eerned  about  my  own  safety — probably  beeause  it  looked  as 
though  they  were  shooting  at  him  and  not  me.  I  do  remember 
the  ineredible  feeling  of  helplessness — ^watehing  my  friend  and 
flight  lead  getting  shot  at  and  not  being  able  to  eommunieate 
with  him.  I  thought  he  was  going  to  take  a  hit  beeause  the  AAA 
airbursts  looked  huge  eompared  to  the  size  of  his  aireraft.  I 
eventually  got  ahold  of  him  and  we  beat  feet  out  of  the  area. 

After  we  regrouped  and  headed  baek  into  the  target  area,  I 
started  to  think  about  them  shooting  at  me.  Although  I  definitely 
felt  some  fear,  I  was  hoping  that  they  would  shoot  at  us  again  so 
we  eould  see  where  it  eame  from  and  retaliate.  Again — as  Buster 
searehed  for  targets — I  saw  more  airbursts.  We  had  returned  at 
a  little  higher  altitude  than  the  first  time,  so  the  elouds  of  flak 
were  now  below  us.  I  ealled  the  threat  to  Buster,  and  he  searehed 
for  their  position  on  the  ground.  While  these  gunners  were  ap¬ 
parently  having  no  trouble  finding  us,  we  were  having  no  luek 
finding  them.  Fortunately  our  high  altitude  and  eonstant  ma¬ 
neuvering  kept  them  from  being  able  to  hit  us. 

While  we  were  in  the  area  looking  for  the  shooters,  Buster 
found  yet  another  eonvoy.  We  were  too  low  on  gas  to  set  up  an 
attaek,  so  we  headed  for  the  tanker  and  passed  that  target  off  to 
another  set  of  fighters.  On  the  way  out  we  heard  Meegs  eall,  “I 
think  I  took  a  hit.”  During  a  roeket  pass  he  had  notieed  AAA 
muzzle  flashes,  and  then  his  eaution  panel  lit  up  as  he  pulled  off 
target.  He  quiekly  realized  his  aireraft  was  losing  hydraulie  fluid, 
and,  even  though  he  was  able  to  stop  the  leak,  he  eventually  lost 
one  of  his  two  hydraulie  systems.  On  the  ground,  his  erew  ehief 
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determined  that  he  had  not  taken  a  hit  but  had  just  suffered 
from  a  noneombat-related  hydraulie  failure.  What  a  eoineidenee! 

On  14  May  I  was  seheduled  to  fly  a  mission  eheek  ride  with 
Capt  Serape  Johnson.  I  would  fly  as  an  AFAC,  work  the  eastern 
half  of  Kosovo,  and  use  Snoopy  61  as  our  eall  sign.  Serape  would 
evaluate  me  while  flying  my  wing.  I  was  pumped  about  the  mis¬ 
sion — the  weather  was  great,  and  we  had  some  good  target  in¬ 
formation  from  our  squadron  intelligenee.  We  were  passed  new 
target  eoordtnates  over  the  radio  as  we  entered  the  AOR,  and  I 
eommeneed  what  I  would  now  deseribe  as  a  wild-goose  ehase. 
Sueh  ehases  were  not  uneommon  sinee  targets  passed  in  this 
fashion  were  eonsidered  high  priority,  and  we  were  required  to 
seareh  for  them.  We  learned  from  experienee  that  these  preeise 
eoordinates  seldom  resulted  in  aetually  finding  a  viable  military 
target — I  had  mueh  better  luek  just  looking  for  targets  in  the 
main  areas  of  interest.  We,  nevertheless,  spent  a  good  half  hour 
plotting  eoordinates  and  searehing  those  areas. 

I  found  a  large  tunnel  south  of  Urosevae  with  fresh  tank  traeks 
leading  to  its  entranee.  I  eould  just  make  something  out  at  the 
opening  but  was  unable  to  identify  it  with  the  binoeulars  be- 
eause  of  the  shadows.  I  set  up  for  a  Maveriek  pass,  thinking  I 
might  be  able  to  use  the  IR  seeker  to  eonfirm  that  the  objeet  was 
a  valid  target.  If  so,  I  planned  to  launeh  the  Maveriek,  destroy  the 
target,  and  seal  off  the  tunnel  and  all  its  equipment. 

Unfortunately,  I  was  still  unable  to  ID  the  objeet  and  began 
my  slow  elimb  baek  to  altitude.  While  my  Hog,  with  its  grossly 
underpowered  engines,  strained  to  get  me  baek  to  altitude,  I 
rolled  into  an  easy  right  turn  and  started  using  the  binos  to 
try  to  ID  the  objeet  again.  It  was  then  that  I  heard  Serape’s  ex- 
eited  voiee  eall,  “BREAK!” 

I  had  been  flying  with  my  knees;  my  left  hand  was  on  the 
throttles,  and  the  binos  were  in  my  right.  I  was  not  in  a  good 
position  to  exeeute  the  break  turn.  I  dropped  the  binos,  rolled 
right,  honked  baek  on  the  stiek,  and  put  out  a  string  of  flares. 
As  I  eheeked  six  I  saw  the  smoke  trail  of  a  SAM  behind  my  air- 
eraft.  The  smoke  trail  went  all  the  way  down  to  the  ground  and 
ended  in  a  burned-out  house  on  the  north  end  of  a  small  town. 
I  felt  as  though  I  was  looking  down  a  15,000-foot  kite  string.  I 
was  not  at  all  happy  with  the  guy  flying  the  kite.  I  asked 


240 


TACTICAL  INNOVATION 


USAF  Photo  byTSgt  Blake  Borsic 


Capt  David  “Beau”  Easterling  straps  in  for  another  sortie  over  the  KEZ 


Scrape  if  he  eould  tell  exaetly  where  the  missile  had  eome 
from,  thinking  that  he  was  in  a  better  position  to  attaek,  sinee 
he  had  more  altitude  and  airspeed  than  1.  He  said,  “No,”  so  I 
replied,  “One  will  be  in  with  the  gun;  Two  eover.” 

I  eheeked  my  airspeed  and  altitude,  and  then  eursed  my  en¬ 
gines  for  not  having  more  thrust.  I  wanted  to  roll  in  right  away 
and  shoot,  but  I  needed  more  altitude  to  minimize  the  ehanee 
of  getting  hit  by  another  missile.  I  eheeked  my  gas  and  real¬ 
ized  that  this  was  going  to  be  our  only  pass  on  this  target  be¬ 
fore  we  had  to  head  for  the  tanker.  I  set  up  for  a  60-degree 
strafe  pass  and  eheeked  that  the  gun-ready  light  was  on.  As  I 
rolled  in,  I  thought  about  the  gravity  of  this  situation;  I  was 
looking  death  in  the  faee.  I  put  the  pipper  on  the  target  and  let 
fly  with  150  rounds  or  so  and  started  my  reeovery.  I  eouldn’t 
tell  for  sure  whether  the  rounds  had  hit  their  mark — ^but  I  didn’t 
reeeive  any  return  fire. 

We  headed  south  for  gas  and  passed  to  ABCCC  the  infor¬ 
mation  about  the  SAM  launeh  and  our  subsequent  attaek.  We 
had  just  pulled  up  behind  the  tanker  when  a  two-ship  of  Turk¬ 
ish  TF- 16s  pulled  up,  deelared  emergeney  fuel,  and  jumped  on 
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the  tanker  in  front  of  me  during  my  seheduled  air -refueling 
time.  I  was  angry  beeause  I  was  really  in  a  hurry  to  get  baek 
and  look  for  whatever  had  shot  at  me.  We  refueled,  and  as  we 
were  about  to  go  baek  in  eountry,  Serape  notieed  that  he  had 
expended  all  of  his  ehaff.  We  eouldn’t  go  in  eountry  without  it, 
so  we  had  to  head  home  early.  As  I  reealled  this  sortie  and  put 
the  details  down  on  paper,  I  realized  that  I  had  never  said 
thanks  for  that  “break”  eall — thanks,  Serape! 

I  was  again  flying  as  an  AFAC  on  another  unusual  mission, 
but  this  time  with  Col  Alan  Thompson,  the  40th  EOG  eom- 
mander,  on  my  wing.  This  is  not  the  most  exeiting  story,  but 
for  me  it  is  representative  of  the  entire  eonfliet;  it  was  always 
interesting,  if  seldom  extraordinary. 

On  this  day  the  weather  was  fairly  poor.  An  F-14  was  work¬ 
ing  the  western  half  of  the  eountry,  eoordinating  through-the- 
weather  deliveries  for  strike  aireraft  with  eompatible  eapabili- 
ties.  Most  of  the  other  strikers  had  been  sent  home,  but 
ABCCC  was  kind  enough  to  let  us  stay  and  look  for  holes  in 
the  weather.  We  were  using  eall  sign  Cobra  41  and  working  the 
eastern  half  of  the  KEZ.  We  were  operating  above  a  low  un¬ 
dereast  and  had  spent  a  great  deal  of  time  just  looking  for 
holes.  I  set  up  an  east-west,  zigzag  seareh  pattern  starting  in 
the  south  and  working  north.  We  had  little  sueeess;  every  hole 
I  found  would  elose  up  before  I  eould  get  the  binos  up  to  look 
through  it.  We  worked  further  north,  and  I  found  a  larger  hole 
over  Serbia  proper,  about  1 5  miles  north  of  the  Kosovo  border. 
It  was  nieely  aligned  and  situated  direetly  over  our  fixed  tar¬ 
get — an  ammunition-storage  faeility.  As  I  positioned  our  flight 
for  an  attaek,  I  thought  it  would  be  great  not  to  have  to  land 
with  our  Mk-82s,  espeeially  sinee  I  had  dragged  us  so  deep 
into  bad-guy  land. 

I  set  up  an  attaek  from  the  west  with  the  sun  and  wind  at 
our  baek.  I  rolled  in,  piekled  my  bombs,  pulled  off,  and  started 
working  south  so  I  eould  monitor  the  boss’s  attaek.  He  rolled 
in;  as  he  dove  down  the  ehute,  I  saw  what  looked  like  flash¬ 
bulbs  at  the  Super  Bowl.  The  entire  side  of  a  large  hill  lit  up 
with  muzzle  flashes  for  what  seemed  to  be  30  to  40  seeonds. 

I  ealled,  “Cobra  Four -Two,  work  south,  jink!  Triple-A  north!” 
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I  saw  his  aircraft  roll  and  turn  south  as  the  muzzle  flashes 
eontinued.  Shortly  after  his  bombs  hit,  the  muzzle  flashes 
stopped,  but  I  had  a  great  bead  on  their  position.  Onee  we 
were  baek  together  I  rolled  in  with  the  Maveriek.  I  planned  on 
looking  up  any  hot  spot  on  the  side  of  that  hill  and  firing. 
When  I  found  a  hot  spot,  I  eross-eheeked  my  HUD  to  eonfirm 
that  the  Maveriek  was  looking  at  the  hill  and  not  the  town  just 
to  the  south.  The  Maveriek  symbology  indieated  that  the  hot 
spot  was  on  the  border  of  the  hill  and  the  town.  I  thought  for 
a  seeond  and  eame  off  dry.  In  the  time  it  took  to  reposition  and 
take  another  look,  the  elouds  had  eovered  the  target  area,  and 
we  were  low  on  fuel. 

Like  I  said,  this  was  not  the  most  exeiting  story  but  one  that 
best  refleets  my  experienees  during  OAF.  Most  of  my  taetieal 
deeisions  erred  on  the  eonservative  side.  Late  at  night  I  some¬ 
times  seeond-guess  myself  when  I  think  about  the  eonfliet.  I 
wonder  if  I  should  have  been  more  aggressive,  shot  more 
rounds,  or  dropped  more  bombs.  Then  I  remember  three 
things:  (1)  We  all  made  it  home  alive,  (2)  I  did  my  best  to  avoid 
eivilian  losses,  and  (3) — ^well,  I  guess  there  were  only  two 
things.  Nevertheless,  those  two  were  important  beeause,  as 
Stanley  Kubriek  wrote  in  Full  Metal  Jacket,  “The  dead  know 
only  one  thing — that  it  is  better  to  be  alive.” 

Big  Brother 

Lt  Col  Mark  “Coke”  Koechle 

I  initially  expeeted  the  air  war  over  Kosovo  to  be  similar  to  the 
one  in  Desert  Storm,  and  that  it  would  have  similar  results.  As 
a  veteran  of  43  of  the  latter’s  actual  eombat  sorties — ^whieh  in¬ 
volved  dropping  bombs  and  getting  shot  at — I  eould  see  some 
similarities.  However,  it  was  mueh  more  diffieult  to  find  targets 
in  Kosovo;  often  the  ones  we  did  find  were  given  sanetuary  by  our 
restrietive  ROEs.  The  politleal  eonstraints  were  mueh  more  strin¬ 
gent  in  and  around  the  villages  of  Kosovo  than  they  had  been  in 
the  Iraqi  and  Kuwaiti  desert.  The  Serbs  used  the  media  at  every 
opportunlly  to  diseredit  the  NATO  eoalition  by  elaiming  that  our 
allied  pilots  eommltted  war  erimes.  Sueh  elaims,  if  substanti¬ 
ated,  eould  have  easily  turned  world  opinion  against  the  eoalition 
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and  forced  NATO  to  halt  its  air  campaign  against  fielded  Serbian 
forces.  That  would  have  allowed  the  Serbs  to  continue  their 
genocide  and  atrocities  against  the  Kosovar  Albanians.  Strict 
ROEs,  the  (not-so)  real-time  target-approval  process,  and  the  de¬ 
nials  for  strikes  on  valid  targets  caused  our  pilots  to  become  dis¬ 
gruntled  with  the  whole  command  and  control  process — often 
causing  us  to  wonder  whose  side  the  guy  making  those  decisions 
was  actually  on.  The  81st  FS  Panthers  had  adopted  the  tactic  of 
having  all  AFACs  fly  with  a  wingman,  which  we  dubbed  a  “teth¬ 
ered  fighter.”  Capt  Slobee  O’Brien  and  I  had  been  paired  during 
that  portion  of  the  war  and  had  flown  several  very  successful 
missions  together.  None  was  more  unusual  than  the  sortie  on  1 1 
May,  during  which  Slobee  was  the  AFAC  and  flight  lead  of  Uzi  1 1 , 
and  I  was  his  tethered  fighter  and  overall  KEZ  mission  com¬ 
mander.  The  AFAC’s  job  was  to  find  valid  targets  and  then  con¬ 
trol  the  fighters  while  they  attacked  those  targets.  The  wingman’s 
responsibilities  were  to  provide  visual  lookout  for  the  flight,  com¬ 
munication  backup,  and  firepower  support,  as  well  as  assist  the 
AFAC  in  any  other  way  necessary.  The  tethered  fighter  could  im- 
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mediately  attaek  targets  if  the  planned  strikers  were  either  not 
available  or  too  far  away. 

We  flew  an  uneventful  45-minute  vul  period  over  Kosovo  and 
then  headed  southwest  for  the  tanker  orbiting  in  Albania.  After 
topping  off,  Moonbeam  (ABCCC)  told  us  to  head  to  a  eertain  vil¬ 
lage  north  of  Pristina  to  seareh  for  targets  that  had  been  reported 
earlier.  Onee  in  the  area,  Moonbeam  gave  us  a  talk-on  to  a  spe- 
eilie  L-shaped  building  that  had  a  bus  parked  alongside  it  and 
direeted  us  to  strike  the  building.  This  was  highly  unusual,  sinee 
most  ROEs  prohibited  us  from  hitting  permanent  struetures  for 
fear  of  harming  innoeent  people  and  eausing  eollateral  damage. 
The  idea  of  a  talk-on  from  Moonbeam  was  also  unusual,  but  I 
didn’t  think  mueh  about  it  sinee  other  fighters  eould  have  passed 
on  the  target  deseription  earlier  in  the  day.  We  surveyed  the  area 
with  our  binoeulars  and,  while  we  saw  no  movement,  we  were 
eonvineed  that  this  was  the  eorreet  target.  We  eaeh  dropped 
three  Mk-82  500  lb  bombs  on,  or  in  the  immediate  vieinity  of,  the 
building  and  saw  it  and  the  bus  begin  to  smolder.  We  reported 
the  effeets  of  our  attaek  to  Moonbeam  and  moved  on  to  look  for 
other  valid  targets  in  the  area. 


Location  of  L-shaped  building  north  of  Pristina 
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I  had  been  near  this  area  several  days  earlier  and  wanted  to 
eheek  some  potential  targets  that  I  had  seen,  so  we  proeeeded 
about  15  miles  north  of  the  smoking  building.  We  found  what 
looked  like  traeked  vehieles  in  a  tree  line  and  mortar  pits  along 
a  road,  and  were  just  about  to  employ  our  remaining  ordnanee 
when  Moonbeam  ealled  again. 

“Uzi  One-One,  do  you  still  have  eontaet  with  the  L-shaped 
building?” 

“No,”  Slobee  replied,  “We  have  another  potential  target  and 
are  just  about  to  strike  it.” 

“Well,  we’d  like  you  to  go  baek  to  the  L-shaped  building. 
There  are  enemy  soldiers  walking  around  outside  of  it  now, 
and  we  want  you  to  strike  it  again.” 

After  several  seeonds  of  silenee,  Slobee  said  “Uzi  eopies.” 

I  don’t  know  what  was  going  through  my  flight  lead’s  mind, 
but  it  was  plainly  obvious  to  me  that  someone  had  that  build¬ 
ing  in  sight  and  was  providing  real-time  intelligenee  to  the 
CAOC.  I  had  an  eerie  feeling  and  pietured  speeial  forees  on  the 
ground  near  the  target,  or  a  Mr.  Clark  type  from  a  Tom  Claney 
book.  Then  I  thought  that  maybe  it  eould  be  some  KLA/UCK 
ground  troops  with  a  satellite-eommunieations  link  to  our 
forees.  It  really  bothered  me  that,  potentially,  there  were  good 
guys  down  there  and  we  didn’t  know  where  they  were. 

We  flew  baek  to  the  building,  whieh  was  just  barely  burning, 
and  eaeh  dropped  our  last  Mk-82  and  fired  a  Maveriek  missile 
into  it.  It  quiekly  erupted  into  a  raging  inferno,  and  the  bus 
was  eompletely  destroyed. 

Moonbeam  then  said,  ‘That  looks  like  it’ll  do  the  triek.  Now 
we  want  you  to  proeeed  northeast  by  about  10  miles  to  these 
eoordinates  [UTM  eoordinates  provided],  and  there  should  be 
at  least  20  pieees  of  armor  in  a  field.” 

By  this  time  we  were  sure  there  was  someone  on  the  ground 
direeting  our  attaeks,  but  for  some  reason  we  weren’t  talking 
direetly  to  him.  Ineompatible  radios?  Fear  of  eompromise?  We 
didn’t  know. 

We  flew  direetly  to  the  eoordinates  and  spent  10  minutes 
looking  for  armor.  All  we  eould  see  were  open  fields  with  some 
barns  loeated  in  and  around  them.  We  asked  Moonbeam  to  re¬ 
peat  the  eoordinates,  and  when  it  did  so,  they  eonfirmed  that 
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we  were  in  the  right  plaee.  Then  Moonbeam  said  that  there 
should  be  a  large,  U-shaped  pole  barn  at  the  end  of  an  east- 
west  dirt  road.  We  already  had  that  in  sight — sinee  it  was  the 
largest  referenee  in  the  area. 

Moonbeam  then  said,  ‘The  tanks  and  APCs  are  inside  that 
barn;  you  are  eleared  to  strike  it.” 

Well,  thanks  for  telling  us.  We  now  had  to  rush  the  attaek  be- 
eause  gas  was  getting  low  and  beeoming  a  faetor.  We  eaeh  shot 
our  remaining  Maveriek  into  separate  earners  of  the  “U,”  made 
three  high-angle  strafe  passes  using  two  to  three  trigger  pulls  per 
pass.  I  shot  about  700  rounds  into  the  barn,  and  Slobee  shot 
about  400.  We  did  not  see  any  large  explosions  as  the  barn 
began  to  burn,  but  I  did  see  what  appeared  to  be  smaller  see- 
ondary  explosions  from  inside  and  yellow-green  smoke  rising 
from  the  burning  barn.  Moonbeam  told  us  that  we  had  direet 
hits  and  had  destroyed  many  of  the  armored  vehleles;  we  stiU 
eouldn’t  figure  out  how  he  knew  that.  We  then  egressed  the  tar¬ 
get  area  for  the  tanker  air -refueling  traek  about  100  NM  to  the 
south.  All  in  all,  it  had  been  a  very  sueeessful  day — mueh  more 
satisfying  than  others,  sinee  we  had  found  and  destroyed  or 
damaged  tasked  targets.  We  eautiousfy  diseussed  our  informa¬ 
tion  “souree,”  vaguely  speeulating  about  who  or  what  it  eould  be 
and  hoping  that  it  wouldn’t  be  eompromised.  We  did  not  learn 
the  real  story  until  later  that  evening. 

That  day  Col  Alan  Thompson,  40th  EOG  eommander,  and 
two  of  our  fellow  Panthers  had  been  in  CAOC’s  battle-staff 
room  when  our  strikes  oeeurred.  The  battle-staff  room  resem¬ 
bles  a  Dr.  Strangelove  movie  set — a  “room  with  the  big  boards.” 
They  said  that  a  USAF  Predator  drone  had  been  orbiting  in  our 
area  and  had  pieked  out,  fixed,  and  identified  potential  tar¬ 
gets.  The  CAOC  then  passed  eoordinates,  instruetions,  and  at¬ 
taek  elearanee  to  us  through  Moonbeam. 

Through  Predator,  and  possibly  other  intelligenee  sourees,  the 
CAOC  had  identified  the  L-shaped  building  as  a  makeshift  Serb 
army  eommand  post.  Our  first  attaek  had  seriously  damaged  the 
building,  but  the  Predator  operators  had  still  seen  aetivlty  in  and 
around  the  building,  so  we  were  direeted  to  strike  it  again.  Dur¬ 
ing  the  seeond  strike,  the  Predator  had  been  in  position  to  allow 
its  operator  to  witness  the  impaets  and  assess  the  damage.  The 
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operator  passed  the  BDA  to  the  CAOC,  who  in  turn  immediately 
passed  it  to  us.  The  Predator  operators  had  also  determined  that 
armored  vehieles  were  stored  in  the  U-shaped  barn.  So  as  soon 
as  the  CAOC  was  eonvineed  the  eommand  post  had  been  de¬ 
stroyed,  we  were  direeted  to  find  and  strike  that  barn.  Our  pilots 
at  the  CAOC  watehed  real-time  transmissions  from  the  Predator 
as  Slobee  and  I  attaeked  the  barn.  They  said  the  Maveriek  im- 
paets  were  devastating  but  were  really  surprised  to  see  CBU 
bomblets  exploding  on  and  very  near  the  buildings.  We  were  also 
eonfused  by  what  they  had  seen — ^we  not  only  had  not  dropped 
any  CBUs,  but  we  weren’t  even  eanylng  CBUs.  We  finally  figured 
out  from  the  sequenee  of  attaeks  that  they  had  aetually  seen  our 
high-explosive  ineendiary  30  mm  eannon  rounds  exploding  on 
impaet.  While  we  were  strafing  the  building,  they  watehed  as  one 
whole  side  of  the  barn  was  blown  away,  exposing  many  burning 
hulks. 

The  evolution  of  airpower  has  brought  our  taeties  a  long 
way — from  the  days  of  flying  bailing-wire  and  fabrie  airplanes 
and  hand-dropping  10  lb  bombs  into  enemy  trenehes  to  using 
UAVs  to  provide  air -strike  eoordination  to  a  pair  of  fighters. 
While  this  eoneept  had  been  diseussed  on  many  oeeasions,  to 
the  best  of  my  knowledge  this  was  the  first  time  that  it  was  ae¬ 
tually  attempted  in  eombat.  On  this  oeeasion  it  was  un¬ 
planned  “piekup  CAS,”  whieh  probably  eontributed  to  its  sue- 
eess  and  made  the  results  seem  even  more  impressive.  From 
that  day  forward,  we  tasked  our  squadron  intel  to  brief  when 
and  where  Predator  would  be  flying.  We  were  unable  to  repeat 
that  real-time  eoordination  but  still  tried  to  use  its  information 
to  find  fielded  forees  on  future  sorties.  Unfortunately,  infor¬ 
mation  was  usually  hours  old,  and  it  often  turned  out  that  the 
targets  had  moved  or  had  inaeeurate  eoordinates.  None  of  the 
Predator’s  efforts  during  the  rest  of  our  OAF  missions  were  as 
sueeessful  as  that  first  “trial  mission.”  With  some  dedieated 
work,  the  eoneept  of  using  UAVs  for  target  seareh  and  talk-ons 
eould  beeome  a  viable  taetie  in  future  eonfliets  in  whieh  AFAC 
assets  are  too  limited  to  eover  all  required  areas.  Even  so, 
there  is  no  substitute  for  putting  a  set  of  Mk- 1  eyeballs  on  a 
potential  target  before  unleashing  lethal  airpower  against  it. 
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Fear,  Luck,  and  Divine  Intervention 

Capt  Rip  “Rubble”  Woodard 

The  operation  had  entered  its  third  week,  but  having  to  wake 
up  in  the  middle  of  the  night  had  not  yet  beeome  routine.  Today’s 
operation  would  be  our  third  in  daylight,  and  everyone  was  opti- 
mistie  beeause  yesterday  afternoon’s  foreeast  had  projeeted  good 
weather.  Weather  in  the  KEZ  had  frustrated  our  attempts  during 
the  first  two  days,  preventing  us  from  finding  any  targets.  We 
hoped  that  today  we  would  finally  get  to  do  our  job. 

At  a  6,000-foot  elevation  in  the  mountains  north  of  Aviano,  we 
found  that  our  hotel  was  eovered  with  a  wet  snow  that  eontlnued 
to  fall  as  we  stepped  out  the  hotel  door  in  the  middle  of  the  night. 
We  looked  at  eaeh  other  with  a  sinking  feeling  as  our  expeetation 
for  good  weather  evaporated.  We  had  driven  halfway  down  the 
mountain  before  the  snow  turned  to  rain  and  fog.  During  the 
past  two  months,  determining  the  weather  while  driving  down 
the  road  had  evolved  into  a  “fighter -pilot  seienee.”  Noting  the  el¬ 
evation  on  the  mountain  at  whleh  we  eould  see  Aviano  AB  gave 
us  a  better  estimate  of  eeiling  and  visibility  than  the  weatherman 
eould.  Today  seemed  to  be  the  worst  yet — sinee  we  didn’t  see  the 
base  until  we  drove  through  the  gate. 

We  went  through  the  standard  preflight  planning  and  brief¬ 
ings  hoping  that  eonditions  would  improve.  I  was  seheduled  to 
fly  with  Buster,  a  squadron  flight  eommander  and  a  no-nonsense 
pilot  who  had  total  eoneentration  on  the  job  at  hand.  He  was 
espeeially  foeused  this  morning  sinee  the  latest  weather  brief 
said  the  weather  in  Kosovo  was  breaking  up.  We  were  briefed 
and  ready  to  go  an  hour  before  sunrise,  but  the  weather  still 
had  not  lifted.  Low  eeilings  foreed  the  whole  paekage  at  Aviano 
to  sit  on  the  ground  and  remain  on  standby.  The  weather  was 
the  same  down  the  whole  length  of  the  Italian  eoast — everyone 
was  on  standby. 

About  30  minutes  after  our  seheduled  takeoff  time,  the 
weather  finally  improved  to  the  required  500-foot  eeiling  and 
one-mile  vlsibilily;  we  then  got  approval  to  launeh.  Taking  off  in 
poor  weather  puts  additional  demands  on  Hog  drivers.  Most 
fighters  use  their  air-to-air  radar  to  maintain  positive  separation 
between  members  of  their  formation  when  taking  off  and  flying 
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into  the  weather.  Sinee  we  did  not  have  air-to-air  radar,  we  had 
to  fly  with  our  instruments  and  perform  a  proeedural  trail  de¬ 
parture  to  ensure  that  we  had  safe  separation  between  our  air- 
eraft.  We  took  off  20  seeonds  apart,  flew  set  airspeeds,  main¬ 
tained  the  same  ground  traek,  and  elimbed  at  a  speeifie  power 
setting.  We  kept  the  variables  eonstant  and  relied  on  the  differ- 
enees  between  our  departure  times  to  keep  us  safely  separated 
during  the  elimb  out.  As  Two,  I  waited  20  seeonds  after  Buster 
started  his  roll  before  I  released  my  brakes.  I  watehed  Buster 
disappear  into  the  weather,  and  20  seeonds  later  so  did  I.  If  the 
instrument  departure  were  exeeuted  properly,  I  would  break  out 
on  top  of  the  elouds  with  Buster  slightly  above  and  about  a  mile 
and  a  half  in  front  of  me — the  distanee  he  would  eover  in  20  see¬ 
onds  at  eUmb  speed.  That  was  the  theory  but  not  what  hap¬ 
pened.  I  did  not  realize  it  at  the  time,  but  the  moment  Buster  en¬ 
tered  the  weather  would  be  the  last  I  would  see  of  him  until  we 
were  both  baek  on  the  ground  at  Aviano — almost  two  hours  later. 

Our  two-ship  was  the  third  A- 10  flight  to  launeh  that  morn¬ 
ing.  We  monitored  the  eommon  VHF  radio  frequeney  and 
eould  hear  the  members  of  other  flights  deseribe  the  weather 
they  were  experieneing.  Those  deseriptions  beeame  the  best 
foreeast  of  what  lay  ahead  of  us.  The  weather  had  beeome  a 
real  problem.  Passing  6,000  feet,  I  notieed  that  iee  had  formed 
on  the  nose  of  the  Maveriek  missiles,  the  roeket  pods,  and  the 
leading  edge  of  the  wings.  I  told  Buster,  and  he  aeknowledged 
having  the  same  problem.  We  eontinued  to  elimb  in  an  attempt 
to  find  an  altitude  where  the  ieing  would  stop,  but  it  only 
seemed  to  get  worse  until  we  passed  17,000  feet.  The  A- 10 
flights  ahead  of  us  had  also  reported  ieing,  and  all  aireraft 
were  still  in  the  weather  when  they  leveled  off  at  25,000  feet, 
our  final  altitude  for  the  traek  down  south.  Fortunately,  a 
flight  of  two  F-16s,  whieh  had  taken  off  behind  us  and  had 
elimbed  steeper  and  flown  above  us  on  departure,  had  just 
broken  out  at  30,000  feet  and  said  that  the  weather  above  was 
elear.  We  deeided  to  eontinue  our  elimb  to  find  elear  weather 
and  help  the  iee  sublime.  Unfortunately,  our  Hogs  were  loaded 
for  eombat  with  four  Mk-82  bombs,  two  Maveriek  missiles,  two 
roeket  pods,  an  ALQ-131  jamming  pod,  and  two  AIM-9  mis- 
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siles.  That  load  made  us  extremely  heavy,  inereased  our  drag, 
and  preeluded  a  quiek  elimb. 

We  remained  in  the  weather  during  our  elimb  and  flight 
down  the  Adriatie.  After  about  45  minutes,  we  finally  reaehed 
30,000  feet  and  eould  see  sunlight  above  us.  Leveling  off  ap¬ 
proximately  two  miles  in  trail  behind  Buster,  I  was  still  in  the 
weather  and  unable  to  see  him.  While  doing  an  ops  eheek  to 
see  how  mueh  fuel  was  remaining,  I  saw  the  master  eaution 
light  begin  to  flash  and  looked  to  investigate.  The  right-generator 
eaution  light  was  illuminated,  and  the  number-two  (right)  en¬ 
gine  taehometer  was  wildly  fluetuating  between  30  and  90  per- 
eent.  At  this  point,  I  was  fl}4ng  the  aireraft  about  five  degrees 
nose  high  to  maintain  level  flight  at  170  knots  indieated  air¬ 
speed  (KIAS). 

I  immediately  radioed  Buster  to  let  him  know  I  had  a  prob¬ 
lem  and  pulled  the  throttle  baek  on  number  two  in  an  attempt 
to  reeover  the  engine.  When  I  moved  the  throttle,  the  engine 
immediately  spooled  baek  and  flamed  out.  The  right  engine 
naeelle  now  generated  drag  rather  than  thrust.  That  and  the 
eombination  of  high  altitude,  low  airspeed,  and  a  dirty  eonfig- 
uration  eaused  the  aireraft  to  yaw  right  and  begin  a  deseent.  I 
immediately  pushed  the  nose  five  to  10  degrees  nose  low,  at¬ 
tempting  to  gain  airspeed.  As  the  aireraft  yawed  to  the  right,  a 
ehopped  tone  eame  over  the  headset  indieating  a  stalled  eon- 
dition,  whieh  was  immediately  followed  by  a  loud  pop  and 
buzzing  sound  as  the  number -one  (left)  engine  eompressor 
stalled.  Things  were  getting  serious  in  a  hurry.  I  tried  to  stay 
ealm  and  inform  Buster  what  was  happening. 

While  making  the  radio  eall,  I  saw  the  main  attitude  diree- 
tion  indieator  (ADI)  freeze  in  the  eentered  position,  both  steer¬ 
ing  bars  eame  into  view,  and  all  my  eaution-warning  lights  il¬ 
luminated — and  the  bottom  dropped  out  of  my  stomaeh.  Those 
indieations  told  me  that  I  had  lost  all  alternating  eurrent  (AC) 
eleetrieal  power  and  that  the  aireraft  had  just  reverted  to  di- 
reet  eurrent  (DC)  battery  power.  Not  wanting  to  believe  what  I 
saw,  I  looked  at  the  number-one  engine  as  it  rolled  baek  below 
30  pereent,  approximately  12  pereent  below  what  was  needed 
for  the  generators  to  provide  the  mueh-needed  AC  eleetrieal 
power.  With  virtually  no  thrust,  the  aireraft  began  to  deseend 


251 


A- 10s  OVER  KOSOVO 


rapidly  into  the  weather,  and  I  soon  lost  what  little  sunlight  I 
had  been  able  to  see  through  the  elouds.  I  knew  that  the  only 
way  to  elear  a  eompressor  stall  was  to  eompletely  shut  down 
the  engine,  but  the  idea  was  still  not  one  I  wanted  to  entertain. 

I  then  eheeked  the  DC-powered  standby  ADI,  whieh  showed 
the  aireraft  15  degrees  nose  high  and  20  degrees  of  right 
bank — the  same  attitude  it  indieated  when  I  had  leveled  off. 
My  eonfidenee  in  this  old  pieee  of  equipment  was  shot.  With 
the  main  attitude  indieator  frozen,  the  standby  attitude  indi- 
eator  unreliable,  and  no  visual  referenees  due  to  the  weather, 
I  was  foreed  to  use  the  “needle  and  ball”  of  the  turn-and-slip 
indieator  to  keep  the  aireraft  in  eoordinated  flight.  My  voiee 
jumped  about  10  oetaves  as  I  tried  to  tell  Buster  that  I  had 
just  experieneed  a  “double-engine  flameout.” 

This  situation  ealls  for  a  “boldfaee  emergeney  proeedure.”  I 
had  long  ago  been  required  to  eommit  to  memory  the  steps  I 
now  needed  to  take — but  I  had  never  dreamed  of  aetually 
using  them.  My  initial  A- 10  training  instruetor  had  even  made 
jokes  about  this  emergeney,  swearing  it  eould  never  happen  in 
the  A- 10  beeause  the  engines  were  too  reliable.  Some  guys  in 
the  squadron  even  joked  in  our  monthly  emergeney-proeedures 
training  that  if  it  ever  happened  they  would  just  jump  out 
using  the  ejeetion  proeedure.  With  that  in  mind,  I  had  to  de- 
eide  and  aet  in  a  hurry. 

The  five  boldfaee  steps  that  I  had  long  before  eommitted  to 
memory: 

1.  THROTTLES  -  OFF 

2.  APU  [auxiliary  power  unit]  -  START 

3.  FLIGHT  CONTROLS  -  MAN  [manual]  REVERSION 

4.  LEFT  ENGINE  -  MOTOR 

5.  LEFT  ENGINE  -  START 

Thinking  that  I  still  had  a  little  time  before  needing  to  make 
an  ejeetion  deeision,  I  started  to  rapidly  repeat  these  steps  in 
my  mind.  We  had  deeided  to  fly  without  antiexposure  suits  be¬ 
eause  they  would  have  made  our  eight-hour  missions  miser¬ 
able.  However,  now  the  thought  of  ejeeting  at  high  altitude,  in 
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the  weather,  over  the  Adriatie,  and  without  an  antiexposure 
suit  was  not  very  appealing  either.  I  knew  that  I  had  to  attempt 
the  restart — I  did  not  know  that  the  proeedure,  whieh  had  not 
yet  been  sueeessfully  used,  was  intended  for  use  in  good 
weather  and  at  lower  altitudes. 

Passing  29,000  feet,  I  exeeuted  the  first  step,  pulling  the 
throttles  baek,  foreing  them  over  the  hump,  and  into  the  eut- 
off  position.  I  knew  that  I  was  now  eommitted,  and  it  was  not 
a  heart-warming  feeling.  As  soon  as  the  throttles  were  in  the 
off  position,  the  eoekpit  rapidly  depressurized,  and  frost  began 
forming  on  the  inside  of  the  eanopy.  Unfortunately,  I  was  still 
far  above  the  normal  operating  envelope  for  starting  APU.  I  re¬ 
membered  that  the  aireraft  flight  manual  (Dash-1)  guaranteed 
that  the  APU  would  start  only  at  or  below  15,000  feet,  but  it 
might  start  as  high  as  20,000  feet.  I  waited  for  the  aireraft  to 
deseend  at  least  9,000  more  feet. 

With  both  engines  shut  down,  there  was  no  hydraulie  pres¬ 
sure  to  power  the  normal  operation  of  the  flight  eontrols.  The 
eontrol  stiek  loeked,  so  I  had  no  ability  to  roll  or  turn  the  air¬ 
eraft.  I  bypassed  the  next  boldfaee  step  and  seleeted  flight  eon¬ 
trols  manual  reversion. 

The  manual  system  is  designed  to  give  the  A- 10  a  limited 
flight- eontrol  eapability  to  improve  its  eombat  survivability  in 
the  event  the  aireraft  is  shot  up  and  loses  hydraulie  pressure. 
It  uses  a  eable-and-pulley  system  to  move  small  eleetrieal  trim 
tabs  whieh  aet  as  flight  eontrols.  The  amount  of  eontrol  that 
these  tabs  ean  provide  is  a  funetion  of  airspeed.  Sinee  the  eon¬ 
trol  surfaees  are  only  a  few  inehes  wide,  greater  airspeed  al¬ 
lows  the  tabs  to  provide  more  eontrol.  The  Dash-1  gives  nu¬ 
merous  warnings  when  using  this  system.  It  warns  against 
low  power  settings  and  direets  that  airspeed  be  maintained  be¬ 
tween  200  and  300  KIAS  so  that  the  trim  tabs  will  develop 
enough  eontrol  authority  to  eontrol  large  piteh  ehanges.  It  now 
dawned  on  me  that  it  was  impossible  to  keep  the  power  above 
idle  during  a  double-engine  flameout.  I  also  realized  that  the 
aireraft  was  already  slower  than  reeommended,  due  to  its  hav¬ 
ing  no  thrust,  high  altitude,  and  a  heavy  eombat  load.  Never¬ 
theless,  I  had  no  ehoiee  other  than  putting  the  aireraft  into 
manual  reversion  to  regain  even  limited  eontrol. 
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As  I  executed  manual  reversion,  I  experienced  the  meaning 
of  the  words  contained  in  the  fine  print  of  another  Dash-1 
warning,  which  said  that  when  transitioning  to  manual  rever¬ 
sion,  the  aircraft  may  pitch  up  or  down  with  excessive  positive 
or  negative  G  forces.  As  I  flipped  the  switch,  the  aircraft 
pitched  violently  down,  threw  me  up,  and  pinned  me  on  the 
canopy — “Mr.  Toad’s  wild  ride”  had  begun.  The  standby  ADI 
now  indicated  a  banked,  nose-low  attitude,  and  the  vertical  ve¬ 
locity  indicator  (WI)  was  pegged  at  6,000  feet-per -minute 
down.  I  pulled  myself  back  into  the  seat  with  the  stick  and 
then  continued  to  pull  back  on  it  for  all  I  was  worth  in  an  at¬ 
tempt  to  break  the  dive.  Unable  to  stop  the  descent,  I  slid  to 
the  front  of  the  ejection  seat  and  hooked  my  feet  on  the  brake 
pedals  to  get  better  leverage.  Pulling  with  both  arms  and  trim¬ 
ming  the  elevator  tab  to  its  limit  failed  to  break  the  dive — I 
began  to  panic. 

The  altimeter  was  now  unwinding  extremely  fast,  and  panic 
crept  into  my  voice  as  I  let  Buster  know  what  was  happening. 
He  responded  with  an  irritatingly  relaxed  voice,  telling  me  to 
just  calm  down  and  go  through  the  boldface.  He  declared  an 
emergency  with  Magic,  the  NAEW,  and  let  them  know  I  was 
looking  for  a  place  to  make  an  emergency  landing.  For  the  time 
being,  all  I  could  do  was  try  to  gain  and  maintain  aircraft  con¬ 
trol,  and  avoid  entering  an  unusual  attitude.  I  attempted  to 
keep  my  wings  level  by  staring  at  the  turn-and-slip  indicator. 
I  tried  to  keep  the  DC-powered  turn  needle  and  the  slip  indi¬ 
cator’s  ball  centered.  That  ball — suspended  in  a  curved,  liquid- 
filled  tube  below  the  turn-needle — measures  aerodynamic  slip 
and  is  very  reliable  because  it’s  powered  only  by  physics.  I  flew 
the  aircraft  with  reference  only  to  the  turn-and-slip,  airspeed, 
and  VATs — and  waited  until  I  reached  an  altitude  where  I 
would  be  able  to  start  the  APU. 

I  do  not  know  how  long  the  descent  really  took,  but  I  seemed 
to  pass  through  20,000  feet  in  the  blink  of  an  eye.  Hoping  to 
improve  my  chances,  I  waited  until  I  passed  17,000  feet  before 
I  attempted  to  start  the  APU.  When  I  flipped  the  switch,  the 
start  initially  looked  good.  However,  the  APU’s  operating  tem¬ 
perature  then  appeared  to  drop  rapidly.  I  stared  at  the  indica¬ 
tions  for  some  time  with  the  sickening  thought  that  the  APU 
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had  failed.  I  finally  realized  that  the  APU  really  had  started, 
was  operating  normally,  and  indieated  eooler-than-normal  op¬ 
erating  temperature  only  beeause  of  the  altitude  and  ambient 
eonditions.  I  eontinued  to  modify  the  boldfaee  proeedure.  In¬ 
stead  of  eompleting  the  next  step  to  start  engines,  I  turned  on 
the  APU  generator  to  get  AC  eleetrieal  power  and  warm  up  the 
main  attitude  indieator. 

Passing  15,000  feet  I  motored  the  number-one  engine  until 
its  temperature  dropped  to  below  100  degrees  and  then 
brought  the  throttle  over  the  hump  to  idle.  By  the  time  I  had 
reaehed  12,500  feet,  the  engine  had  stabilized  in  idle,  and  I 
immediately  shoved  it  to  max.  With  it  running  at  full  power,  I 
was  finally  able  to  slow  my  deseent  rate  to  about  4,000  feet  per 
minute  on  the  WI.  Now — for  the  first  time  sinee  my  engines’ 
eompressors  stalled — I  realized  that  I  might  be  able  to  fly  out 
of  this  situation.  The  boldfaee  ends  at  this  point,  and  it  would 
normally  be  time  to  pull  out  the  eheeklist  and  go  through  the 
eleanup  items.  However,  I  was  still  in  a  deseent  and  not  really 
ready  to  take  my  hands  off  the  eontrols  to  get  out  a  eheeklist. 
I  thought  that  if  I  eould  start  the  number -two  engine  I  would 
have  enough  power  to  break  the  deseent  eompletefy.  So  pass¬ 
ing  8,000  feet  I  motored  down  the  temperature  and  attempted 
a  start.  The  seeond  engine  started  and  stabilized.  With  both 
engines  operating  normally,  I  bottomed  out  at  about  6,500 
feet — and,  finally,  the  plane  felt  eontrollable. 

I  did  not  realize  how  pumped  up  I  had  been  on  adrenaline. 
The  aireraft  appeared  to  be  flying  normally  now  that  I  had 
both  engines  and  eould  eontrol  the  piteh.  I  failed  to  remember 
the  23-30  pounds  of  pressure  I  had  to  exert  to  move  the  eon¬ 
trol  stiek  when  I  had  tested  the  manual  reversion  system  on 
funetional  eheek  flights.  After  this  experienee,  and  while  still 
using  the  reversion  system,  the  stiek  felt  light  as  a  feather. 

With  the  aireraft  level  at  6,500  feet,  I  told  Buster  I  had  the 
plane  under  eontrol.  He  had  been  deseending  and  getting  emer- 
geney  veetors  from  NAEW  in  an  attempt  to  stay  near  and  in  radio 
eontaet  with  me.  Sinee  I  was  still  eoneentrating  on  flying,  Buster 
started  going  through  the  eheeklist  to  help  me  elean  up  the  un¬ 
finished  items.  He  reminded  me  to  put  the  flight  eontrols  baek  to 
normal.  That  step  reeonneets  the  hydraulie  aetuators  to  the 
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flight-control  system.  The  Dash- 1  gives  the  same  warning  about 
rapid  piteh  ehanges  when  returning  to  the  normal  flight-eontrol 
system.  As  I  switehed  the  flight  eontrols  baek  to  normal,  the  air- 
eraft  violently  pitehed  up — this  time  toreing  me  heavily  into  the 
seat.  I  grabbed  the  stiek  and  started  fighting  for  eontrol.  I  was 
wildly  going  from  stop  to  stop  on  the  eontrols,  hying  to  find  neu¬ 
tral.  The  eontrols  were  so  light,  it  initially  felt  like  the  shek  had 
broken  off  in  my  hand. 

After  thinking  for  a  few  seeonds  that  I  was  going  to  depart 
eontrolled  flight,  I  let  go  of  the  stiek  to  see  if  the  aireraft  would 
settle  down.  It  did.  I  gently  took  hold  of  the  stiek  and  foeused 
all  my  attention  on  maintaining  level  flight.  I  was  experieneing 
the  “leans” — a  eondition  in  whieh  my  brain  and  my  instru¬ 
ments  disagreed  on  the  attitude  for  level  flight.  Sinee  I  was  still 
in  the  weather,  there  were  no  outside  visual  referenees  to  eon- 
firm  whieh  was  eorreet.  Normally  the  right  way  to  fight  this 
eondition  is  to  believe  the  instruments.  However,  knowing  that 
they  had  experieneed  a  power  interruption  and  had  been 
brought  baek  on-line  in  other  than  straight  and  level,  unae- 
eelerated  flight,  I  knew  that  their  g3Tos  might  have  preeessed. 
I  had  less-than-full  eonfidenee  that  they  were  eorreet.  Buster 
started  telling  me  to  head  to  steer -point  alpha,  a  point  along 
the  Italian  eoast  from  where  we  eould  reaeh  a  divert  base.  Un¬ 
fortunately,  when  the  aireraft  lost  AC  power,  the  INS  had 
dumped  and  was  useless.  I  had  no  idea  where  I  was,  or  even 
if  the  aireraft- heading  system  was  usable. 

Buster  started  asking  Magie  for  direetions  to  get  the  two  of  us 
together  and  headed  towards  Cervia  AB,  our  divert  base  loeated 
on  the  east  eoast  of  Italy.  Magie  was  unable  to  help  us;  its  per¬ 
sonnel  did  not  have  me  on  radar,  but  they  were  able  to  teU  us 
that  Cervia  eurrently  had  a  300-foot  eeiling  and  one-mile  vlsibil- 
iiy.  I  told  Buster  I  didn’t  like  that  option  beeause  it  meant  that  I 
would  have  to  take  my  eyes  off  the  instruments  to  study  the  in- 
strument-approaeh  plates  for  a  buneh  of  strange  fields.  I  had  the 
approaeh  and  radio  frequeneies  around  Avlano  memorized  and 
really  wanted  to  go  there.  Magie  again  stated  that  it  did  not  have 
me  on  radar  but  said  Primo  might. 

Primo  was  the  eall  sign  for  the  606th  Expeditionary  Air  Con¬ 
trol  Squadron  out  of  Spangdahlem.  I  had  not  known  that  the 
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squadron  was  in  place  because  it  had  not  been  operational 
during  the  first  few  days  of  the  war.  The  Primo  controller  came 
over  guard  frequency  loud  and  clear,  telling  Buster  and  me  to 
reset  our  transponders  so  he  could  find  us.  Within  seconds,  he 
had  us  both  identified  and  had  started  giving  me  vectors  back 
towards  Aviano.  He  did  an  awesome  job  of  giving  me  snap 
headings  to  all  the  closest  bases  and  letting  me  know  the 
weather  at  each  so  I  could  make  the  decision.  He  also  started 
giving  vectors  to  Buster  to  get  our  flight,  now  about  20  miles 
apart,  back  together.  Primo  also  coordinated  with  all  the  agen¬ 
cies  along  the  coast  so  that  I  had  to  talk  with  him  only.  He  got 
me  all  the  way  to  Aviano  before  handing  me  off  to  the  ap¬ 
proach  controller. 

While  flying  home,  I  noticed  that  the  number -two  engine 
was  running  hotter  than  number  one.  I  still  did  not  know  what 
had  caused  the  original  problem,  so  I  set  the  right  throttle  at 
85  percent  and  planned  on  flying  a  simulated,  single-engine 
approach.  I  still  had  doubts  about  the  instruments’  accuracy, 
and  since  there  was  a  mountain  range  just  north  of  the  base, 
Aviano  approach  gave  me  no-gyro  vectors  to  landing.  During 
the  approach,  the  controller  said,  ‘Turn  right”  or  ‘Turn  left,” 
when  needed.  I  then  rolled  into  a  half-standard  rate  turn;  he 
timed  my  turn,  monitored  my  position  on  radar,  and  then 
said,  “Stop  turn”  to  control  my  heading  and  eliminate  any 
chance  that  a  heading  error  in  my  navigation  system  would 
cause  an  accident.  I  followed  his  instructions  and  finally  broke 
out  of  the  weather  500  feet  above  and  two  miles  from  the  ap¬ 
proach  end  of  the  runway.  We  had  been  fl}dng  for  one  hour 
and  45  minutes,  and  this  was  the  first  time  (without  depend¬ 
ing  on  the  instruments)  that  I  had  a  reference  by  which  I  could 
determine  my  attitude. 

The  crash  vehicles  were  waiting  to  meet  me  as  I  landed  and 
rolled  out  on  the  runway.  I  taxied  clear  of  the  active  and  waited 
to  shut  down.  The  rescue  crews  looked  at  me  with  some  con¬ 
fusion,  not  knowing  what  needed  to  be  done.  I  was  exhausted 
and  still  sweating  like  a  pig  although  it  was  cold  and  rainy  out¬ 
side.  I  told  them  I  needed  to  shut  down  and  have  the  plane  im¬ 
pounded.  But  first,  I  wanted  a  minute  to  talk  to  the  squadron 
and  get  my  thoughts  together. 
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Photo  courtesy  of  author 


Capt  Rip  Woodard  and  aircraft  956 


Sitting  there  on  the  taxiway — 
getting  my  stuff  together — I  lis¬ 
tened  as  the  FM  radio  eame  to 
life.  It  was  Buster  saying  that 
the  weather  was  elearing  in 
Kosovo  and  we  needed  to  hurry 
and  get  down  there.  He  had  al¬ 
ready  eontaeted  squadron  ops, 
loeated  a  spare  aireraft  for  me 
on  spot  18,  and  arranged  for  ops 
to  warm  it  up.  He  had  also  eoor- 
dinated  for  his  aireraft  to  be  hot- 
refueled  while  I  moved  to  the 
spare.  Still  dazed  and  eonfused, 
I  aeknowledged,  shut  down,  and 
got  a  ride  to  the  spare. 

After  briefing  maintenanee  on 
what  had  happened  to  aireraft 
956,  I  moved  to  the  spare  and 
started  getting  it  ready  to  go. 
Running  through  the  after-start  eheeklist,  I  saw  the  squadron 
eommander  pull  up.  He  jumped  out  of  his  ear  and  got  on  the 
maintalner’s  headset  to  talk  with  me.  After  asking  me  what  had 
happened,  he  told  me,  “Good  job”  and  “Go  ahead  and  shut 
down.”  I  was  relieved;  there  was  no  way  we  eould  make  the 
tanker  times,  and  I  did  not  feel  the  need  to  push  my  luek  twlee 
in  one  day.  Fortunately  for  me,  nobody  had  been  able  to  attaek 
any  targets  that  morning.  I  only  had  to  take  grief  from  Buster  for 
about  24  hours  for  ruining  his  day. 

About  eight  months  later,  I  was  attending  a  safely  eeremony  at 
the  Pentagon.  Maj  Gen  Franeis  C.  Gideon  Jr.,  ehlef  of  Air  Foree 
Safely,  was  one  of  the  generals  in  attendanee.  Coineidentally,  he 
was  the  test  pilot  who  had  ejeeted  from  an  A- 10  after  both  en¬ 
gines  flamed  out  while  test-liring  the  gun.  We  sat  and  talked  for 
a  few  minutes  about  what  had  happened  and  then  diseussed  a 
few  shorteomings  in  the  boldfaee  proeedures.  He  asked  what  had 
helped  me  work  through  the  emergeney.  I  thought  the  things 
that  eontributed  most  to  my  getting  through  that  experienee 
were  fear,  luek,  and  divine  intervention. 
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Introduction 

Lt  Col  Chris  “Kimos”  Haave 


My  first  time  in  combat  was  one  of  my  significant  life  expe¬ 
riences,  as  it  has  been  for  most  military  professionals.  Our 
OAF  stories  show  just  how  strange  some  of  those  combat  ex¬ 
periences  were.  We  had  a  close  view  of  OAF  combat,  a  closer 
one  than  some  of  our  support  teammates  and  fellow  strikers 
who  employed  precision-guided  munitions  from  relatively  high 
altitudes.  Their  combat  duties  often  kept  them  focused  on  in¬ 
terpreting  their  sensors  and  radarscopes,  but  we  Hog  drivers 
(and  other  FACs)  watched  with  revulsion  as  Serbian  atrocities 
unfolded  before  us.  We  spent  most  of  our  time  putting  eyeballs 
and  ordnance  directly  on  enemy  troops  whose  identity  we  con¬ 
firmed  firsthand  with  our  gyrostabilized  binos. 

The  war  was  very  real  for  our  maintainers,  who  worked  in 
shifts  and  hustled  24  hours  a  day  to  launch,  recover,  and  re¬ 
load  our  jets — and  to  repair  the  two  combat-damaged  Hogs. 
Some  of  our  noncombat  experiences,  on  the  other  hand, 
seemed  unreal.  Even  when  we  were  flying  over  the  KEZ  and 
working  12 -hour  days,  we  still  slept  in  nice  hotels,  ate  in 
restaurants,  and  sunbathed  at  the  hotel  pool. 

Most  of  our  pilots  and  maintainers  had  no  previous  combat 
experience.  That  included  both  colonels  and  both  squadron  com¬ 
manders  at  Gioia  del  Colle,  who  received  their  baptism  of  fire 
over  Kosovo.  I  will  never  forget  Dirt  Fluhr’s  radio  call  on  7  April: 
“Hey,  they’re  shooting  at  us!”  as  we  checked  out  a  convoy  of  civil¬ 
ian  and  military  vehicles  northwest  of  Prizren.  Our  reaction  that 
day  was  similar  to  many  battlefield  responses  recorded  in  his¬ 
tory — a  warrior’s  training  takes  over,  and  he  acts  aggressively 
and  dispassionately  to  eliminate  the  threat  immediately. 
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Many  of  our  first  combat  experiences  ineluded  shouldering 
the  mission’s  heavy  responsibility  and  aequiring  the  “I’d  better 
not  blow  this!”  S5mdrome.  Maintainers  understood  and  inter¬ 
nalized  the  importanee  of  preparing  the  aireraft,  building  up  and 
loading  the  weapons,  installing  and  setting  the  self-proteetion 
eountermeasures  pod,  and  loading  and  setting  the  ehaff  and 
flares — all  of  these  systems  had  to  work.  Pilots  experieneed 
similar  eharaeter -building  pressures  when  they  led  young 
wingmen  in  eombat,  squeezed  the  trigger  near  a  eivilian  vil¬ 
lage,  and  deeided  what  got  shot  and  what  didn’t  in  a  highly 
politieized  eonfliet. 

AFACs  knew  that  the  responsibility  to  find  and  aeeurately 
identify  enemy  forees  was  all  theirs.  They  also  knew  that  in- 
eoming  fighters  trusted  them  implieitly;  they  expeeted  to  be 
talked-on  to  only  valid  targets.  Likewise,  the  fighters  knew 
that  their  obligation  was  to  hit  valid  targets  only.  Due  to  the 
unpredietable  nature  of  loeating  and  identifying  the  enemy, 
strikers  would  normally  have  to  wait  at  their  eontaet  point 
until  the  AFAC  eould  find  a  target.  The  strikers  would  often 
eonsume  most  of  their  available  fuel  and  beeome  anxious  to 
unload  their  ordnanee  by  the  time  the  AFAC  was  ready  to  di- 
reet  their  attaek  on  a  target.  Attaeking  quiekly  required  that 
the  strikers  have  eomplete  trust  in  the  AFAC.  Not  onee  did  any 
striker  question  the  validity  of  any  target  during  the  dozens  of 
attaeks  I  direeted. 

Okay,  Two,  Big  Eyes  Out! 

1st  Lt  Allen  “JAKS”  Duckworth 

“Okay,  Two,  big  eyes  out!”  eame  the  flight  lead’s  simple  yet 
meaningful  order.  I  was  flying  on  Capt  Jim  “Meegs”  Meger’s  wing, 
and  we  were  about  five  seeonds  from  erossing  the  Kosovo-Alba- 
nia  border.  This  would  be  my  first-ever  eombat  mission.  I  had 
been  flying  the  A- 10  for  only  10  months;  not  only  was  this  my 
first  eombat  mission,  but  it  was  also  my  first  flight  without  a 
grade  sheet.  Less  than  two  weeks  earlier,  I  finished  my  mission- 
qualifieatlon  training,  kissed  my  wife  good-bye,  and  boarded  a 
plane  with  Lt  Glib  Gibson,  another  new  wingman.  We  were  ex- 
eited  beeause  we  would  finally  join  the  rest  of  the  squadron  in 


260 


MY  TURN  IN  THE  BARREL 


Italy.  We  had  heard  many  stories  of  the  great  time  to  be  had  in 
Aviano  and  expeeted  to  experienee  unbounded  fun  between  fly¬ 
ing  peaeekeeping  missions  over  Bosnia-Herzegovina.  Instead,  as 
we  quiekly  learned,  we  were  going  to  war. 

At  first  the  A- 10  was  tasked  for  nothing  more  than  eovering 
CSAR  alert  and  a  little  CAS  alert.  Sinee  I  was  not  a  qualified 
Sandy,  I  was  told  that  I  would  probably  not  be  needed.  Capt 
Buster  Cherrey  had  pulled  me  aside  prior  to  the  first  bombs 
falling  and  had  given  me  the  ehoiee  of  staying  in  Aviano  or  going 
baek  to  Germany,  where  I  eould  get  some  flying,  at  least.  I  ini¬ 
tially  thought  that  I  should  go  home,  fly,  and  spend  more  time 
with  Cheryl,  my  wife  of  only  seven  months.  However,  I  finally  de- 
eided  to  stay  and  help  if  I  eould.  By  the  time  I  got  baek  to  Buster 
to  tell  him  my  deeision,  he  had  already  deeided  to  keep  me  there. 
Sinee  the  A- 10  did  fight,  I  was  very  happy  with  that  deeision. 

So  there  I  was — flying  into  Kosovo  to  find  and  kill  a  real 
enemy  who  was,  most  likely,  trying  to  find  and  kill  us.  I  re¬ 
member  thinking  to  myself,  “What  am  I  doing  here  so  soon?” 
That  thought  quiekly  gave  way  to  the  realization  that  I  really 
needed  to  have  “big  eyes.”  I  spent  nearly  all  of  my  time  sean- 
ning  the  ground  for  AAA  and  SAMs  while  we  were  on  the  other 
side  of  the  fence,  a  term  we  used  to  deseribe  the  boundary  be¬ 
tween  friendly  and  enemy  territory.  Although  we  did  not  find 
anything  to  destroy,  I  was  exeited  to  join  the  brotherhood  of 
eombat  pilots,  and  I  knew  there  would  be  more  missions. 

More  missions  eame.  Exeept  for  often  being  tired,  I  found  my¬ 
self  quiekly  getting  used  to  the  eombat-ops  tempo.  I  flew  mostly 
early  morning  sorties;  I  went  to  bed  at  about  1930  hours  and  got 
as  mueh  sleep  as  I  eould  before  my  0200  wake  up.  Eaeh  time  I 
flew,  I  felt — and  rightly  so — that  it  was  my  responsibility  to  keep 
my  flight  lead  and  myself  alive.  However,  as  fatigue  built  up  and 
ehallenged  my  diseipline,  I  was  tempted  to  stop  elearing  and  slip 
into  the  more  exeitlng  task  of  looking  for  targets.  I  often  had  to 
remind  myself  that  it  was  my  job  to  be  looking  for  threats  and 
that  the  AFAC  would  find  the  targets. 

On  several  oeeasions  the  AFAC  did  find  targets.  I  was  flying 
with  Maj  Lester  Less  on  an  AFAC  mission  and  instead  of  looking 
in  Kosovo,  we  began  our  seareh  in  Serbian  proper — in  the  Ku- 
manovo  Valley.  As  we  approaehed  the  town  of  Vranje  from  the 
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south,  Lester  found  an  area  he  wanted  to  seareh  more  thor¬ 
oughly.  A  few  moments  later  he  keyed  the  radio  and  exeitedly 
half-yelled,  “Okay!  Okay!  We’ve  got  military  vehieles  down  there!” 
We  both  felt  an  immediate  surge  of  adrenalin.  Neither  of  us  had 
ever  tired  weapons  in  eombat,  and  Lester  deeided  to  use  a  Mav- 
eriek  missile  to  kill  one  vehiele  and  have  it  serve  as  a  mark  for 
me.  His  missile  was  a  direet  hit,  allowing  me  to  verify  that  the  ve¬ 
hieles  I  saw  were  the  same  ones  he  meant  for  us  to  attaek.  He 
told  me  to  drop  two  bombs  on  a  row  of  four  trueks  in  the  same 
area.  As  I  positioned  myself  to  roll  in  for  my  Mk-82  delivery,  I 
thought  about  how  mueh  I  did  not  want  to  miss  those  targets. 
This  was  for  real.  I  wanted  to  know  that  I  eould  do  it  right,  but 
even  more  importantly,  I  wanted  to  eontribute  to  the  effort.  After 
eompleting  my  diving  delivery  and  safe-eseape  maneuver,  I 
looked  baek  at  the  target  area  to  see  where  my  bombs  had  hit. 
About  15  seeonds  later,  I  got  my  answer  as  all  four  trueks  dis¬ 
appeared  under  two  huge  fireballs.  My  first  time  to  employ 
weapons  in  eombat  had  been  a  sueeess. 

Not  all  of  my  missions  were  on  an  AFAC’s  wing.  In  faet,  my 
most  sueeessful  mission  oeeurred  when  I  was  flying  on  Capt 
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Nate  “Foghorn”  Brauner’s  wing  in  a  two-ship  of  strikers.  Our 
primary  job  was  to  kill  the  targets  that  our  AFAC  might  find 
and  assign  to  us  in  western  Kosovo.  However,  if  a  striker  flight 
lead  was  AFAC  qualified,  as  Foghorn  was,  he  was  often  al¬ 
lowed  to  seareh  for  targets  while  waiting.  If  he  found  any 
enemy  forees,  he  would  eall  the  designated  AFAC  to  take  a 
look.  On  this  day  as  we  waited.  Foghorn  searehed  the  area  of 
Dakoviea.  He  saw  something  and  talked  my  eyes  onto  a  small 
area  on  the  southern  edge  of  town,  asking  what  I  saw  there. 
By  this  time  in  the  air  eampaign,  the  Serbs  had  learned  to  hide 
nearly  every  pieee  of  equipment  they  had.  I  eould  not  believe 
it;  here  were  two-dozen  trueks  and  APCs  parked  in  an  open 
area!  I  told  Foghorn  what  I  saw,  and  he  quiekly  responded, 
“Yeah,  that’s  what  I  see,  too.”  The  AFAC,  Capt  JD  MeDonough, 
also  had  trouble  believing  our  target  deseription — it  seemed 
too  good  to  be  true.  He  took  a  look  and  eleared  us  to  kill  it.  We 
eaeh  dropped  four  Mk-82s,  launehed  one  Maveriek,  and  fired 
hundreds  of  rounds  of  30  mm — my  first  time  to  use  the  gun  in 
eombat.  By  the  time  we  departed,  nearly  every  vehiele  was 
burning.  On  later  missions,  I  would  steal  a  quiek  glanee  when 
I  flew  in  that  area  to  see  if  the  vehieles’  hulks  were  still  there. 
We  must  have  destroyed  or  damaged  them  all  beyond  repair 
beeause  they  remained  there  even  after  the  air  eampaign 
ended.  Although  many  fellow  pilots 
teased  Foghorn  about  inflating  his 
BDA,  I  knew  he  was  right  on  at  least 
this  oeeasion — ^we  had  British  im¬ 
agery  to  prove  it. 

I  had  flown  a  total  of  30  eombat 
missions  by  the  end  of  the  eonfliet. 

Not  all  of  them  were  sueeessful  be¬ 
eause  on  various  days  we  had  bad 
weather,  eould  not  find  targets,  or 
experieneed  aireraft  malfunetions 
that  foreed  an  early  RTB.  And  on 
some  days  we  beeame  the  targets  of 
Serb  SAMs  and  AAA.  Even  though 
the  Serbs  did  not  often  shoot  at  me, 

I  retained  a  healthy  degree  of  un¬ 
ease  eaeh  time  I  flew.  On  every  sor- 
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tie  it  was  important  to  me  to  be  a  good  wingman;  I  wanted  my 
flight  leads  to  be  eonfident  that  they  eould  eount  on  me  to  add 
to,  rather  than  diminish,  our  flights’  eombat  eapability.  After 
all.  Glib  and  I  had  been  brand-new  wingmen  when  the  air  war 
started,  and  we  had  to  prove  ourselves.  My  biggest  fear,  there¬ 
fore,  was  not  being  shot  down — but  failing  my  flight  lead. 

First  Time  Out  Front 

Capt  Nate  “Foghorn”  Brauner 

I  felt  a  surge  of  exeitement  as  I  departed  our  squadron’s 
makeshift  ops  eenter  for  the  jet  parked  on  Gioia’s  ramp.  I 
hadn’t  flown  in  three  days  and  was  stepping  for  my  sixth  eom¬ 
bat  sortie.  However,  I  felt  exeited  today  beeause  I  would  lead 
a  flight  into  eombat  for  the  first  time.  I  elimbed  into  the  air- 
erew  minivan,  got  eomfortable,  and  began  to  refleet  on  the 
series  of  events  that  had  oeeurred  during  the  past  six  months — 
the  events  that  began  with  my  arrival  at  Spangdahlem  and 
brought  me  here,  sitting  in  the  erew  van  en  route  to  a  eombat- 
loaded  aireraft. 


USAF  Photo  byTSgt  Blake  Borsic 

Panther  taxiing  at  Gioia  del  Colie  AB,  Italy 


I  hadn’t  been  flying  mueh.  I  had  arrived  at  Spangdahlem  as 
a  new  pilot  in  early  Mareh,  just  three  weeks  before  the  eam- 
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paign  started  and  while  the  squadron  was  still  engaged  in 
“split  ops.”  For  the  past  six  months  the  Panthers  had  main¬ 
tained  a  near-eonstant  presenee  at  Aviano  with  half  the 
squadron,  keeping  the  other  half  at  home  in  Germany.  It  was 
a  tough  situation  for  everyone  in  the  81st.  The  delieate  peaee 
negotiations  seemed  to  drag  on  for  years;  however,  they  now 
seemed  elose  to  breaking  down,  as  they  had  on  several  oeea- 
sions.  The  Panthers  had  been  sent  to  Aviano  in  antieipation  of 
the  need  for  air  strikes  should  the  negotiations  fail.  They  had 
been  sent  to  provide  CSAR  support  in  ease  one  of  our  planes 
got  shot  down,  not  to  eonduet  air  strikes. 

When  I  arrived  at  Spangdahlem,  the  squadron  showed  the 
long-term  effeets  of  its  split  ops.  Several  baehelors  even  eon- 
sidered  Aviano  more  “home”  than  they  did  Spangdahlem.  The 
deployed  Panthers  had  been  staying  at  a  mountain  ehalet  just 
north  of  Aviano — affeetionately  known  as  “Mr.  C’s.”  Its  owner 
was  a  former  pilot  and  an  aviation  enthusiast — to  say  he  was 
hospitable  to  his  Ameriean  guests  would  have  been  a  gross  un¬ 
derstatement.  The  Panthers  were  eomfortable  there  despite  the 
married  pilots’  families  being  several  hundred  miles  away.  They 
were  quite  happy  to  enjoy  the  Italian  food  and  wine,  and  reeeive 
the  Ameriean  per  diem  to  pay  for  it  all.  The  women  were  strik¬ 
ing,  the  seenery  was  equally  luseious,  and  the  flying  was  good. 
It  was  as  elose  to  a  fighter  pilot’s  dream  as  was  possible  in 
post-Cold  War  Europe.  The  eonstant  deployment  was  seem¬ 
ingly  never  going  to  end,  and  the  squadron  had  established  a 
well-defined  routine.  When  I  met  Kimos,  the  Panther  squadron 
eommander,  he  assured  me  that  I  would  get  well  aequainted 
with  life  in  northern  Italy  and  that  I  would  also  be  a  eandidate 
to  go  with  the  squadron  when  it  deployed  to  the  Air  Warrior 
CAS  exereise  at  Nellis  AFB  in  early  April.  He  said,  “It  is  going  to 
be  a  very  busy  spring,  so  don’t  get  too  eomfortable  relaxing  in 
Germany.”  He  eouldn’t  have  been  more  eorreet.  I  would  be  on 
the  road  quite  a  bit,  but  the  real  reason  was  one  that  even  our 
most  experieneed  pilots  did  not  foresee  at  the  time. 

The  deployments  were  an  exeiting  prospeet,  but  I  still  had 
several  hurdles  to  jump  before  I  eould  partieipate.  I  hadn’t 
flown  the  A- 10  sinee  mid-Deeember,  thanks  to  a  mountain- 
bike  aeeident  while  I  was  at  home  on  leave.  A  elaviele  fraeture 
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and  resulting  surgery  had  kept  me  out  of  the  eoekpit,  and  it 
would  be  the  end  of  Mareh  before  I  eould  fly  again.  It  was  a 
bad  position  to  be  in;  I  hoped  that  I  would  be  healed  enough 
to  start  flying  and  make  our  April  deployment  to  Nellis.  I 
wanted  to  be  on  that  trip — and  all  others  like  it. 

My  heart  sank  on  1 5  Mareh  when  all  of  our  planes  and  eom- 
bat-ready  pilots  were  direeted  to  deploy  immediately  to  Aviano. 
I  had  been  out  of  flying  for  three  months,  and  when  our 
squadron’s  time  eame,  I  wasn’t  qualified  to  go.  It  grated  on  me 
like  nothing  I  had  ever  known.  I  have  been  entraneed  by  lis¬ 
tening  to  war  stories  ever  sinee  I  was  a  doolie  at  the  aeademy. 
I  wondered  how  I  would  I  reaet  when  it  was  my  turn.  Would  I 
earry  away  the  same  pereeptions  and  learn  the  same  lessons 
that  others  had?  I  had  no  doubt  about  my  training.  And  now — 
when  the  eall  eame — I  had  to  earry  water  while  the  rest  of  the 
team  took  to  the  field.  It  wasn’t  a  good  feeling.  I  was  eonvineed 
that  there  must  be  some  way  to  join  the  fight,  but  how  to  do 
so  eluded  me. 

As  I  eontinued  to  heal  and  wait  for  my  opportunity  to  join 
the  effort,  I  prepared  for  my  reeurreney  flights  by  studying  “the 
threat”  in  the  elassified  taeties  manuals  we  kept  in  our 
squadron  vault.  I  also  listened  to  the  first  reports  that  eame 
baek  from  Aviano — invariably  through  the  wives’  network — of 
Panthers  sitting  CSAR  alert  as  the  first  interdietion  strikes 
were  launehed.  On  27  Mareh,  I  was  home  eating  a  late  dinner 
and  enjoying  my  reeently  installed  satellite  TV,  when  CNN 
broke  in  with  the  news  of  the  first  allied  plane  to  be  shot  down. 
I  was  riveted  by  the  news  aeeounts  of  the  erash  and  didn’t 
sleep  more  than  an  hour  or  two  that  whole  night.  The  task  to 
reseue  the  pilot  would  fall  to  our  81st  pilots.  Beeause  of  the  lo- 
eations  of  the  targets  the  F-1 17s  were  tasked  to  attaek,  I  knew 
the  wreekage  must  be  deep  inside  Serb  territory,  whieh  would 
make  the  reseue  diffieult.  Nevertheless,  it  was  all  over  six 
hours  later.  Onee  again,  the  pilots  of  the  A- 10s  had  risen  to 
the  oeeasion  and  performed  their  duty  in  an  exeeptional  man¬ 
ner.  Unlike  a  previous  F-1 6  shoot  down  several  years  earlier, 
there  were  no  press  eonferenees,  no  smiling  for  the  eameras, 
and  no  million-dollar  book  deals.  The  pilots  involved  were  se¬ 
rious  about  this  eonfliet  and  did  not  want  any  attention  or 
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publicity  to  distract  them  from  their  primary  job — flying  eom- 
bat  missions.  I  felt  a  surge  of  pride  at  being  eounted  as  one  of 
them,  and  that  only  served  to  strengthen  my  resolve  to  join 
them  as  soon  as  possible. 

The  two  flights  I  needed  to  regain  all  of  my  eurreneies  hap¬ 
pened  in  rapid  sueeession  the  following  week.  My  instruetor 
was  Lt  Col  Snoopy  Sehulze,  the  Panthers’  previous  eom- 
mander.  Snoopy  was  an  old  hat  at  flying  in  Germany  and 
quiekly  got  me  up  to  speed  after  months  of  inaetivity.  I  was 
now  ready  and  ehomping  at  the  bit  to  go. 

Finally  my  eall  eame — not  to  join  the  squadron  at  Aviano 
but  to  be  the  squadron’s  rep  at  the  CAOC  in  Vieenza,  Italy. 
Going  to  the  CAOC  was  kind  of  like  paying  my  dues.  It  was  im¬ 
perative  that  we  had  an  A- 10  rep  there — an  experieneed  flyer 
who  understood  our  mission  and  eould  help  with  planning  the 
details  of  the  air  war.  It  was  a  thankless  but  important  job  that 
most  units  pawned  off  on  their  lieutenants.  The  rep  often  felt 
like  a  small  eat  that  had  been  dropped  into  a  pen  of  hungry 
dogs.  We  looked  at  it  as  a  sanity  eheek  on  the  whole  proeess, 
and  most  of  our  eaptains  had  already  served  there  for  at  least 
a  week.  It  was  time  for  me  to  pay  my  dues,  and  I  was  eestatie 
just  to  get  a  ehanee  to  play  a  role — any  role.  I  eould  eontribute 
to  the  eause  from  my  new  position  and,  with  some  luek,  join 
the  squadron  in  about  a  week. 

The  CAOC  was  a  loose  eolleetion  of  prefab  metal  buildings. 
The  arrangement  of  the  sueeessive  additions  appeared  hap¬ 
hazard,  and  their  orientation  suggested  an  aeeelerated  growth 
to  satisfy  the  CAOC’s  expanding  missions.  New  areas  had 
been  added  in  any  spaee  available — immediate  needs  elearfy 
outweighed  any  desire  for  aesthetie  beauty.  I  arrived  on  10 
April — still  early  in  the  war.  Inside,  offieers  frantieally  worked 
to  align  the  searee  in-theater  resourees  to  support  an  in- 
ereased  air  presenee  in  the  skies  over  the  Balkans.  It  was  ob¬ 
vious  that  our  initial  in-theater  assets  were  not  suffieient  after 
President  Milosevie  refused  to  eoneede  his  position  following 
the  first  few  nights  of  allied  raids.  One  of  my  first  tasks  was  to 
help  define  the  new  and  expanded  role  A- 10s  eould  play  in  the 
KEZ.  More  often  than  not,  I  was  merely  a  eonduit — passing  in¬ 
formation  and  ideas  between  the  squadron  leadership  at 
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Aviano  (and  later  at  Gioia)  and  the  appropriate  people  at  the 
CAOC.  I  had  beeome  the  voiee  of  the  squadron. 

Being  the  squadron  voiee  eould  be  a  good  thing  or  a  very  bad 
thing,  depending  on  the  day’s  events  and  who  was  sitting  in  the 
big  ehair.  The  man  running  the  air  war  was  Lt  Gen  Mike  Short, 
whom  we  ealled  Senior.  He  had  flown  the  A- 10  in  the  81st  dur¬ 
ing  a  previous  assignment  and  had  a  son,  whom  we  ealled  Ju¬ 
nior,  in  our  squadron.  Although  it  wasn’t  obvious,  he  had  a  spe- 
eial  affinity  for  Hog  drivers  and  paid  elose  attention  to  any  news 
of  our  operations.  Senior  was  tough  as  nails,  mueh  like  a  high 
sehool  football  eoaeh  who  was  busy  direeting  the  game  of  his  life. 
No  one  in  the  CAOC  ever  took  Senior  lightly.  His  questions  (or  or¬ 
ders)  were  always  direet  and  spot-on.  He  knew  the  game  better 
than  anyone  else  in  the  room  and  was  familiar  with  most,  if  not 
all,  of  the  details.  He  had  subordinate  experts  taekle  the  details 
that  he  didn’t  personally  have  time  to  address.  None  of  us  ever 
lost  sight  of  the  faet  that  Senior  knew  his  stuff  and  would  eall  us 
on  the  earpet  if  we  failed  him.  He  was  always  deadly  serious.  We 
took  our  breaks  and  killed  time  in  the  unit  rep’s  room  by  eraek- 
ing  jokes,  surfing  the  net,  or  trading  stories;  but  we  knew  when 
we  eame  up  front  and  Senior  was  in  the  big  ehair,  there  would 
be  no  latitude  for  levity.  I  eouldn’t  imagine  anyone  pulling  the 
wool  over  Senior’s  eyes.  It  seemed  that  he  generally  knew  the  an¬ 
swer  before  he  asked  the  question  and  just  wanted  to  keep 
people  on  their  toes. 

I  remember  on  one  oeeasion  being  ealled  into  the  CAOC’s 
main  room  to  answer  to  Senior.  It  seemed  that  someone  had 
told  him  that  A- 10s  were  going  to  bomb  through  the  weather — 
release  our  bombs  on  eoordinates  without  being  able  to  visu¬ 
ally  identify  the  target.  There  is  no  way  that  we  would  have 
done  that.  Our  navigational  systems  were  not  aeeurate 
enough,  and  even  if  they  were,  we  had  not  trained  that  way.  I 
eouldn’t  imagine  any  Hog  driver  who  would  have  been  willing 
to  drop  his  weapons  blindly  without  knowing  what  he  might 
hit.  It  just  wasn’t  in  our  thought  proeess.  Senior  sent  for  me; 
when  I  arrived  he  gave  me  a  hard  look  and  said,  “What’s  this 
I  hear  about  A- 10s  wanting  to  bomb  through  the  weather  on 
eoordinates?”  I  must  have  looked  fairly  shoeked  and  assured 
him  that  with  all  the  eivilians  on  the  ground,  we  had  no  desire 
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or  inclination  to  start  fighting  this  war  that  way.  With  a  short 
grunt  and  a  terse,  “That’s  the  right  answer,”  Senior  turned 
baek  to  work.  He  had  known  the  answer  all  along — he  just 
wanted  to  make  sure  I  knew  it. 

Senior’s  aptitude  and  extensive  knowledge  was  shared  by 
most,  but  not  all,  of  the  senior  offieers  in  the  CAOC.  Men  like  Lt 
Col  Paul  C.  “Stiel^”  Striekland,  Maj  James  “Dibbs”  Dibble,  and 
Lt  Col  Walrus  Heise,  to  name  a  few,  kept  the  plaee  funetionlng. 
They  dealt  with  daily  issues  as  trivial  as  how  to  get  gas  to  the 
rental  ears  and  as  eritleal  as  reorganizing  the  war’s  SEAD  sup¬ 
port.  They  kept  the  big  pieture  and  sidelined  those  who  didn’t. 

There  were  a  few  others  whose  priorities,  war -planning  abili¬ 
ties,  or  aptitude  for  leading  men  was  disappointing.  We  had  one 
oflieer  in  the  CAOC  who  foeused  his  efforts  on  ensuring  that 
people  didn’t  pop  mierowave  popeorn  anywhere  in  the  building, 
beeause  he  didn’t  want  to  smell  burnt  popeorn.  We  had  a  war  on 
and  he’s  wonying  about  people  popping  popeorn.  On  one  oeea- 
sion  he  eaUed  me  to  the  floor  after  some  of  our  jets  had  been  shot 
at  and  returned  lire.  “Why  are  your  guys  getting  shot  at?  .  .  . 
Don’t  they  know  that  they  aren’t  supposed  to  be  looking  for  tar¬ 
gets  in  these  areas?”  He  blurted  this  out  as  he  waved  at  a  wide 
area  hashed  out  on  a  l:500-seale  map. 

His  wave  depleted  an  area,  inside  Kosovo  along  the  Maeedon- 
ian  border,  where  we  were  prohibited  from  aetively  looking  for 
targets.  The  restrietion  had  been  put  into  plaee  for  several  rea¬ 
sons,  ineluding  a  desire  to  keep  NATO  ground  troops  inside 
Maeedonla,  but  elose  to  the  Maeedonia- Yugoslav  border,  from 
being  drawn  into  the  eonfliet.  The  Serbs  had  diseovered  our  self- 
imposed  no-attaek  zone  and  were  using  our  ROEs  against  us. 
The  restrietion  had  an  unintended  eonsequenee  of  turning  the 
entire  area  into  a  “safe  haven”  for  the  Serbs.  They  roamed  freely 
through  that  zone,  and  often  we  were  powerless  to  stop  them. 

I  explained  to  him  that  the  A- 10s  had  to  transit  the  re- 
strieted  zone  using  the  ingress  routes  planned  by  his  CAOC 
airspaee  experts  to  get  into  their  assigned  areas.  It  was  during 
their  transit  that,  while  they  weren’t  searehing  for  targets,  they 
had  notieed  the  AAA.  “Well,  I  don’t  want  them  hanging  out  in 
there.  Tell  them  not  to  fly  over  there  any  more.  That’s  too  elose 
to  Maeedonia!”  He  was  exeited,  and  his  gestures  only  served  to 


269 


A- 10s  OVER  KOSOVO 


amplify  his  emotional  outburst.  A  German  eolonel,  who  was 
standing  behind  him,  smiled  knowingly.  He  had  observed  this 
exehange  and  had  probably  overheard  10  more  diatribes  that 
night  on  as  many  subjeets — par  for  the  eourse  when  this  par- 
tieular  offieer  was  in  eharge.  So  I  gave  him  the  best  “Yes,  sir” 
I  eould  manage  and  was  dismissed  from  the  main  room. 

Most  nights  were  uneventful.  Our  pilots  flew  the  seheduled 
missions,  reported  their  BDA,  and  the  war  went  on.  I  will  never 
forget,  however,  the  eontrast  in  leadership  I  witnessed  in  the 
main  room  of  the  CAOC.  There  were  times  when  it  seemed  that 
the  war  was  being  run  by  people  who  had  been  there  before, 
had  the  big  pieture,  and  were  doing  their  best  to  make  this  op¬ 
eration  run  the  way  it  should.  At  other  times  other  people  were 
in  eharge  who  did  just  the  opposite.  Many  of  us  felt  mueh  ag¬ 
gravation  and  irritation  when  these  types  were  in  eharge.  I 
learned  later  that  my  frustration,  from  having  to  personally 
answer  their  questions  in  the  CAOC,  paled  eompared  to  that 
felt  by  the  people  flying  operational  missions  over  Kosovo 
when  an  offieer  of  this  type  was  in  eharge. 

I  had  been  lost  in  my  thoughts  for  some  time  when  TSgt 
Damien  Fortunate  stepped  lightly  on  the  brakes — foreing  me 
baek  to  the  present — and  brought  the  airerew  minivan  to  a  stop 
near  my  aireraft.  Damien  was  one  of  our  life-support  NCOs.  We 
had  served  together  in  the  same  squadron  at  Pope,  and  he  was 
now  part  of  the  74th  FS  eontingent  that  had  eome  over  to  sup¬ 
plement  us  at  Gioia.  It  was  niee  to  have  some  familiar  faees  in 
both  squadrons.  “Here  you  go,  sir,”  Damien  said.  It  was  time  to 
start  thinking  about  the  mission  at  hand.  I  thanked  him,  stepped 
out  of  the  van,  and  walked  towards  tall  number  80-984. 

The  weapons  troops  were  busy  putting  the  finishing  touehes 
on  the  CBU-87S  slung  underneath  the  aireraft.  One  of  the  ammo 
troops  had  written  some  personalized  messages  to  the  Serbs  on 
the  CBU  eanlsters.  I  was  sure  that  if  I  got  the  opportunity  to  drop 
them,  the  soldiers  on  the  ground  would  have  no  question  as  to 
their  meaning.  We  were  all  foeused  on  the  task  at  hand,  and  it 
was  evident  that  everyone  on  the  flight  line  took  great  pride  in  his 
or  her  work.  This  was  the  first  shooting  war  for  many  of  us. 
Morale  was  high,  and  so  was  our  efiieieney.  The  jets  rarely  broke, 
but  when  they  did,  they  were  fixed  in  a  fraetion  of  the  time  that 
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we  had  come  to  expect  back  home.  That  accomplishment  was 
due,  in  great  part,  to  the  great  enthusiasm  we  had  for  our  jobs 
and  to  the  fact  that  we  rarely,  if  ever,  wanted  for  necessary  parts. 
It  was  a  great  feeling  to  be  part  of  that  team. 


USAF  Photo 

Crew  chief  performing  an  early  morning  preflight 


Amn  Joe  Ulshafer  was  busy  annotating  the  aircraft  forms  to 
document  the  maintenance  work  that  had  been  done  on  the  jet 
since  it  had  returned  from  the  first  go  that  morning.  Joe  was  a 
young  first-term  airman  on  his  first  assignment  with  the  81st 
FS.  In  recent  times,  shooting  wars  have  been  scarce  (thankfully), 
so  I  couldn’t  help  thinking  that  the  experience  he  was  gaining 
from  this  war  would  serve  him  well  for  the  rest  of  his  time  in  the 
Air  Force.  He  looked  up  as  I  came  around  the  jet. 

Joe  flashed  me  a  sharp  salute  and  a  smile.  Salutes  out  here 
were  a  lot  sharper  than  back  home — probably  a  reflection  of 
the  excitement.  He  asked  if  I  was  ready  to  give  the  Serbs  a 
dose  of  their  own  medicine.  ‘They  don’t  stand  a  chance,”  I 
replied.  Continuing,  I  asked,  “How  did  the  jet  come  down?” 

We  settled  into  some  friendly  banter  about  the  jet.  I  always 
thought  it  was  good  to  know  how  the  jet,  which  I  was  getting 
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ready  to  strap  on,  had  been  flying  reeently  so  I  would  know 
what  to  look  for.  I  didn’t  expeet  any  problems.  We  were  both 
part  of  the  same  team,  and  it  was  important  to  let  the  erew 
ehiefs  know  what  we  were  doing.  I  showed  Joe  on  my  map 
where  we  were  going  to  start  off — north  of  Pristina  near  Podu- 
jevo — and  that  we’d  be  looking  for  some  tanks  and  APCs  at  the 
loeation  where  they  had  been  loeated  by  imagery.  They  knew 
they  were  part  of  the  team  and  liked  seeing  us  take  off  with 
bombs  and  eome  home  elean;  he  now  had  an  idea  of  what  we 
were  going  after,  and  that  made  a  big  differenee. 

The  mission  that  I  briefed  to  Joe  wasn’t  going  to  be  as  easy 
as  it  appears  in  Hollywood  movies.  Imagery  was  suspeet;  our 
needs  were  not  high  on  the  CAOC’s  targeting  and  intelligenee- 
support  priority  list.  Satellite  reeonnaissanee  was  well  suited 
to  support  interdietion  strikes  against  fixed  targets,  but  most 
of  our  targets  were  mobile  forees.  Those  forees  would  be  pho¬ 
tographed  at  1400  on  the  day  prior,  and  the  information  was 
aeeurate  at  the  time  it  was  taken.  However,  unlike  fixed  tar¬ 
gets,  they  had  18  hours  to  move  before  we  would  be  in  the  pre- 
dieted  area.  Out  of  neeessity,  Lt  Stephen  “Al”  Smith,  our  intel- 
ligenee  offieer,  and  his  enlisted  troops  did  their  best  to  get  us 
the  most  eurrent  pietures  from  all  sourees.  Al  and  the  others 
spent  all  night  sifting  through  image  databases,  whieh  were 
sorted  only  by  basie  eneyelopedia  (BE)  numbers  that  had  no 
eorrelation  to  the  target  type,  date  of  the  imagery,  or  its  loea¬ 
tion.  It  was  a  laborious  and  dull  task,  repeated  every  night  to 
find  the  right  eombination  of  target  type,  loeation,  and  date  of 
image.  Without  the  hard  work  of  Al  and  his  team,  we  would 
have  had  far  less  sueeess  at  finding  targets.  Their  pietures  told 
us  where  the  enemy  forees  had  been  and  when  they  had  been 
there;  they  also  provided  us  with  a  starting  point  for  our 
searehes.  Although  our  eonfidenee  in  the  target’s  eurrent  lo¬ 
eation  was  not  as  good  as  we  would  have  liked,  it  was  far  bet¬ 
ter  than  nothing.  With  people  like  Al  and  Joe  on  our  team,  we 
were  optimistie. 

Ground  ops  were  pretty  standard.  It  had  been  a  beautiful 
day  so  far  and  a  stark  eontrast  to  the  previous  foggy  mornings. 
The  light  from  a  brilliant  sun,  filtered  by  high  eirrus  elouds, 
fell  onto  red  poppy  fields  daneing  in  a  gentle,  wind-driven 
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rhythm  just  outside  the  base  perimeter.  Looking  at  that 
beauty,  I  found  it  surreal  to  imagine  that  we  would  launeh  in 
40  minutes — take  off  to  wage  war  and  wreak  havoe  and  de- 
struetion  on  the  Serb  army. 

As  I  led  Capt  Rip  Woodard  airborne,  I  felt  another  surge  of  ex- 
eitement.  This  was  it!  I  was  in  the  lead  of  Taeo  flight,  making  the 
deeisions.  I  was  the  one  who  would  do  the  target  seareh,  ID  the 
target,  and  dietate  the  taeties.  I  had  been  exeited  on  my  first  six 
sorties,  but  this  was  different.  This  time  I  was  responsible  for  the 
flight,  whieh  was  both  exhilarating  and  sobering.  It  reminded  me 
of  the  first  time,  after  I  had  reeeived  my  driver’s  lieense,  that  my 
parents  had  let  me  take  the  ear  out  by  myself  on  the  interstate. 
I  had  approaehed  that  with  a  nervous  exeitement — exeited  about 
the  new  opportunily  and  praying,  “Please  God,  don’t  let  me  serew 
this  up.”  This  was  no  different. 

Rip  joined  on  me  and  we  flew  east  over  the  Adriatie,  per¬ 
formed  our  systems  eheeks,  and  looked  over  eaeh  other’s  jets. 
We  eontinued  east  aeross  Albania  and  into  southern  Maeedo- 
nia,  where  we  rendezvoused  with  our  tanker — a  KC-135  that 
would  refuel  most  of  the  A- 10s  going  into  the  KEZ  during  our 
vul  period.  The  aetual  air  refueling  was  a  relatively  simple 
task.  Beeause  of  the  distanees,  almost  every  aireraft  required 
aerial  refueling  to  eomplete  its  mission.  That  demand  made 
the  management  of  aireraft  sehedules,  flow  patterns,  and  gas 
offloads  eritieal.  I  had  witnessed  firsthand  the  CAOC’s  eom- 
plex  planning  proeess  whieh  ensured  that  it  all  flowed 
smoothly  during  exeeution.  Their  planners  developed  tanker, 
SEAD,  and  ABCCC  sehedules,  put  together  airspaee-eontrol 
plans,  and  integrated  the  resourees  and  the  requirements  of 
the  700-plus  aireraft  armada.  Even  the  A- 10,  whieh  eonsumed 
relatively  little  fuel,  still  required  refueling  if  it  was  to  stay  air¬ 
borne  in  the  target  area  from  three  to  six  hours  at  a  time. 
Tankers  seemed  to  be  everywhere,  but  unless  they  were  well 
managed,  there  would  never  be  enough  gas  when  and  where  it 
was  needed.  So  while  hitting  the  tanker  (our  term  for  the  aetual 
refueling)  was  a  relatively  simple  task,  it  required  a  great  deal 
of  eoordination  and  effort  to  make  it  work. 

We  flowed  on  and  off  the  tanker  during  our  planned  refueling 
time  and  headed  for  the  eastern  side  of  Kosovo.  The  AFAC  today 
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was  one  of  the  augmenting  Pope  pilots — Capt  Larry  Card,  a 
young  74th  FS  weapons  offieer.  I  was  glad  to  be  working  with 
Larry,  whom  I  had  known  sinee  we  were  in  the  same  squadron 
at  the  aeademy.  He  had  been  a  sharp,  introspeetive  eadet  then, 
and  he  had  sinee  beeome  an  exeellent  lighter  pilot.  I  eheeked  in 
with  him  just  prior  to  erossing  the  Kosovo  border.  He  was  busy 
FACtng  a  pair  of  British  Harriers  and  sent  us  north  to  eheek  on 
sites  near  Podujevo.  I  put  Rip  in  a  wedge  formation  position — 
about  45  degrees  baek  on  the  left  side — ^where  he  eould  eomfort- 
ably  maneuver  and  elear  for  threats  as  we  flew  north. 

Over  the  radio  we  eould  hear  Larry  working  the  flight  of  Har¬ 
riers  on  his  target.  It  sounded  like  they  were  missing  short. 
The  Harriers  were  normally  great  to  work  beeause  they  had 
aetually  been  trained  for  CAS,  whieh  meant  they  were  profi- 
eient  at  looking  outside  the  eoekpit  to  visually  aequire  targets. 
Even  though  we  weren’t  flying  CAS  missions  in  Kosovo,  what 
we  were  doing  required  many  of  the  same  strengths  and  skills. 
We  saw  a  big  differenee  between  pilots  who  trained  to  aequire 
targets  visually  and  those  who  trained  to  bomb  eoordinates.  It 
was  mueh  easier  to  talk  the  first  group  onto  targets.  The  Har¬ 
rier  pilots  eould  be  expeeted  to  find  the  target  visually,  but 
their  BLU-755s  hit  short  almost  every  time  beeause  of  a  soft¬ 
ware  gliteh  in  their  aiming  and  delivery  system.  I  eouldn’t  help 
thinking  how  frustrating  that  was  for  both  the  Harrier  pilots 
and  the  AFAC  as  I  eontinued  leading  my  flight  north. 

In  the  midst  of  the  eommunieation  between  Larry  and  his 
Harriers,  we  heard  a  standard  eall  from  NAEW:  “Aireraft,  Der¬ 
ringer  060/80,  say  eall  sign.”  Most  of  these  ealls  refleeted  the 
dynamie  environment  and  the  diffieulty  NAEW  had  in  keeping 
traek  of  many  maneuvering  aireraft.  NAEW  would  oeeasionally 
lose  traek  of  someone,  loeate  a  return,  and  then  query  him  or 
her  to  make  sure  the  eontroller  had  the  eorreet  eall  signs. 
“Derringer”  was  a  geographieal  point  from  whieh  to  deseribe  a 
radial  direetion  and  distanee  in  nautieal  miles.  Derringer  was 
eoloeated  with  Slatina,  the  Pristina  airport.  The  NAEW  had 
asked  the  aireraft  loeated  on  the  060  radial  (east,  northeast) 
from  Slatina  at  a  distanee  of  80  NM  to  identify  itself.  We  were 
about  10  minutes  north  of  the  border  when  I  heard  an  NAEW 
transmission  on  strike  frequeney  that  I  had  not  yet  heard  dur- 
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ing  OAF:  “Outlaw,  spades,  Derringer  070  for  75,  southwest 
bound!” 

What  did  those  brevity  terms  mean?  It  had  been  a  little 
while  sinee  I  had  reviewed  all  the  terms  in  our  manuals.  Nev¬ 
ertheless,  I  knew  “outlaw”  meant  that  an  aireraft  met  the  bad- 
guy  point-of-origin  eriteria,  and  “spades”  said  that  it  wasn’t 
squawking  the  right  IFF  transponder  eodes — that  wasn’t  good. 
Usually  I  would  hear  those  ealls  right  before  an  unknown  air¬ 
eraft  was  deelared  a  bandit  (enemy  aireraft),  and  that  wasn’t 
good  either.  I  quiekly  pulled  out  my  1:250  ehart  to  plot  the  po¬ 
sition.  The  plot  eame  out  right  near  the  Bulgarian  border,  in¬ 
side  Serbia.  And  it  was  heading  this  way. 

Another,  older  voiee  eame  over  the  radio:  “Aireraft,  Derringer 
070  for  75,  traeking  230,  this  is  Magie  on  Guard;  identify 
yourself  immediately!”  This  wasn’t  supposed  to  happen.  The  F- 
IGCJs,  who  had  been  in  an  orbit  overhead  providing  SEAD 
support  for  us,  ealled  NAEW  and  departed  their  orbit  to  inter- 
eept  the  intruder.  I  eould  hear  their  fangs  stieking  through  the 
floorboards  over  the  radio.  Blood  was  in  the  air,  and  they  eould 
smell  it. 

Looking  baek  at  my  map,  I  tried  to  get  a  rough  estimate  of 
the  distanee  between  us  and  the  eontaet  the  NAEW  had  iden¬ 
tified.  It  was  about  45  miles.  Time  for  us  to  pull  baek  a  bit.  We 
both  still  had  all  of  our  ordnanee  on  board.  I  had  two  eans  of 
CBU-87  and  Rip  had  four  Mk-82s,  along  with  our  Maverieks. 
I  didn’t  feel  like  getting  into  an  air-to-air  engagement  with  all 
of  that  on  board,  but  I  sure  didn’t  want  to  get  rid  of  it  and  give 
the  outlaw  a  mission  kill.  ‘Taeo,  let’s  hook  left.  Line  referenee 
steer -point  five.”  I  had  given  Rip  a  eopy  of  my  lineup  eard 
when  we  briefed  the  sortie;  today,  steer -point  five  was  Skopje, 
Maeedonia — nominally  friendly  airspaee. 

Rip  maneuvered  into  a  good  defensive  line-abreast  position, 
about  a  mile  and  a  half  off  my  right  side.  NAEW  transmitted 
on  Guard  again,  direeting  the  unknown  aireraft  at  Derringer 
080  for  65  to  identify  itself.  There  was  no  response.  I  looked 
down  at  my  map — 30  miles  to  Skopje.  He  was  obviously  going 
a  lot  faster  than  we  were.  Thirty  seeonds  passed  as  I  inereased 
my  sean  outside  the  eoekpit,  looking  aeross  the  formation  and 
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behind  us.  I  knew  that  Rip  was  doing  the  same  thing  in  his 
eoekpit. 

“Mink  Three-One,  Bandit,  Derringer  080  for  60,  southwest 
bound,  hot!”  NAEW  ealled  out  to  the  F-16CGs.  “All  aireraft  in 
NBA,  this  is  Magie.  Chariot  direets  retrograde.”  NBA  was  the 
eode  word  that  we  were  using  for  eastern  Kosovo. 

Great.  NAEW  was  now  deelaring  the  eontaet  of  a  bandit — an 
enemy  aireraft  heading  towards  friendly  aireraft.  Time  to  make 
sure  that  both  of  us  had  our  switehes  ready  for  an  air-to-air 
fight.  ‘Taeo,  eheek  AIM-9  in  Seleet,  master  arm  to  arm,  gun 
rate  high.  Let’s  push  it  over.  No  lower  than  160,”  I  said  as  I 
traded  altitude  for  airspeed,  but  still  stayed  above  16,000  feet. 

‘Two,”  eame  Rip’s  immediate  response  to  indieate  he  under¬ 
stood  and  would  eomply  with  my  instruetions.  I  expeeted  that 
he  would  have  had  his  switehes  set,  but  I  had  to  be  sure.  In 
the  baekground,  almost  drowned  out  by  the  exeitement  of  the 
moment,  I  eould  hear  the  low  growl  of  the  AIM-9  seeker  head 
looking  for  a  target. 

“Bandit,  Derringer,  090  for  56,  southwest  bound,  deseend- 
ing,  hot!”  I  eheeked  the  distanee — about  25  miles.  Suddenly, 
despite  all  the  eoalition  aireraft  out  there,  I  felt  very  alone. 
Time  to  get  some  information  from  NAEW. 

“Magie,  Taeo  One,  say  BRAA  to  Bandit,”  I  transmitted  as  I 
asked  the  NAEW  for  the  bandit’s  bearing,  range,  altitude,  and 
aspeet. 

Pause.  “Taeo,  Magie,  unable,  stand  by,”  eame  the  reply. 

Stand  by??!!!  You  ean’t  be  serious!  NAEW  eontrollers  had 
never  shown  stellar  performanee  getting  us  information  when 
we  had  trained  together  in  the  past,  but  at  least  they  had  given 
us  some  elose  eontrol  when  we  were  at  medium  altitude.  Now, 
when  it  really  mattered — and  we  weren’t  at  Red  Flag  over  the 
Nellis  ranges — all  they  eould  do  is  say  “stand  by.”  I  wanted  to 
reaeh  out  and  wring  their  neeks.  They  probably  didn’t  even 
know  what  my  position  was — let  alone  how  elose  the  bandit 
was  to  any  of  us.  I  inereased  the  amount  of  time  that  I  was 
eheeking  six — the  airspaee  behind  our  aireraft. 

“Bandit,  Derringer,  090  for  52,  heading  240,  hot!” 

I  looked  down  and  eheeked  my  ehaff  and  flare  settings.  We 
were  quiekly  approaehing  the  point  where  I  was  going  to  have 
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to  turn  the  formation  to  be  ready  to  fight.  Two  green  ready 
lights  stared  up  at  me  from  the  panel.  Everything  was  set.  I 
haeked  the  eloek  and  started  mentally  ealeulating  the  range. 

“Magie,  Mink  Three-One.  Contaet  target,  elosing  for  VID  (vi¬ 
sual  identifieation),”  a  eharged  but  steady  voiee  eame  over  the 
radio.  It  was  the  same  voiee  that  I  had  heard  earlier  when  the 
F-16s  had  departed  their  holding  point  to  intereept  the  Ban¬ 
dit.  There  was  a  very  pregnant  pause.  I  eheeked  six  again.  The 
next  eall  sent  a  shiver  down  my  spine. 

“Magie,  Mink  Three-One.  Target  is  an  EA-6.  Turning  south 
now.” 

I  was  relieved,  upset,  and  mad — most  of  all  I  eouldn’t  believe 
my  ears.  We  had  almost  shot  one  of  our  own  aireraft — an  EA- 
6B — beeause  he  wasn’t  in  his  planned  orbit,  and  the  NAEW 
didn’t  know  who  or  what  he  was.  I  eould  have  been  taking  part 
in  an  impromptu  OSAR  had  it  not  been  for  the  professionalism 
of  Mink  31  and  his  ability  to  visually  identify  an  EA-6B.  I  had 
a  flashbaek  to  when  that  had  not  happened — ^when  two 
friendly  Blaek  Hawk  helieopters  had  been  misidentified  and 
shot  down  by  friendly  fighters,  taking  the  lives  of  Lt  Laura 
Piper  and  25  other  people  flying  low  over  northern  Iraq.  I  was 
also  mad  beeause  we  had  lost  about  10  minutes  of  our  avail¬ 
able  time  over  Kosovo;  it  was  time  to  get  baek  to  our  mission. 

We  deseleeted  our  AIM-9s  and  turned  north.  Rip  floated 
baek  to  a  good  wedge  position,  and  I  eould  see  him  piek  up  the 
gentle  rhythm  of  eheeking  our  six  and  providing  eover  against 
AAA  and  SAM  threats.  Irregularly,  his  jet  would  move — slight 
ehanges  in  heading  and  piteh  angles — just  enough  to  give  him 
a  better  view  of  the  ground  beneath  us  and  to  remain  unpre- 
dietable.  In  front,  I  was  doing  the  same  thing.  I  pieked  out  vi¬ 
sual  landmarks  that  would  help  orient  and  guide  me  into  the 
target  area.  It  gave  us  something  to  do  while  the  adrenaline 
worked  its  way  out  of  our  system. 

We  arrived  near  Podujevo  after  taking  an  easterly  and 
slightly  eireuitous  20-minute  route,  about  the  same  time  the 
adrenaline  wore  off.  Podujevo  lay  in  the  middle  of  a  long  valley 
that  pointed  south  towards  Pristina  and  terminated  in  the 
north  at  the  Serbian  border.  Like  most  of  Kosovo,  this  was  an 
agrieultural  area,  and  the  fields  were  full  of  the  spring  erops. 
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We  didn’t  see  many  farmers  operating  heavy  farm  equip¬ 
ment  these  days.  With  the  oil  embargo  in  full  effeet,  there 
probably  wasn’t  any  gas  to  spare,  and  most  of  the  work  was 
likely  being  done  by  hand.  We  rarely  saw  any  traffie  on  the 
roads.  The  Serbs  either  had  learned  their  lesson  or  had  figured 
out  our  ROEs.  They  knew  that  eivilian  vehieles  were  safe  (at 
least  from  A- 10s);  therefore,  eivilian  vehieles  were  the  only 
type  we  would  see  on  the  roads. 

Today  there  was  little  movement  on  the  ground,  and  the  few 
vehieles  I  did  see  on  eity  streets  were  definitely  eivilian.  I 
eheeked  along  the  tree  lines  and  in  other  areas  that  our  im¬ 
agery  from  the  past  two  days  had  indieated  as  likely  loeations 
for  Serb  equipment.  There  was  nothing.  If  the  Serb  army  was 
in  the  vieinity  of  Podujevo,  it  was  well  hidden. 
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In  the  background,  I  could  overhear  the  communication  be¬ 
tween  other  fighters  and  AFACs.  I  called  Larry  and  told  him  that 
there  wasn’t  anything  to  be  found  around  Podujevo,  and  asked, 
“Do  you  have  anything  else  for  us?”  ‘Taco,  check  with  Stew  Two- 
One.  He’s  working  over  near  G-Town,”  Larry  said.  We  sometimes 
referred  to  the  major  cities  in  Kosovo  by  their  first  initial.  It  kept 
the  chatter  down  and  gave  the  Serbs  who  were  listening  some¬ 
thing  else  to  figure  out.  He  quickly  passed  me  coordinates  and 
pushed  me  to  the  backup  frequency.  I  sent  Rip  to  the  assigned 
frequency  for  the  eastern  half  of  Kosovo,  checked  him  in,  and 
was  almost  immediately  contacted  by  Stew  21. 

‘Taco,  Stew  Two-One,  good  voice;  say  ordnance  and  play¬ 
time.”  I  recognized  the  voice  of  Maj  Bumpy  Feldhausen,  one  of 
the  boys  from  Pope.  I  replied,  “Stew,  Taco,  One’s  got  two  by 
CBU-87,  Maverick,  and  the  gun.  Number  Two  has  four  by  Mk- 
82s.  We’ve  got  another  20  minutes  of  playtime.”  “Roger,” 
Bumpy  said,  “we’ve  got  some  arty  positions  in  the  tree  line  in 
our  target  area.  We’re  halfway  between  G-Town  and  Vranje. 
Confirm  you  have  the  coordinates.” 
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I  looked  at  the  INS.  “Another  five  minutes  away,”  I  told  him. 

“Copy  all.  I  want  you  guys  in  at  200  and  below.  We’ll  hold 
over  you,  210  and  above,  and  we  ean  provide  your  eover.  When 
you  get  into  the  target  area.  I’ll  give  you  a  talk-on.” 

‘Taeo  Zero-One,”  I  replied.  Switehing  frequeneies,  I  eom- 
pared  fuels  with  Rip.  We’d  have  enough  for  about  15  minutes 
in  the  target  area.  I  plotted  the  position  of  the  target  on  one  of 
my  1:50  maps.  It  was  within  a  kilometer  of  the  eorner  of  the 
map,  halfway  up  the  side  of  a  hill  on  the  eastern  side  of  a  fairly 
nondeseript  small  valley.  It  wasn’t  going  to  be  easy  finding  it — 
espeeially  without  being  able  to  referenee  the  map  features  to 
the  immediate  south  and  west  of  the  target.  To  see  all  of  that, 
I  would  have  to  juggle  two  other  1:50  maps  in  the  eoekpit 
along  with  the  one  I  already  had  out  and  the  1:250  that  I  was 
using  for  navigation.  It  wasn’t  an  easy  thing  to  do. 

We  were  almost  there — only  three  miles  away.  I  looked  out 
and  saw  Stew  21  eireling  over  the  valley  to  the  south,  slightly 
higher  than  us  and  about  four  miles  away.  “Stew,  Taeo’s  vi¬ 
sual,  ready  for  the  talk-on,”  I  announeed. 

“Right  beneath  you,  there’s  a  fairly  long  town  in  the  middle 
of  the  valley,  oriented  north-south.  Call  eontaet.” 

I  looked  down  into  the  valley.  There  were  a  lot  of  towns.  I 
eame  baek  inside,  eheeked  my  map,  eheeked  the  eompass, 
baek  outside.  Yep,  there  was  the  town  that  he  was  talking 
about,  and  it  was  pretty  mueh  north-south.  “Contaet,”  I 
replied  and  then  added,  “Confirm  that  there  is  a  hardball  road 
leading  through  the  length  of  the  town.” 

“Affirmative,”  eame  the  answer.  “Let’s  eall  the  length  of  that 
town  one  unit.  Now  look  on  the  eastern  side  of  that  town.  There’s 
a  dirtball  road  leading  southeast  up  into  the  hills.  Call  eontaet.” 

I  looked  down.  There  were  a  lot  of  dirtball  roads,  some  more 
prominent  than  others.  “I  see  a  lot  of  dirtball  roads,”  I  said. 

“Right,  this  one  is  the  most  prominent  one.  It  leads  out  in  a 
straight  line  to  the  southeast  and  hits  a  tree  line  in  the  hills 
about  two  to  three  units  away  from  the  town.” 

I  looked  down.  None  of  the  roads  that  led  out  the  town  to  the 
southeast  ran  into  a  tree  line.  I  eheeked  my  orientation.  OK,  I 
was  looking  to  the  southeast  of  the  town.  No  trees.  My  frus¬ 
tration  started  to  build. 
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“Stew,  Taco’s  not  contact  with  that  tree  line,”  I  admitted. 

“It’s  right  underneath  me  now.  I’ll  put  down  a  mark  to  show 
you.” 

I  looked  up  to  watch  him.  He  wasn’t  over  the  town.  Where 
was  he?  I  looked  off  to  the  south.  Searching,  searching  ...  I 
had  lost  him  while  I  was  looking  for  the  target.  One  potato,  two 
.  .  .  wait  a  minute — there  he  was — only  he  was  a  lot  further 
south  than  he  should  be.  How  was  he  going  to  mark  this  tar¬ 
get  area  from  so  far  away?  Then  it  dawned  on  me — I  was  look¬ 
ing  at  the  wrong  hillside.  I  swore  to  myself.  How  could  I  be  so 
stupid?  I  had  been  looking  at  the  wrong  area.  My  INS  pointed 
to  the  area  that  I  was  looking  in,  but  it  must  have  drifted.  I 
looked  about  three  miles  south,  underneath  the  area  where 
Bumpy  was  circling.  There  was  another  elongated  town  in  the 
valley,  with  a  hardball  road  leading  through  it.  “Stupid  idiot!” 
I  cursed  at  myself  for  a  novice  mistake! 

I  called  Rip  on  FM  to  say  that  we  had  been  orbiting  too  far 
to  the  north  and  were  shifting  south.  Rip  acknowledged,  and 
we  started  south  just  in  time  to  watch  Bumpy  roll  in  and  put 
down  two  Willy  Pete  rockets  on  the  side  of  the  hills.  One 
landed  near  but  on  the  north  side  of  a  dirtball  road;  the  other 
Willy  Pete  landed  about  200  meters  north  of  that. 

“Stew,  Taco’s  contact  with  your  smokes.  We  were  looking  in 
the  wrong  area,”  I  admitted,  somewhat  sheepishly.  I  still  felt 
stupid. 

“Roger  that,”  he  replied.  ‘There  are  four  revetments  in  the 
field  just  on  the  south  side  of  the  road,  south  of  my  southern 
mark.  I’d  like  you  to  lay  down  your  CBUs  right  on  the  tree 
line — I  think  that  they  may  have  some  of  their  stuff  hidden  in 
the  trees.  The  two  closest  revetments  to  the  tree  line  have 
something  in  them.” 

“Copy  all,”  I  replied.  Then  to  Rip,  “Shooter-cover,  bombs, 
gun.  Winds  are  out  of  the  west  at  60  knots.”  That  meant  that 
I  would  be  coming  in  with  a  tailwind  to  make  this  work.  Even 
though  each  one  of  these  bombs  weighed  about  1,000  lbs  60 
knots  of  wind  would  definitely  affect  it  as  it  fell  for  about 
12,000  feet.  Rip  acknowledged  my  plan  and  shifted  his  orbit  to 
the  west,  so  he  could  look  through  me  to  the  target  area. 
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I  checked  all  of  my  switches.  All  the  lights  were  green,  and  I 
was  at  the  right  altitude — everything  was  ready.  “Taco  One  can 
be  ‘in’  in  10  seconds,”  I  said. 

“Continue.” 

“One’s  in  hot!”  I  rolled  to  the  left,  slicing  down  out  of  the  sky. 
Down,  steeper  and  steeper,  my  nose  pointed  at  the  earth — 
green  and  brown  earth  replaced  the  blue  sky  in  my  wind¬ 
screen.  In  the  background,  I  heard  Bumpy’s  clearance.  I  rolled 
out,  straightened  my  wings,  and  waited  a  few  moments  for  the 
low  altitude  safety  and  target  enhancement  (LASTE)  bombing 
solution  to  stabilize  and  indicate  that  I  had  lined  up  just  right 
of  the  target.  I  had  misjudged  the  winds  slightly  and  had  to 
compensate  by  adding  about  five  degrees  of  bank.  I  clicked 
forward  on  the  trim  to  reduce  stick  forces  and  attempted  to 
relax — I  tried  not  to  jerk  the  stick  or  make  any  sudden  inputs 
that  might  throw  the  LASTE  solution  and  the  CBU-87  canis¬ 
ters  off  target.  Slowly,  in  seconds  that  were  like  minutes,  the 
pipper  approached  the  target.  As  it  got  closer,  it  seemed  to  ac¬ 
celerate.  I  resisted  the  urge  to  push  forward  on  the  stick  to 
slow  the  pipper’s  movement  and  make  the  weapons-release 
point  easier  to  judge.  If  I  had  done  that,  I  would  have  “bunted” 
the  aircraft,  fooled  the  computer,  and  caused  the  canisters  to 
impact  long  of  the  target.  Temporal  distortion  is  normal  dur¬ 
ing  a  diving  delivery — it  just  seemed  much  more  intense  now 
that  I  was  doing  the  job  for  real.  I  waited  until  the  pipper  was 
superimposed  on  the  target,  pressed  the  pickle  button,  and 
felt  the  two  clunks  as  the  two  canisters  left  the  jet  and  started 
their  ballistic  fall. 

I  pulled  back  on  the  stick,  felt  the  Gs  build  up  as  I  brought 
the  nose  up  to  35  degrees  of  pitch,  and  then  rolled  into  a  slight 
bank  to  the  right.  I  looked  down  and  could  see  some  of  the  flares 
I  had  expended  trailing  behind  my  jet;  my  left  index  finger  per¬ 
sisted  in  hammering  away  at  the  flare  button.  I  continued  my 
right-hand  climbing  turn  towards  the  sun  while  looking  back  at 
the  target  area.  It  seemed  to  take  an  eternity,  and  then  I  saw  two 
small  puffs  when  the  canisters  opened.  Half  a  second  later,  the 
whole  area  along  the  tree  line  erupted  in  a  beautiful  shower  of 
silver  and  white  sparkles  as  the  bomblets  detonated.  It  re¬ 
minded  me  of  one  of  my  chemistry  labs  when  we  had  set  fire  to 
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magnesium  shavings.  Only  this  was  on  a  much  larger  scale.  I 
looked  away  and  scanned  the  ground  for  threats. 

“Good  hits,  Taco,”  came  Bumpy.  “Have  your  wingman  drop 
his  Mk-82s  north  of  your  hits.  We’re  going  to  clear  you  off  on 
this  target  and  look  for  some  more  targets.” 

“Copy  all,”  I  said.  “Two,  I  want  you  in  out  of  the  west  in  one 
minute.  One’s  climbing  for  energy,”  I  directed  on  FM.  I  contin¬ 
ued  my  climb,  slowly  ascending  out  of  danger,  and  reached  the 
relative  safety  of  altitude.  About  a  minute  later,  I  was  happy 
with  my  position.  “One’s  cover,”  I  announced. 

“Roger,  Two  will  be  ‘in’  in  10,”  Rip  replied. 

“Continue.”  I  replied  and  offset  myself  to  the  southwest, 
where  I  would  be  in  a  good  position  to  monitor  his  attack. 

“Two’s  in  hot,”  Rip  called,  as  he  rolled  in  towards  the  target. 

I  scanned  the  area  beneath  him.  He  was  clear,  and  his  nose 
was  pointing  at  the  area  that  was  still  smoking  from  my  at¬ 
tack.  “Cleared  hot.  Two.” 

Four  seconds  later.  Rip  was  pulling  back  skyward,  arching 
away  from  the  ground.  ‘Two’s  off,  switch  error,”  he  said.  “I  was 
in  singles.” 

Great — neither  one  of  us  was  at  our  peak  today.  It  was  a 
simple  error,  but  because  of  it.  Rip  had  released  only  one  of  his 
four  bombs.  He  was  going  to  have  to  make  another  pass.  I 
looked  down.  His  lone  bomb  impacted  on  the  northern  revet¬ 
ment,  throwing  dust  high  into  the  air.  Neither  one  of  us  had 
gotten  secondaries,  although  there  was  some  black  smoke 
coming  from  the  southern  revetment,  which  had  fallen  under 
my  CBU  pattern.  Something  was  burning  in  there. 

I  checked  the  fuel.  We  would  have  enough  for  another  pass 
and  still  have  about  10  minutes  to  spare;  no  problem. 

I  looked  at  Rip,  who  was  climbing,  and  then  I  saw  something 
really  neat.  There  were  little  white  clouds  underneath  him  that 
I  hadn’t  noticed  before.  They  were  small,  like  little  cumulus 
bits  of  popcorn.  Something  wasn’t  right — time  slowed  way 
down.  Some  of  the  clouds  looked  like  they  had  little  silver  cen¬ 
ters;  then  they’d  disappear.  Now  more  clouds  were  around 
him.  Hairs  stood  up  on  the  back  of  my  neck — they  were  shoot¬ 
ing  at  Rip!  Instantly,  it  seemed  time  was  speeding  up  again — 
just  like  the  pipper  was  approaching  the  target.  Only  this  was 
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much  more  real,  and  yet — surreal.  What  do  I  say?  I  urgently 
fumbled  for  words  as  I  pressed  the  mike  switeh. 

‘Taeo  Two,  keep  the  jet  moving.  Climb!  Triple-A  beneath 
you.”  I  eould  now  see  that  it  was  all  bursting  beneath  him  by 
a  good  4,000-5,000  feet,  so  I  was  less  worried.  Rip  started 
moving  his  jet  a  little  more.  The  little  elouds  started  to  disap¬ 
pear. 

“Say  loeation.”  Rip’s  voiee  sounded  eontrolled  but  worried. 

“It’s  stopped  now.  Let’s  egress  north.  Keep  elimbing.”  I  re¬ 
sponded. 

The  AAA  had  appeared  beneath  Rip  when  he  was  about  a  mile 
or  two  southwest  of  the  target.  As  we  moved  away,  I  looked  baek 
over  my  shoulder  and  tried  to  get  a  good  look  at  the  area,  but 
eouldn’t  aequire  any  AAA  pits  or  military  positions. 

‘Taeo,  Stew,  say  loeation  of  triple-A.  Do  you  need  assis- 
tanee?”  Bumpy  asked  over  the  eommon  frequeney. 

“Stew,  stand  by.”  I  needed  a  seeond.  Get  away  from  the 
threat.  Pull  out  the  1:50.  Find  it  on  the  map.  Plot  the  position. 
My  attempt  to  determine  the  AAA  eoordinates  was  frustrated 
by  its  loeation  just  off  the  southwest  eorner  of  the  target  map. 

We  eireled  north  of  the  target  and  elimbed  a  bit  higher.  If  the 
alrbursts  were  limited  to  the  plaees  where  I  had  seen  them,  we 
should  be  safe.  They  had  used  only  medium-ealiber  AAA,  but 
if  they  had  MANPADS  it  would  be  more  of  a  threat.  I  told 
Bumpy  and  Rip  what  I  had  seen  and  that  my  plan  was  to 
elimb  up  above  200,  look  down  with  my  stabilized  binoeulars, 
and  see  what  I  eould  make  out  while  Rip  maintained  eover. 

“Roger.  Let  me  know  if  you  need  us  down  there.”  This  was 
an  important  target  for  us.  People  had  shot  at  us,  and  now  we 
were  going  to  finish  our  attaek.  Bumpy  had  every  right  to  be 
interested,  but,  for  now,  it  was  my  game. 

We  eireled  around  to  the  south,  and  I  seanned  the  area  with 
my  eyes.  A  road  snaked  away  to  the  southwest  through  a  pass 
and  then  eontinued  south  towards  Gnjilane.  On  the  southwest 
side  of  the  road,  the  terrain  elimbed  into  the  hills,  whleh  were 
dotted  with  trees.  On  the  northwest  side,  there  was  a  small  hill 
with  a  plateau  on  top,  and  beyond  that  the  terrain  elimbed  into 
another  range  of  hills.  The  hill  with  the  plateau  must  have  some¬ 
thing  on  it — if  I  were  a  Serb,  I  would  want  to  hold  that  ground. 
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Calling,  “One  is  ‘heads  down,’”  I  raised  the  binoeulars  and 
looked  at  the  hill.  It  appeared  no  different  than  the  surround¬ 
ing  landseape,  whieh  eonsisted  of  three  fields  of  a  yellow  erop 
that  was  probably  wheat,  two  solitary  large  trees,  and  what 
appeared  to  be  a  farmhouse  in  the  northern  eorner.  No  traeks, 
no  unusual  shadows,  no  revetments.  Nothing. 

I  seanned  the  fields  around  the  hill.  Still  nothing.  I  widened 
my  sean,  moving  up  towards  the  hills  in  the  west  and  a  reser¬ 
voir  that  was  tueked  neatly  away.  Nothing.  After  about  three 
to  four  minutes  of  this,  I  passed  the  lead  to  Rip  to  let  him  take 
a  look.  He  found  nothing. 

I  eheeked  our  fuel — ^we  had  another  seven  or  eight  minutes, 
tops.  I  made  up  my  mind.  ‘Two,  let’s  go  baek  to  the  original 
target  and  drop  the  rest  of  your  Mk-82s  there.  I’ll  stay  in  a 
high  eover  to  the  south  and  wateh  for  any  more  triple-A.  I  want 
to  take  out  the  rest  of  those  revetments,  but  if  anymore  triple- 
A  eomes  up,  we  still  have  the  gun  and  Stew  flight.” 

Rip  agreed.  We  moved  our  orbit  baek  to  the  original  target, 
and  I  ealled  eover.  Within  30  seeonds.  Rip  rolled  in  from  the 
west,  dropping  a  string  of  three  bombs  aeross  the  middle  of 
the  remaining  revetments.  He  pulled  off  to  the  south,  puking 
out  flares  and  turning  towards  me. 

About  10  seeonds  into  his  elimb  out,  the  AAA  started 
again,  and  I  was  ready  for  it.  I  ealled  for  Rip  to  keep  his  jet 
moving  and  quiekly  seanned  the  ground.  Where  was  it  earn¬ 
ing  from?  Out  the  eorner  of  my  eye,  I  eould  see  Rip’s  jet  ma¬ 
neuvering  and  remaining  unpredietable.  But  there  was 
nothing  on  the  ground.  The  AAA  stopped  about  five  seeonds 
after  it  appeared.  Short,  eontrolled  bursts,  I  thought.  These 
guys  are  regular  army,  not  just  a  buneh  of  thugs  who  got 
their  hands  on  some  military  hardware.  They’re  diseiplined, 
and  they’re  smart. 

We  moved  north  while  Rip  elimbed  baek  to  altitude.  Onee  he 
regained  his  energy,  we  moved  baek  in  to  look  for  the  AAA.  I 
told  Rip  to  stay  high  in  eover,  and  I  deseended  to  take  a  better 
look.  I  dropped  down  to  about  15,000  feet  and  started  taking 
a  eloser  look  at  the  area  around  the  hill  and  the  rising  terrain 
to  the  west.  Nothing. 
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“One,  come  hard  right  and  climb;  they’re  shooting  again.” 
Rip’s  voice  broke  through  my  concentration.  I  had  already 
been  moving  the  jet,  but  now  I  pulled  back  on  the  stick  and 
started  a  climb.  My  left  index  finger  quickly  started  hitting  the 
flare  button.  I  saw  some  of  the  small  popcorn  clouds  with  the 
silver  centers  about  3,000-4,000  feet  underneath  me.  Then 
they  were  gone.  I  scanned  the  ground,  but  they  weren’t  firing 
anymore.  Nothing  to  see.  I  looked  at  our  gas.  Three  minutes, 
tops.  Time  to  call  Bumpy.  “Stew,  Taco.” 

“Go  ahead,”  Bumpy  replied. 

I  said,  “We  just  got  shot  at  again  by  some  of  the  triple-A. 
We’re  looking  for  it,  but  no  luck.  We  have  to  bingo  out  in  about 
three  minutes.  Any  chance  I  can  give  you  a  handoff?” 

It  was  like  asking  a  child  if  he  wanted  ice  cream.  Bumpy  was 
on  his  way  over  before  I  could  finish  the  request.  I  described 
what  I  had  seen  and  when  it  had  happened.  All  the  time,  I  was 
looking  out,  trying  to  find  some  last-minute  clues  that  would 
alert  me  to  the  AAA  position.  The  three  minutes  came  and 
passed  with  no  new  revelations,  so  I  passed  the  target  to 
Bumpy  and  left. 

During  the  flight  home  we  made  the  normal  in-flight  reports 
to  ABCCC  and  looked  each  other  over  as  we  accomplished  our 
battle-damage  checks  for  any  unexpected  problems.  I  felt  like 
I  had  come  off  an  emotional  roller  coaster.  It  had  been  my  first 
time  to  lead  a  formation  in  combat,  and  everything  had  hap¬ 
pened.  We  had  to  defend  against  a  possible  air  threat;  we 
searched  for,  found,  and  attacked  targets;  and  we  had  been 
shot  at  by  AAA.  What  a  mission!  However,  the  people  who  had 
shot  at  us  were  still  alive  back  there,  and  that  really  angered 
me.  I  still  had  some  nagging  questions;  What  else  did  I  miss? 
How  lucky  did  I  get?  I  later  found  that  these  questions  per¬ 
sisted — no  matter  how  successful  the  sortie  was. 

Bumpy  joined  us  after  he  landed  and  debriefed.  We  met  at 
the  Truck  Stop — a  favorite  eating  place  on  the  road  back  to  the 
hotel.  He  had  not  been  able  to  find  the  source  of  the  AAA  either, 
and  we  had  a  good  laugh  about  it  over  a  glass  of  wine.  That 
had  been  my  first  combat  flight  lead  mission,  and  I  couldn’t 
wait  to  do  it  again. 
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My  First  Combat  Sortie 

1st  Lt  Scott  “Hummer”  Cerone 

I  couldn’t  sleep  during  the  night  before  my  first  sortie.  In 
spite  of  the  air  eonditioner,  my  room  was  stagnant.  It  was  too 
hot  to  wear  anything.  I  eould  taste  the  lemons  in  the  orehard 
outside  my  seeond-floor  window.  The  warm  Italian  breeze  also 
earried  in  mosquitoes  that  buzzed  in  my  ears  throughout  the 
night.  I  turned  the  television  on  and  off  repeatedly.  My  mind 
was  raeing.  I  was  still  awake  when  the  alarm  eloek  went  off  at 
three  a.m.  on  11  May  1999. 

I  showered  and  headed  out,  driving  to  the  base  with  Lt  Col 
Surgeon  Dahl,  my  flight  lead.  Today  would  be  his  fini-flight 
with  the  81st  FS  from  Spangdahlem.  He  flew  with  the  Flying 
Tigers  during  the  Gulf  War  and,  after  today’s  mission,  would 
head  baek  to  Pope  to  beeome  their  operations  offieer.  So  today, 
I  was  getting  to  fly  my  first  eombat  sortie  with  my  soon-to-be 
ops  offieer. 

In  the  squadron  building  we  were  briefed  by  intel,  and  then 
Surgeon  briefed  me  on  our  sortie.  We  walked  to  life  support 
and  put  on  our  gear — no  wallets,  no  patehes,  no  rings.  We  ear¬ 
ried  dog  tags  and  a  9  mm  Berretta.  I  ehambered  the  first 
round  before  bolstering  it  in  my  vest. 

I  experieneed  a  speeial  feeling  walking  to  my  jet  at  sunrise. 
My  harness,  G  suit,  and  survival  vest  (with  all  its  buekles, 
straps,  and  zippers)  were  as  eomfortable  as  Hugh  Hefner’s 
smoking  robe  and  silk  pajamas.  The  sun  began  to  trim  the 
elouds  with  pink  as  the  gray  sky  gave  way  to  Mediterranean 
blue.  I  wanted  to  be  airborne. 

My  jet  was  lightly  loaded.  I  was  eanying  two  eans  of  CBU-87 
eluster  bombs,  whieh  weighed  1,000  lbs  eaeh;  two  AGM-65D 
Maveriek  missiles;  two  AIM-9  Sidewinder  missiles;  an  ECM 
pod;  and  1,000  rounds  of  30  mm  depleted-uranium  bullets.  I 
strapped  into  the  jet  and  started  the  engines.  Before  I  taxied, 
a  maintenanee  van  pulled  up  in  front  of  my  jet.  SSgt  “Chunk” 
Barth,  a  maintenanee  speeialist  in  my  squadron,  ran  over  and 
elimbed  up  the  side  of  my  jet  to  wish  me  luek  on  my  first  sor¬ 
tie.  He  shook  my  hand  and  yelled,  “Go  get  ’em,  sir.” 


287 


A- 10s  OVER  KOSOVO 


I  finished  my  preflight  eheeks  and  started  to  taxi.  I  returned 
my  erew  ehiefs  salute  as  I  pulled  out  of  the  ehoeks.  He  then 
jumped  up  to  pat  his  jet  one  last  time  for  good  luek.  The  guys 
in  the  maintenanee  van  were  pumping  their  fists  in  the  air. 
These  young  airmen  and  NCOs  are  the  heart  and  soul  of  the 
military — they  are  the  heroes. 

After  takeoff,  Surgeon  and  I  refueled  over  the  Adriatie  Sea, 
and  then  flew  south  of  Montenegro  into  Albania.  The  rugged 
terrain  reminded  me  of  the  Roeky  Mountains  in  early  spring, 
when  the  peaks  are  still  dusted  with  snow.  Looking  down  onto 
Albania  and  Maeedonia,  I  eould  see  the  orange  terra-eotta  tiles 
that  eover  the  roofs  of  the  loeal  houses  and  other  buildings.  As 
we  flew  eloser.  Surgeon  pointed  out  the  numerous  refugee 
eamps  seattered  along  the  border  of  Maeedonia  and  Kosovo. 
After  seeing  these  eamps  from  the  air,  I  realized  that  no  one 
ean  get  an  aeeurate  feeling  of  how  many  people  fled  Kosovo  by 
watehing  CNN — even  on  a  32-ineh  Zenith. 

“Fenee-in,”  Surgeon  ealled  to  me.  1  set  my  switehes  to  arm 
my  weapons  and  self-proteetion  systems. 

“Gunhog  One-One,  SA-6  at  Derringer  is  aetive.”  That  eall 
was  made  by  the  NAEW  eontroller  as  we  moved  into  Kosovo  to 
warn  us  of  the  aetive  SAM  site. 

Surgeon  replied  that  he  eopied  the  information  about  the 
SA-6  site  near  the  eity  of  Pristina  being  aetive  and  pointed  out 
artillery  sites  that  had  already  been  bombed.  The  seorehed 
eraters  looked  like  blaek  stars  painted  on  the  ground.  The 
eountryside  was  breathtaking  in  its  beauty  and  ruin.  1  eould 
not  find  one  house  with  an  intaet  roof. 

We  started  searehing  for  targets  in  an  area  that  intel  had 
said  the  Serbs  were  using  as  a  vehiele -refueling  point.  Surgeon 
put  me  in  a  high-eover  position  as  he  seanned  the  area  for  the 
refueling  point.  My  job  was  to  keep  an  eye  out  for  AAA  or  SAMs 
fired  at  our  formation.  1  eontinually  rolled  up  to  eheek  beneath 
our  jets  and  ehange  my  heading.  While  1  was  in  a  right-hand 
turn  looking  out  the  right  side  of  my  eoekpit,  1  saw  something 
flash  on  the  ground.  1  was  in  the  perfeet  loeation  to  eateh  the 
morning  sun’s  refleeted  glint  off  the  windshields  of  two  west- 
faeing  parked  trueks. 
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I  called  Surgeon  on  our  FM  radio  and  told  him  what  I  saw. 
He  asked  that  I  give  him  a  talk-on,  so  I  deseribed  the  area 
around  the  trueks.  He  eould  not  break  out  the  vehieles  and 
wanted  to  make  sure  we  were  both  looking  at  the  same  plaee 
before  we  dropped  our  CBUs.  He  told  me  that  he  was  going  to 
roll  in  with  the  gun,  and  I  realized  that  this  game  was  real. 

Surgeon  squeezed  off  a  healthy  burst  of  30  mm  bullets  that 
hit  just  to  the  west  of  the  trueks.  As  he  pulled  off  target  I  fo- 
eused  on  the  ground,  ready  to  eall  break  to  Surgeon  should 
the  Serbs  start  firing.  Surgeon  pumped  out  four  self-proteetion 
flares  when  he  pulled  off,  and  the  bright  red  flares  eontrasted 
with  the  muted  greens  and  browns  of  the  baekground. 

I  told  Surgeon  where  his  bullets  hit  eompared  to  where  I  had 
seen  the  trueks.  He  told  me  that  he  was  going  to  roll  in  with 
his  CBU.  He  entered  a  45-degree  dive-bomb  pass,  piekled,  and 
pulled  off;  his  bomblets  also  hit  just  west  of  the  trueks.  He 
elimbed  baek  to  altitude  and  told  me  to  set  up  for  a  rip-2  pass 
with  my  CBU-87. 

I  eheeked  and  reeheeked  my  switehes.  My  fuzing  was  set, 
and  I  had  green  ready  lights.  I  eheeked  my  bomb-pass  param¬ 
eters  one  more  time  and  then  eommitted  myself  to  the  attaek. 
“Two’s  in,”  I  ealled  and  then  started  my  roll  in,  aeeelerating  to¬ 
wards  the  ground. 

‘Two,  eome  off  dry  to  the  south,”  Surgeon  ealled  me  off.  I 
broke  off  my  pass,  pulled  out  of  my  dive,  started  my  elimb  to 
the  south,  and  began  punehing  out  flares.  My  heart  was  rae- 
ing.  What  did  I  do  wrong? 

Surgeon  told  me  that  he  wanted  me  to  roll  in  from  the 
southwest  to  avoid  the  SA-6  that  was  aetive  to  our  northwest. 
When  I  reaehed  altitude,  I  eheeked  my  switehes  one  last  time. 
Now  I  was  nervous.  This  would  be  the  fourth  pass  on  the  same 
target.  Everything  that  I’d  read  and  heard  from  experieneed 
guys  said  to  never  hang  around  a  target  too  long.  How  long 
was  too  long? 

I  eraeked  my  wings  and  rolled  down  the  ehute.  I  was  eom- 
pletely  foeused  on  those  two  trueks.  The  lime  green  pipper 
slowly  traeked  up  my  HUD;  I  piekled  and  felt  the  thumps  of 
the  munitions  leaving  my  jet.  G  forees  pushed  me  heavily  into 
my  seat  as  I  pulled  hard  on  the  stiek  during  my  safe-eseape 
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maneuver.  I  elimbed,  pumped  out  flares,  and  ehanged  my 
heading  so  that  I  eould  look  baek  over  my  shoulder  to  wateh 
for  my  impaets.  The  bomblets  eovered  an  area  as  big  as  a  foot¬ 
ball  field,  and  in  the  middle  of  all  the  sparkles  I  saw  a  large, 
orange  flash. 

“Did  you  see  that  Two?” 

“Affirm.” 

‘Those  are  seeondaries.” 

“Two  eopies.” 

Surgeon  set  up  for  another  attaek  while  I  held  in  a  high- 
eover  position.  He  rolled  in  and  dropped  his  seeond  CBU  on 
the  target.  A  thiek,  blaek  eolumn  of  smoke  started  to  form.  We 
moved  on  to  western  Kosovo. 

Surgeon  ealled  the  FAC  eovering  the  west  side  of  the  KEZ  to 
see  if  he  had  any  targets  for  us.  Surgeon  stressed  that  we  had 
four  Maveriek  missiles  left.  He  really  wanted  to  shoot  a  Mav- 
eriek  on  his  last  eombat  sortie  here.  But  the  FAC  did’t  have 
any  targets  and  we  were  low  on  gas,  so  we  headed  home. 

As  we  left  Kosovo,  Surgeon  told  me  to  look  baek  at  the  tar¬ 
get  area  we  had  worked.  I  rolled  my  wings  and  pulled  the  nose 
of  my  jet  around  to  get  a  better  view.  From  20  miles  away  I 
eould  see  the  dark  eolumn  of  smoke  reaehing  up  to  the  sky. 
No  one  eould  have  survived  all  that. 

That  was  the  first  of  my  18  sorties  in  Kosovo  and  typieal  of 
what  it  took  to  find  and  kill  two  fuel  trueks.  I  beeame  a  flight 
lead  a  few  rides  later  and  flew  most  of  my  sorties  as  an  AFAC. 
As  sueh,  I  had  to  follow  the  ROEs  elosely,  a  requirement  that 
eontinued  to  frustrate  us  throughout  the  eampaign.  We  had  to 
eall  Italy  for  CAOC  approval  to  attaek  targets  if  they  were 
within  so  many  miles  of  the  border  of  Albania  or  Maeedonia. 
The  ROEs  put  most  vehieles  off  limits,  and  only  those  painted 
army  green  were  eonsidered  valid  targets.  When  those  two 
ROEs  were  established,  ABCCC  repeatedly  broadeast  the  de¬ 
tailed  restrietions  in  the  elear  over  an  unseeure  radio.  After¬ 
wards,  we  saw  hundreds  of  white  and  yellow  vehieles  driving 
throughout  Kosovo  every  day.  The  Serbs  had  to  have  been 
laughing  at  us  while  they  shook  those  eans  of  spray  paint. 

We  routinely  loeated  valid  military  targets,  and  ealled  the 
CAOC  for  permission  to  hit  them,  only  to  be  denied  by  a  di- 
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rector  sitting  in  Italy.  I  still  do  not  understand  why  we  had  to 
get  that  clearance  to  drop  on  a  target  in  Kosovo.  A  brigadier 
general  and  former  CAOC  director  during  OAF  tried  to  explain 
it  to  me  once  in  the  Officers’  Club  bar  at  Nellis.  He  had  served 
as  a  colonel  during  OAF  and  been  promoted  six  months  after 
the  conflict. 

I  had  asked  him,  “Sir,  did  you  guys  plot  the  target  coordi¬ 
nates  we  passed  on  1:50  or  1:250  maps?”  I  used  this  question 
to  try  to  understand  how  he,  in  Italy,  developed  his  judgment 
on  those  targets.  The  1:50  scale  maps  that  AFACs  carried  in 
Kosovo  were  extremely  detailed.  Plus,  I  had  a  beautiful  view  of 
the  target  from  my  cockpit.  He  said  that  they  had  used  1:250s, 
maps  that  I  knew  showed  much  less  detail. 

I  continued,  “So,  sir,  why  did  you  guys  deny  us  clearance  to 
hit  some  of  those  targets?” 

He  responded,  “Well  you  need  to  understand  the  politics  of 
the  war.  Do  you  really  think  striking  that  one  target  would 
have  mattered  in  the  overall  campaign?”  Then  the  recently 
promoted  general  added,  “It  really  would  not  have  mattered.” 

I  stared  into  my  drink  in  astonishment.  So  he  knew  it  didn’t 
matter.  Great,  I  thought,  soon  he’ll  get  promoted  again  and  will 
be  one  of  the  leaders  for  the  next  war. 

“Sir,  the  next  time  we  send  our  boys  into  combat  to  get  shot 
at,  we  better  make  sure  that  it  matters.”  I  refused  to  stand 
there  and  listen  to  his  doublespeak.  I  walked  away  and  or¬ 
dered  another  drink. 

From  Wingman  to  Flight  Lead 

1st  Lt  Stu  “Co”  Martin 

I  began  Operation  Allied  Force  as  an  experienced  wing- 
man — I  finished  it  as  an  inexperienced  two-ship  flight  lead.  I 
had  developed  a  complete  and  utter  confidence  in  the  capabil¬ 
ities  of  the  A- 10  during  the  one  and  one-half  years  I  had  flown 
the  Hog.  However,  I  often  thought  that  we  were  not  very  real¬ 
istic  with  our  expectations  for  the  airframe  during  peacetime 
training.  My  OAF  experience  opened  my  eyes  and  provided  in¬ 
sights  that  increased  my  love  for,  and  confidence  in,  the  Hog. 
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The  OAF  conflict  was  not  what  I  expected.  I  had  previously 
flown  medium-altitude  sorties  over  war -torn  Bosnia,  so  it 
came  as  no  surprise  when  we  employed  under  many  of  the 
same  constraints.  Those  constraints,  such  as  having  to  AFAC 
and  employ  weapons  from  medium  altitude,  led  to  the  pre¬ 
dictable  difficulty  in  identifying  and  destroying  tactical-sized 
targets.  What  I  did  not  expect  was  that  the  ROEs  would 
change  on  a  daily  basis  and  that  tactical  decision  making 
would  be  taken  out  of  the  cockpit  and  given  to  someone  in  the 
CAOC — hundreds  of  miles  from  the  AOR.  The  cumulative  ef¬ 
fect  was  that  these  constraints  frustrated  our  ability  to  kill 
enemy  targets  that  we  badly  wanted  to  destroy.  In  retrospect, 
our  operations  seemed  to  reflect  more  political  than  military 
considerations.  That  was  frustrating  for  everyone  involved — 
because  we  were  capable  of  so  much  more. 

For  me,  the  war  began  in  earnest  after  our  departure  from 
Aviano  AB.  In  the  beginning,  our  fl}dng  was  constrained  by  the 
A-lO’s  limited  mission  taskings  and  bad  weather.  My  last  mis¬ 
sion  at  Aviano  was  iypical  of  our  frustration.  I  flew  over  10  hours, 
tanked  four  or  five  times,  and  brought  home  all  my  bombs  be¬ 
cause  of  bad  weather  in  the  AOR.  After  the  decision  was  made  to 
move  our  A- 10s  to  Gioia  del  Colic  in  southern  Italy,  a  quick  look 
at  the  map  made  me  smile.  It  would  take  only  half  an  hour  to  fly 
from  Gioia,  across  the  Adriatic,  and  into  the  AOR.  Finally,  we 
could  spend  the  lion’s  share  of  our  time  finding  targets  and  not 
droning  back  and  forth  to  Aviano. 

I  arrived  in  advance  of  the  main  party,  only  to  find  a  bare 
base  with  an  old  dormitory  that  would  serve  as  our  operations 
section.  All  we  were  able  to  accomplish  during  the  24  hours 
prior  to  the  arrival  of  the  squadron  was  to  break  down  all  the 
bunk  beds  to  make  room  for  furniture  and  equipment — items 
that  weren’t  there  and  that  we  didn’t  own.  In  spite  of  that,  the 
81st  was  flying  combat  sorties  within  48  hours  of  deploying  to 
southern  Italy.  Our  experiences  were  often  surreal.  We  would 
fly,  attack  targets,  and  get  shot  at.  Then  only  hours  later,  we 
would  be  at  the  Truck  Stop,  drinking  vino  and  eating  pasta. 
On  “English  night”  we  would  even  watch  a  movie  at  the  local 
theater.  Every  once  and  awhile,  you’d  stop  and  think  about  the 
weird  and  incongruous  aspects  of  our  lives. 


292 


MY  TURN  IN  THE  BARREL 


Mission  Check 

A  war  was  being  fought.  Nevertheless,  the  peaeetime  ad¬ 
ministrative  routine  eontinued — mueh  to  my  surprise.  I  flew 
my  mission-qual  eheek  ride  over  Kosovo  with  Lt  Col  Kimos 
Haave,  our  squadron  eommander.  I  flew  as  his  wingman  and 
remembered  going  into  the  brief  thinking,  “Cool,  don’t  get  shot 
down,  Stu,  and  you  should  pass  this  ride.”  I  realized  that 
Kimos  was  going  to  apply  peaeetime  eheek  ride  eriteria  about 
halfway  through  the  brief.  Therefore  he  would  need  to  see  me 
drop  bombs  or  shoot  something — and  I  might  have  to  hit  the 
target  using  CBU-87s  for  the  first  time.  In  retrospeet,  I  think 
it  made  sense.  I  also  realized  that  I  might  not  eomplete  the 
eheek  beeause  on  more  than  one  oeeasion  I  had  returned  with 
all  my  ordnanee  due  to  a  laek  of  viable  targets  or  bad  weather. 
Finding  targets  in  the  AOR  seemed  to  be  either  feast  or  famine. 
On  some  days,  we’d  drop  all  our  bombs,  shoot  the  gun,  and,  if 
the  right  target  eame  along,  launeh  a  Maveriek.  Other  times, 
we’d  fly  baek  with  all  our  ordnanee  sinee  A- 10s  rarely  ever  hit 
“dump”  targets.  I  felt  better  bringing  baek  my  ordnanee  know¬ 
ing  that,  on  a  later  date,  I  eould  drop  it  on  the  skull  of  some 
town-burning  Serb. 

I  signed  out  at  the  ops  desk  and  learned  that  I’d  be  flying  air- 
eraft  992;  that  jet  had  my  name  painted  on  the  nose,  and  I  was 
immensely  proud  of  her.  I  thought  she  was  the  best  in  the  fleet — 
a  status  due  mostly  to  the  efforts  of  her  erew  ehief,  SSgt  Donny 
Trostle.  Don  wasn’t  there  when  I  arrived  at  the  jet,  but  no  mat¬ 
ter;  she  had  been  eode-one  for  the  past  15  sorties.  I  knew  that 
she  eould  safely  earry  me  through  harm’s  way.  Preflight,  taxi, 
and  takeoff  were  normal,  but  I  remember  thinking  how  sluggish 
the  eontrols  seemed  as  we  lumbered  into  the  warm  morning  air. 
The  two  CBUs  were  roughly  the  same  weight  as  four  Mk-82s,  a 
load  I  was  familiar  with;  however,  the  CBUs  had  the  aerodynam- 
ies  of  two  barn  doors,  produeed  eonsiderable  drag,  and  signlfi- 
eantly  degraded  the  aireraft’s  flying  eharaeteristies. 

Onee  we  entered  the  KEZ,  the  seareh  for  targets  began.  Kimos 
was  given  a  target  area  that  ineluded  a  faetory  eomplex  eon- 
strueted  of  red  briek  in  southeastern  Serbia  between  Presevo 
and  Vranje.  Using  his  binos,  he  spotted  three  tanks  lined  up  in 
the  faetory’s  parking  lot  and  rolled  in  for  a  medium-altitude  Mav- 
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erick  attack.  Unlike  a  real  tank,  this  target  disintegrated  when 
the  Maveriek  hit  it.  Kimos  eoneluded  that  the  tank  was  a  deeoy 
and  that  the  faetory  eomplex  was  likely  produeing  deeoys.  He 
then  direeted  me  to  set  up  for  a  CBU  attaek  on  the  western  end 
of  the  faetory  eomplex,  whleh  also  eontained  mortar  positions 
and  lighter  vehieles.  I  knew  from  studying  CBU  ballisties  that  I 
eould  get  a  HUD  solution  only  if  I  bombed  with  a  tailwind.  The 
winds  were  strong  out  of  the  west,  so  I  set  up  and  rolled  down 
the  ehute  from  west-northwest.  I  say  “rolled  down  the  ehute,” 
but  at  our  gross  weights  and  altitudes  we  did  not  have  the  thrust 
or  aerodynamie  authority  to  do  mueh  more  than  smoothly  eoax 
the  jet  to  fall  to  the  eorreet  dive  angle.  With  my  pipper  on  the  tar¬ 
get  and  at  the  desired  eombination  of  altitude,  dive  angle,  and 
airspeed,  I  hammered  down  on  the  piekle  button  and  felt  the  fa¬ 
miliar  elunk  of  ordnanee  being  released.  However,  something 
wasn’t  right — I  felt  only  one  elunk.  Sure  enough,  only  one  ean  of 
CBU  eame  off,  and  my  other  station  was  still  showing  a  “green 
ready.”  Sinee  my  thumb  was  still  on  the  piekle  button,  I  knew  it 
had  to  be  an  alreraft  malfunetion.  I  initiated  my  safe-eseape  ma¬ 
neuver  and  began  the  elimb  baek  to  altitude.  Mueh  to  my  eha- 
grin,  the  CBU  hit  well  short  of  the  target.  I  diseussed  the  prob¬ 
lem  with  Kimos,  and  we  deeided  that  I  should  eheek  all  of  my 
swltehes  and  try  to  deliver  it  one  more  time.  I  rolled  down  the 
ehute  and  piekled  on  the  target,  but  nothing  eame  off  the  jet. 
With  the  end  of  our  vul  time  approaehing,  Kimos  deeided  to  at¬ 
taek  the  target  with  his  CBUs.  Those,  unfortunately,  also  hit  ex¬ 
tremely  short  of  the  target.  We  then  departed  the  KEZ  for  home. 

I  had  a  “hung”  CBU,  and,  depending  on  the  eireumstanees, 
I  would  either  land  with  it  or  attempt  to  jettison  it  over  the 
Adriatie.  The  weather  for  the  approaeh  and  landing  was  good. 
The  CBU  appeared  seeure  on  an  inboard  station  and  did  not 
pose  a  problem  for  landing.  We  deeided  that  I  would  land  with 
it.  I  flew  a  straight-in  approaeh  with  Kimos  flying  ehase  to 
monitor  the  CBU  and  warn  me  of  any  problems  he  might  de- 
teet.  The  landing  was  uneventful,  but  Kimos  later  told  me  that 
he  was  relieved  when  I  touehed  down  and  the  CBU  didn’t  fall 
off.  A  subsequent  inspeetion  reveled  that  the  ejeetion  earts 
had  eorreetly  fired  when  I  had  attempted  to  release  the  CBUs. 
However,  during  mueh  reeent  use,  some  eart-generated  ear- 
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bon  had  been  deposited  on  the  meehanieal  linkage  and  ejeetor 
orifiees.  Those  earts’  hot  gas  would  normally  be  used  to  over- 
eome  the  forees  required  to  open  the  two  meehanieal  suspen¬ 
sion  hooks  and  release  the  CBUs.  When  I  had  hammered 
down  on  the  piekle  button,  a  firing  pulse  had  been  generated; 
the  ejeetion  earts  had  fired,  but  the  generated  gas  pressure 
had  been  insuffieient  to  open  the  hooks  and  release  the  CBU. 
Nonetheless,  Don  Trostle  never  forgave  me  for  “breaking”  our 
jet  and  ruining  992’s  streak  of  flawless  performanees. 

During  the  debrief  Kimos  voieed  his  disappointment  with 
our  bombing.  However,  he  admitted  he  eouldn’t  very  well 
downgrade  me  on  my  bombing  aeeuraey  when  both  of  our 
CBUs  had  hit  short.  We  reviewed  the  tape,  and  everything  ap¬ 
peared  normal  with  both  of  us  piekling  on  the  target.  I  dis- 
eussed  the  problem  with  Maj  Goldie  Haun,  our  weapons  offi- 
eer.  He  stated  that  anomalies  in  our  bombing  eomputer’s 
algorithms  often  eause  CBUs  to  hit  short  when  bombing  with 
a  strong  tailwind — ^we  had  70  knots  at  altitude. 


295 


A- 10s  OVER  KOSOVO 


4  June  1999 

Capt  Scott  R.  “Hummer”  Cerone,  a  member  of  the  74th  FS 
out  of  Pope  AFB,  and  I  were  paired  up  for  a  mission.  Hummer 
and  I  had  gone  through  our  initial  introduetion  to  fighter  fun¬ 
damentals  and  the  A- 10  replaeement  training  unit  eourses  to¬ 
gether.  In  addition,  we  both  reeently  had  pinned  on  eaptain 
rank  and  passed  our  flight-lead  eheek  rides  on  the  same  day, 
31  May  1999.  Hummer  was  an  AFAC,  so  aeeording  to  the 
rules,  he  was  the  only  one  in  our  flight  qualified  to  piek  out 
and  direet  strikes  on  targets.  We  deeided  that  I  would  be  the 
flight  lead  for  the  sortie.  I  would  give  him  the  taetieal  lead  in 
the  KEZ  so  that  he  eould  find  targets  and  eomply  with  the 
ATO.  We  were  young  flight  leads  and  flew  that  day  with  our 
“fangs  out” — happy  to  be  flying  on  our  own  and  not  with  some 
older,  more  staid  member  of  the  squadron. 

Hummer  and  I  got  a  handoff  from  an  exeited  Foghorn  who 
had  apparently  loeated  12  APCs  in  a  field.  Foghorn  talked 
louder  than  ever  over  the  radios  and  was  hair -on-fire  as  he  de¬ 
parted  for  gas.  When  Hummer  and  I  arrived,  we  looked  for 
something  other  than  bales  of  hay.  We  used  binos  and  our 
Maverieks  but  finally  asked  an  F-14  AFAC  to  reeee  the  area 
with  his  pod — all  with  no  luek.  Hummer  and  I  gave  up  on 
those  targets  and  proeeeded  to  an  area  north  of  D-Town.  We 
dropped  our  Mk-82s  on  some  small  revets  before  I  spotted  a 
large  revet,  whieh  I  was  eonvineed  eontained  an  arty  pieee.  I 
talked  Hummer’s  eyes  onto  it  and  got  elearanee  from  him  to 
launeh  one  of  my  Maverieks.  I  hammered  down,  and  the  Mav- 
eriek  hit  the  target  less  than  30  seeonds  later.  Hummer,  un¬ 
fortunately,  lost  the  missile  at  burnout,  from  his  viewing  angle 
he  thought  the  Maveriek  had  “gone  stupid”  and  had  flown  to¬ 
wards  the  west.  I  guess  he  was  trying  to  see  if  it  hit  northern 
Pristina,  probably  thinking,  “How  are  we  gonna  explain  this 
one!”  I  got  his  eyes  baek  into  the  target  area,  but  for  a  few  min¬ 
utes  I  was  unsure  whether  he  had  aetually  eleared  me  to  hit 
that  target.  We  talked  about  a  possible  miseommunieation 
during  our  debrief  but,  with  some  map  study,  beeame  eon¬ 
vineed  that  we  had  been  looking  at  the  same  target.  Later  that 
year,  after  I  had  been  reassigned  to  the  74th  FS,  I  ran  into 
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Hummer  at  Pope.  He  kiddingly  said,  “We  both  had  hit  ‘bags  of 
dirty  diapers’  that  day.” 

6  June  1999 

Hummer  and  I  were  paired  again.  After  eheeking  in  with  all 
the  appropriate  ageneies,  we  entered  the  KEZ  and  proeeeded 
to  an  area  north  of  D-Town.  We  got  a  handoff  from  an  F-14 
AFAC  who  was  trying  to  talk  a  flight  of  Hogs  (Corvette  71)  onto 
several  APCs  that  he  had  loeated  with  his  targeting  pod.  We 
ealled  eontaet  on  the  targets,  and  the  F-14  departed.  Hummer 
told  me  he  was  going  to  use  his  binoeulars  to  visually  ID  these 
targets.  With  Corvette  71  flight  orbiting  to  the  north.  Hummer 
took  a  eouple  of  laps  around  the  field.  After  a  minute  of  si- 
lenee,  he  eame  over  the  radio  and  told  me  he’d  eover  me  while 
I  got  a  visual:  ‘Tell  me  what  you  see  down  there.” 

In  a  less  than  a  minute  it  beeame  obvious  to  me  that  the 
APCs  were  aetually  a  red  ear  and  a  white  piekup  truek.  I  told 
Hummer  what  I  saw,  and  he  agreed.  Hummer  then  did  a  lower 
pass,  eonfirmed  that  the  targets  were  invalid,  and  sent  the 
other  Hogs  home. 

During  the  rest  of  the  sortie,  JSTARS  personnel  had  us  on  a 
wild-goose  ehase,  hying  to  talk  us  onto  a  eonvoy  they  believed  to 
be  in  a  ereek  bed  south  of  Pee.  For  20  minutes,  we  unsueeess- 
fully  tried  to  find  the  vehieles  eorresponding  to  the  radar  eon- 
taets  that  an  inereasingly  frustrated  eontroller  so  elearly  saw  on 
his  seope.  As  we  exited  the  AOR,  I  pointed  out  to  Hummer  that 
Pee  was  burning.  We  learned  later  from  the  news  that  the  peaee 
talks  had  stalled  and  that  the  Serbs  were  bu}4ng  hme  as  they 
withdrew.  A  few  of  this  mission’s  remarkable  events  have  now 
beeome  some  of  my  most  enduring  memories. 
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Lt  Col  Chris  “Kimos”  Haave 

The  personal  stories  in  this  book  are  refleetive  of  the  ehal- 
lenges,  frustrations,  and  triumphs  experieneed  by  dedieated 
warriors — eombatants  who  exhibited  human  emotions  as  they 
did  their  best  in  the  erueible  of  eombat.  We  wrote  this  book 
with  the  humble  understanding  that  our  sueeess  in  OAF  was 
built  on  the  eontributions  and  saerifiees  of  aviation  giants. 
Those  giants — pilots,  maintainers,  and  support  personnel — 
faeed  greater  personal  diseomfort  and  family  saerifiee  during 
their  sendee  in  Korea,  Vietnam,  and  the  Persian  Gulf  than  we 
did  during  OAF.  The  heroes  that  today’s  A- 10  eommunity 
holds  high  inelude  the  Raven,  Misty,  and  Nail  FACs,  as  well  as 
the  Sandy  OSAR  warriors  of  previous  wars. 

Our  objeetive  in  this  book  was  to  help  doeument  the  A-lO’s 
eontributions  to  aehieving  US,  NATO,  and  UN  objeetives  in 
Kosovo.  The  primary  applieation  of  foree  in  the  KEZ  flowed 
through  the  AFAC’s  direet  eontrol  of  all  NATO’s  attaek  mis¬ 
sions,  whieh  helped  terminate  Serb  ethnie  eleansing  and  de¬ 
feat  the  Serbian  Third  Army  in  the  field — one  of  Slobodan 
Milosevie’s  main  eenters  of  gravity.  In  OAF’s  eharged  interna¬ 
tional  environment,  eombat  operations  were  eomplieated  by 
many  diverse  politieal  eoneerns,  whieh  led  to  our  units’  being 
eonstrained  by  numerous  and  ever-ehanging  operational  lim¬ 
itations.  In  spite  of  that,  skilled  and  experieneed  A- 10  pilots — 
with  hundreds  of  hours  spent  looking  at  the  ground — demon¬ 
strated  their  ability  to  diseern  what  was  aetually  going  on  in 
the  hills,  trees,  and  villages  of  Kosovo.  We  are  eonvineed  that 
the  A- 10  made  a  signifleant  eontribution  to  defeating  the 
Serbs  on  the  ground  in  Kosovo. 

The  level  of  taetieal  information  available  to  the  operational 
and  strategie  deeision  makers  reaehed  an  all-time  high  in 
OAF.  This  book  reeounted  a  few  of  the  eountless  times  the 
CAOC  aetively  partieipated  in  the  deeision  to  attaek  individual 
targets.  On  some  of  those  oeeasions,  AFACs  found  and  posi¬ 
tively  identified  groups  of  moving  targets  and  requested  CAOC 
approval  to  attaek.  All  too  often,  by  the  time  the  approval 
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came,  the  targets  had  found  sanetuary  in  the  forests  or  vil¬ 
lages.  The  inereasing  use  of  data  links  and  unmanned  air  and 
spaee  reeonnaissanee  vehieles  (sueh  as  Predator)  has  made 
mueh  real-time  information  available  to  eommand-level  staffs 
and  has  fueled  the  temptation  to  direet  even  individual  at- 
taeks.  One  last  OAF  story  follows  as  an  example. 

The  operator  of  a  Predator  on  station  over  Kosovo  loeated  a 
tank  and  simultaneously  transmitted  its  video  image  to  the 
CAOC  at  Vieenza,  Italy,  and  to  SHAPE  headquarters  in  Mons, 
Belgium.  Both  Lt  Gen  Mike  Short  and  Gen  Wesley  Clark  were 
able  to  wateh  this  tank  in  real  time  while  personnel  in  the 
CAOC  attempted  to  help  the  AFAC  visually  aequire  the  tank  by 
relaying  direetions  through  the  ABCCC. 

General  Short’s  son,  Capt  Chris  “Junior”  Short,  was  an  81st 
FS  flight  eommander  and  the  AFAC  on  duty  at  that  loeation. 
The  Predator’s  opties  provided  a  highly  magnified  image  of  the 
tank,  but  one  with  a  very  narrow  field  of  view — similar  to  what 
one  would  see  through  a  soda  straw.  Unfortunately,  Junior 
had  a  very  wide  field  of  view  from  his  ROE  altitude.  The  offieer 
in  the  CAOC  had  diffieulty  relating  the  Predator  image  to  what 
Junior  eould  see.  Junior  eould  not  find  the  tank.  General 
Clark  ealled  the  CAOC  to  make  sure  they  understood  that  he 
wanted  the  tank  killed.  The  CAOC  ealled  ABCCC  to  ensure 
that  Junior  understood  that  the  CAOC  wanted  the  tank  dead. 
Junior  still  eouldn’t  find  it.  Finally,  to  put  more  pressure  on 
Junior,  ABCCC  transmitted,  “[General  Short’s  eall  sign]  really 
wants  you  to  find  and  kill  that  tank.”  Junior  replied,  ‘Tell  Dad 
I  ean’t  find  the  [expletive  deleted]  tank!” 

The  ability  to  prevail  and  aehieve  a  favorable  politieal  out- 
eome  in  future  warfare  is  eritieal.  In  a  highly  integrated  joint 
and  eoalition  environment,  sueeess  in  asymmetrie  warfare  will 
likely  depend  on  the  ability  of  flexible  and  eapable  offensive 
airpower  to  eontrol  the  ground  situation  from  the  air.  One  of 
the  eommand  and  eontrol  diffieulties  in  that  environment  will 
be  the  development  and  applieation  of  appropriate  ROEs  in 
the  rapidly  ehanging  taetieal,  strategie,  and  politieal  environ¬ 
ment.  While  many  of  these  faetors  eontributed  to  the  eom- 
plexity  of  the  air  eampaign  over  Kosovo,  OAF  was  not  the  most 
problematie  of  possible  seenarios.  Its  eomplexlty  would  have 
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been  greatly  exaeerbated  had  friendly  troops  been  mixed  with 
eivilians  in  eontaet  with  the  Serb  Third  Army  and  in  need  of 
air  support.  In  future  eonfliets,  these  and  other  eonsiderations 
eould  eombine  with  real-time  battlefield  reeonnaissanee  and 
lead  to  an  inereased  desire  by  higher  eehelons  of  eommand  to 
inappropriately  eontrol  fluid  taetieal  situations.  Our  hope  is 
that  future  air  and  spaee  leaders  will  resist  that  temptation 
and  ehoose  to  provide  elear,  eentralized  guidanee  that  will  en¬ 
able  the  taetieal  war  fighters  to  aehieve  our  politieal  leaders’ 
objeetives  through  deeentralized  exeeution. 

Hog  folks  remain  a  humble  breed  of  lighter  joeks  and  wreneh- 
tumers  in  a  high-teeh  Air  Foree  where  standoff  munitions,  eom- 
puter -released  weapons,  laser-  and  GPS-guided  munitions,  ad- 
vaneed  medium  range  air-to-air  missiles  (AMRAAM),  drones,  and 
sophlstieated  eleetronle  warfare  are  the  norm.  They  don’t  mind 
hearing  the  thousandth  joke  about  the  laek  of  speed  and  so- 
phistieation  of  the  A- 10;  they  just  quietly  go  out  and  make  a  dif- 
ferenee  in  the  air  and  on  the  ground.  We  believe  that  the  A- 10 
Warthog  and  its  highly  trained  professionals  offer  the  nation  a 
robust  ground-attaek  eapabilily  that  ean  rapidly  adapt  to  the 
ehallenges,  threats,  and  objeetives  in  a  joint  and  eoalition  eom- 
bat  environment.  We  hope  that  Air  Foree  leaders  remain  eom- 
mitted  to  sueh  a  eapabilily  and  support  regular  and  appropriate 
weapon-system  upgrades  for  this  aireraft.  The  nation  needs  war¬ 
riors — like  those  who  fly  the  A- 10 — ^warriors  who  are  able  to 
seareh  the  battlefield  with  the  Mk-1  eyeball,  loeate  the  aggressor 
and  the  vietims,  go  toe-to-toe  with  the  enemy,  look  him  squarely 
in  the  eye,  and  shoot  with  maliee. 
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Appendix 


History  of  Attacking  Fielded  Forces: 

Post- Vietnam  to  Kosovo 

Lt  Col  Phil  “Goldie”  Haun 

From  World  War  I,  through  our  Vietnam  experience,  and  up 
to  our  recent  past,  the  idea  of  interdiction  has  remained  fairly 
consistent  and  is  reflected  in  the  latest  version  of  Air  Force 
Doctrine  Document  (AFDD)  1 ,  Air  Force  Basic  Doctrine,  1  Sep¬ 
tember  1997,  which  defines  interdiction  as  “operations  to  di¬ 
vert,  disrupt,  delay,  or  destroy  the  enemy’s  surface  military 
potential  before  it  can  be  used  effectively  against  friendly 
forces.”^  An  amended  definition  of  air  interdiction  has  evolved 
in  the  USAF  as  an  outcome  of  the  combat  experience  of  Oper¬ 
ation  Allied  Force  over  Kosovo  in  1999;  that  evolution  is  re¬ 
flected  in  AFDD  2-1.3,  Counterland,  27  August  1999,  which 
expands  the  scope  to  include  both  lethal  and  nonlethal  sys¬ 
tems,  stating  that  “air  interdiction  ...  is  employed  to  destroy, 
disrupt,  divert,  or  delay  the  enemy’s  surface  military  potential 
before  it  can  effectively  engage  friendly  forces,  or  otherwise 
achieve  its  objectives  [emphasis  added]. ’’^ The  phrase  “or  oth¬ 
erwise  achieve  its  objectives”  acknowledges  that  airpower,  as 
demonstrated  over  Kosovo,  can  be  used  in  the  “direct  attack” 
of  an  army  without  the  presence  or  foreseeable  presence  of 
friendly  ground  forces.  The  attack  of  fielded  enemy  ground 
forces  by  airpower  is  an  old  concept,  but  the  idea  that  air- 
power  can  achieve  military  objectives  in  lieu  of  ground  action 
is  a  new  and  highly  controversial  idea. 

This  appendix  will  first  review  the  USAF’s  post-Vietnam  ex¬ 
perience  in  the  direct  attack  of  enemy  fielded  forces  as  envi¬ 
sioned  in  the  AirLand  Battle  doctrine  developed  during  the 
1980s,  and  as  experienced  by  the  USAF  in  attacking  the  Iraqi 
Republican  Guard  in  the  Gulf  War.  It  will  then  examine  the 
events  leading  to  the  use  of  A-10  AFACs  over  Kosovo  in  directly 
attacking  the  Serbian  Third  Army.  Finally,  this  appendix  will 
give  a  brief  history  of  A-10  operations  in  Operation  Allied 
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Force,  which  the  reader  can  use  along  with  the  chronology,  at 
the  front,  to  provide  context  to  this  book’s  various  stories. 

As  with  the  Korean  War,  many  of  the  lessons  learned  about 
air  interdiction  in  Vietnam  were  lost,  including  the  evolution  of 
the  Misty  FAC’s  Fast-FAC  mission.  The  focus  of  the  US  military 
turned  once  again  towards  Europe  and  the  continuing  threat  of 
invasion  by  the  Soviet  Union.  From  the  late  ’70s  and  through 
the  ’80s,  the  US  Army  and  Air  Force  worked  to  develop  systems 
such  as  the  Apache,  air  tactical  missile  systems  (ATACMS),  A- 
10,  and  JSTARS  in  preparation  to  defeat  the  Red  Army.  Air- 
Land  Battle  doctrine  provided  the  joint  vision  for  integrating  air 
and  land  operations.  Air  interdiction  was  an  essential  element 
of  AirLand  Battle  and  a  NATO  term,  battlefield  air  interdiction 
(BAI),  was  adopted  to  emphasize  the  interdiction  of  second- 
echelon  ground  forces  moving  towards,  but  not  yet  engaged 
with,  friendly  ground  forces.^  The  high-threat  environment  of 
Central  Europe  and  the  plethora  of  targets  that  would  arise 
from  a  massive  land  battle  limited  the  potential  effectiveness  of 
Fast  FACs.  The  detection  of  rear-echelon  forces  would  be  the 
responsibility  of  such  systems  as  JSTARS — not  a  difficult  task, 
considering  the  wave  of  Soviet  armor  anticipated  to  thunder 
down  the  Fulda  Gap.  NATO  aircrews  studied  X-ray,  Yankee, 
and  Zulu  folders  containing  imagery  and  maps  of  the  routes 
the  Red  Army  would  need  to  use.'’^  They  likewise  flew  missions 
over  West  Germany,  up  to  the  inter -German  border,  to  become 
familiar  with  the  terrain  over  which  they  would  have  to  fight. 

The  fall  of  the  Berlin  Wall  in  November  of  1989  and  the  end  of 
the  Cold  War  left  the  United  States  victorious  but  lacking  a  So¬ 
viet  threat  on  which  to  base  its  military  force  structure  and  Air- 
Land  Battle  doctrine.  As  the  United  States  began  to  dismantle 
its  forces  in  Europe,  the  focus  shifted  abruptly  to  Southwest 
Asia  and  the  Iraqi  invasion  of  Kuwait  on  2  August  1990. 

Attacking  the  Republican  Guard 

On  17  January  1991,  the  United  States  and  coalition  forces 
launched  the  Gulf  War  air  offensive.  Waves  of  aircraft  flooded 
into  Kuwait  and  Iraq,  attacking  key  integrated  air  defense  system 
nodes;  airfields;  command  and  control  systems;  nuclear,  biolog- 
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ical,  and  chemical  (NBC)  sites;  and  electric  plants.^  Daybreak  of 
the  first  day  witnessed  the  commencement  of  attacks  against 
Iraqi  ground  forces  in  Kuwait.  Among  the  centers  of  gravity  iden¬ 
tified  by  Gen  H.  Norman  Schwarzkopf,  the  US  joint  forces  com¬ 
mander,  were  the  seven  elite  Republican  Guard  divisions  held  in 
reserve  along  the  Iraq-Kuwait  border.®  While  aerial  attack  con¬ 
tinued  against  key  strategic  targets  in  Iraq,  75  percent  of  strike 
missions  focused  on  the  Iraqi  ground  forces  in  Kuwait.^ 

US  casualties  in  a  ground  invasion  were  predicted  to  be  as 
high  as  15,000.®  Concern  over  this  possibility  prompted  Secre¬ 
tary  of  Defense  Richard  B.  “Dick”  Cheney,  Gen  Colin  L.  Powell, 
and  Gen  H.  Norman  Schwarzkopf  to  develop  a  strategy  em¬ 
phasizing  the  use  of  airpower  before  a  ground  battle  to  signif¬ 
icantly  reduce  the  size  of  the  Iraqi  army,  its  capability  to  ma¬ 
neuver,  and  its  will  to  fight.  This  air -first  strategy  proved 
highly  successful,  with  friendly  casualty  rates  below  even  the 
most  optimistic  estimates  and  friendly  ground  forces  achieving 
objectives  ahead  of  schedule  and  against  only  limited  Iraqi  re¬ 
sistance.  However,  this  aerial  achievement  was  not  accom¬ 
plished  without  major  modifications  to  existing  tactics. 

The  Gulf  War  air  offensive  consisted  of  three  phases,  con¬ 
ducted  nearly  simultaneously.  Phases  one  and  two  were  di¬ 
rected  against  strategic  and  air -superiority  target  sets  includ¬ 
ing  leadership,  command  and  control  facilities,  NBC  facilities, 
airfields,  aircraft,  and  the  IADS.  Phase  three  targeted  Iraqi 
fielded  forces,  calling  for  50  percent  attrition  of  Iraq’s  5,000 
pieces  of  dug-in  armor  and  artillery  prior  to  any  ground  offen¬ 
sive.®  In  this  phase,  Schwarzkopf  was  most  concerned  with  the 
three  heavy  divisions  of  the  seven  Republican  Guard  divisions 
along  the  Kuwait-Iraq  border.^®  These  units  were  widely  dis¬ 
persed  and  well  dug  in  with  thousands  of  earthen  berms  pro¬ 
tecting  their  T-72  tanks.  Their  defenses  included  AAA,  in¬ 
frared  SA-13  SAMs,  and  radar-guided  SA-6  SAMs. 

Phase  three  required  the  unprecedented  success  of  airpower 
against  a  fielded  army.^^  A  briefing  by  Brig  Gen  Buster  C. 
Glosson,  air -planning  chief,  to  Schwarzkopf  in  December 
1990  estimated  that  the  Republican  Guard  would  suffer  50 
percent  attrition  in  only  five  days,  assuming  600  sorties  a 
day.  Air  planners  divided  Kuwait  and  Iraq  into  a  grid  pattern 
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of  30  by  30  NM  squares  known  as  “kill  boxes.”  Strike  aireraft 
were  assigned  individual  kill  boxes  to  perform  armed  reeon- 
naissanee  in  loeating  and  destroying  Iraqi  forees.^'^  The  task  of 
attaeking  the  elite  Republiean  Guard  fell  to  F-16s  and  B-52s, 
while  A- 10s  were  employed  against  the  regular  Iraqi  divisions 
dug  in  along  the  Kuwait-Saudi  border. 

By  the  fifth  day  of  phase  three,  eoalition  air  attaeks  against 
the  Republiean  Guard  were  still  far  short  of  the  50  pereent  de- 
struetion  expeeted  by  Sehwarzkopf.^®  Postwar  analysis  indi- 
eated  that  the  Republiean  Guard’s  heavy-division  armor  aetu- 
ally  suffered  only  24-34  pereent  attrition  during  the  entire  38 
days  of  the  air  eampaign.^^  Glosson’s  five-day  estimate  proved 
overly  optimistie  for  two  reasons.  First,  the  number  of  sorties 
flown  against  the  Republiean  Guard  fell  well  short  of  600  per 
day.  A  eombination  of  initial  overemphasis  on  phase  one 
strategie  operations,  a  reluetanee  to  employ  A- 10s  deep  into 
the  battlespaee,  and  unantieipated  Seud-hunting  missions  re- 
dueed  the  number  of  sorties  available  to  attaek  the  Republiean 
Guard.  For  the  first  five  days,  total  strikes  against  Republiean 
Guard  units  were  eonstant  at  around  100  missions  per  day. 
By  the  end  of  the  10th  day,  a  eumulative  sortie  eount  against 
the  Republiean  Guard  totaled  728  missions.^®  Seeond,  air  at¬ 
taeks  were  not  as  effeetive  as  war-gaming  analysis  had  pre¬ 
dieted.  The  airerews  of  US  aireraft  used  medium-altitude 
taeties  to  reduee  the  threat  from  Iraqi  air  defenses.  While  this 
greatly  improved  survivability,  US  pilots  had  trained  with  low- 
altitude  taeties  appropriate  to  a  war  in  eentral  Europe  and 
were  relatively  unfamiliar  with  medium-altitude  taeties.  Un¬ 
foreseen  diffieulties  with  target  identifieation,  poor  weather, 
and  inaeeuraeies  in  delivering  ballistie  weapons  from  medium 
altitude  all  redueed  effeetiveness. 

Inereasing  the  number  of  sorties  against  the  Republiean 
Guard  solved  the  first  issue.  However,  the  taetieal  problem  of 
how  to  best  destroy  a  dug  in  army  remained.  In  response,  the 
joint  air  operations  eenter  (JAOC)  ineorporated  three  ehanges 
to  improve  the  effieieney  of  the  operational  air  forees.  The  first 
taetie  involved  direeting  the  unique  firepower  of  the  A- 10 
against  exposed  and  vulnerable  Republiean  Guard  forees.  On 
27  February,  Glosson  instrueted  A- 10  eommanders  to  prepare 
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an  attack  on  the  Republican  Guard  Tawakalna  armored  divi- 
sion.^°  Facing  such  a  heavily  defended  force,  A- 10s  flew  48  air¬ 
craft  in  six  waves  of  eight-ship  formations,  instead  of  their 
usual  two-ship  tactics.  Three  days  of  such  wing-sized  attacks 
were  mounted  against  the  division.  The  Iraqis  responded  by 
stepping  up  their  deception  efforts  and  by  digging  their  forces 
even  deeper  into  the  desert  sand.  Although  the  US  Army  was 
unable  to  assess  the  effectiveness  of  allied  attacks,  the 
Tawakalna  division’s  degraded  air  defenses  and  increased  use 
of  decoys  were  considered  positive  indicators. 

The  second  innovation  was  the  F-1 1  IPs  introduction  of  “tank 
plinking.”  Targets  could  be  located  and  attacked  from  medium 
altitude  with  infrared  targeting  pods  and  laser -guided  bombs. 
The  pods  could  clearly  distinguish  the  infrared  image  of  the 
warm  Iraqi  armor  against  the  cold  desert  background. This 
method  provided  the  additional  advantage  of  using  targeting-pod 
video  to  verify  successful  attacks  and  boost  BDA  estimates. 

The  final  tactical  innovation  reintroduced  the  Fast  FAC  mis¬ 
sion.  F-16CG  (Block  40s)  from  Hill  AFB,  Utah,  began  flying  as 
“Killer  Scouts. This  innovation  mirrored  the  Misty  FAC 
hunter -killer  tactics  during  Vietnam  but  was  renamed  to  avoid 
confusion  with  hunter -killer  SEAD  tactics  currently  used  by 
F-4G  Wild  Weasels  and  F-16s.  Killer  Scouts  took  off  early  and 
reconnoitered  their  assigned  kill  boxes.  They  were  allocated 
sufficient  air -refueling  tankers  to  remain  on  station  for  long 
periods  to  become  familiar  with  the  territory  and  increase  their 
situational  awareness.  Like  the  Misty  FACs,  the  Killer  Scouts 
carried  a  minimum  munitions  load  to  reduce  drag  and  in¬ 
crease  endurance.  When  they  identified  Iraqi  positions,  they 
usually  brought  in  F-1 6  strikers  for  the  attack.  Along  with 
identifying  viable  target  areas  for  attack,  they  also  assisted  in 
the  collection  of  BDA.  To  do  that,  the  Killer  Scouts  relied  pri¬ 
marily  on  their  own  eyes,  aided  somewhat  by  binoculars.  Un¬ 
fortunately,  operating  at  medium  altitude  made  it  difficult  to 
accurately  determine  the  number  of  targets  destroyed.  The 
Killer  Scout  role  had  its  limitations,  but  this  innovation  led  to 
the  more  efficient  use  of  F-1 6s  against  Iraqi  fielded  forces. 

Following  the  Gulf  War,  the  USAF  remained  deployed  in 
Southwest  Asia,  maintained  two  no-fly  zones  over  Iraq,  and  re- 
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sponded  to  sporadic  infringements  by  Saddam  Hussein’s  re¬ 
maining  forees.  Elsewhere,  the  dissolution  of  Yugoslavia  and 
the  Bosnian  Serbs’  ethnie  eleansing  of  Muslims  in  April  of 
1992  led  to  the  US  military’s  involvement  with  the  UN  peaee- 
keeping  foree  in  Bosnia.  Meanwhile  famine  in  war -torn  Soma¬ 
lia  brought  a  US  military  presenee  to  Mogadishu  from  Deeem- 
ber  1992  until  its  hasty  withdrawal  in  May  of  1994.  In 
September  of  1995,  US  airpower  was  again  needed.  This  time 
Operation  Deliberate  Foree,  an  11 -day  eampaign,  helped  foree 
Serbia  to  aeeept  the  Dayton  Peaee  Aeeords.^®  By  the  late  ’90s, 
NATO  was  eonvineed  that  airpower  was  an  effeetive  tool  to  eo- 
eree  Slobodan  Milosevie,  the  Serbian  president,  and  that  it 
might  be  needed  to  solve  the  growing  unrest  in  Kosovo. 

Kosovo:  Direct  Attack  of  the 
Serbian  Third  Army 

Tensions  between  Belgrade  and  Kosovo  inereased  during 
the  late  1980s.  Slobodan  Milosevie  used  protests  by  minority 
Serbs  residing  in  the  ethnieally  Albanian-dominated  provinee 
as  the  foundation  for  his  Serbian  nationalist  platform  and  his 
subsequent  rise  to  the  Serbian  presideney  in  1987.^®  By  1989, 
Belgrade  had  revoked  Kosovo’s  status  as  an  autonomous  re¬ 
gion  and  plaeed  restrietions  on  land  ownership  and  govern¬ 
ment  jobs  for  Kosovo  Albanians. During  the  1990s,  Kosovar 
dissension  spawned  a  series  of  both  violent  and  nonviolent 
protest.^®  Opposition  beeame  violent  in  1997  with  the  forma¬ 
tion  of  a  small  group  of  lightly  armed  guerrilla  fighters  known 
as  the  KLA.  In  response  to  KLA  ambushes  of  Serbian  poliee  in 
early  1998,  Serbian  forees  eondueted  brutal  retaliatory  at- 
taeks  against  suspeeted  KLA  positions. KLA  support  swelled 
within  Kosovo  and  led  to  an  esealation  of  KLA  aetivity.  In  July 
of  1998,  Serbian  forees  eondueted  a  village -by -village  seareh 
for  KLA  members,  displaeing  over  200,000  Kosovars  in  the 
proeess.®°  The  magnitude  of  the  humanitarian  erisis  eaptured 
the  attention  of  the  international  eommunity. 

In  response  to  the  KLA  and  Serbian  exehanges,  the  UN  Seeu- 
rily  Couneil  passed  Resolution  1 160  in  Mareh  1998  and  Resolu¬ 
tion  1199  in  September  1998.  The  resolutions  eondemned  Ser- 
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bia’s  excessive  use  of  force,  established  an  arms  embargo,  and 
called  for  an  immediate  cease-fire  and  the  introduction  of  inter¬ 
national  monitors. The  latter  demand  was  met  in  the  cease-fire 
negotiated  between  US  envoys  and  Belgrade  in  October  1998.^^ 

However,  the  massacre  of  45  Kosovar  Albanians  at  Racak  on 
19  January  1999  quickly  brought  the  cease-fire  to  an  end.^^ 
Under  threat  of  NATO  air  strikes,  Serbian  and  Kosovar  repre¬ 
sentatives  were  summoned  to  Rambouillet,  France,  to  negotiate 
a  peace  agreement.  The  compromise  included  the  key  items  of 
a  NATO-led  implementation  force;  the  recognition  of  the  interna¬ 
tional  borders  of  the  Former  Republic  of  Yugoslavia,  made  up  of 
Serbia,  Montenegro,  and  Kosovo;  and  an  interim  three-year 
agreement,  after  which  a  final  settlement  of  Kosovo  could  be 
arranged.^®  The  Kosovar  delegation  initially  refused  to  agree  un¬ 
less  reference  was  made  to  a  future  referendum  to  decide  the  fate 
of  Kosovo.  Under  the  threat  of  the  withdrawal  of  international 
support,  including  financial  and  military  aid  to  the  KLA,  the 
Kosovar  delegates  reluctantly  signed  on  18  March  1999.^®  The 
Serbs,  unwilling  to  accept  a  NATO-led  military  force  within 
Kosovo,  remained  recalcitrant.  In  the  face  of  diplomatic  impasse, 
NATO  air  strikes  were  ordered  to  commence  on  24  March. 

Initial  planning  for  NATO  air  strikes  against  Serbia  began  as 
early  as  June  of  1998.^^  Targeting  for  the  strikes  focused  on  fixed 
command  and  control  and  military  facilities  in  Kosovo,  Mon¬ 
tenegro,  and  Serbia.  These  targets  were  selected  for  a  variety  of 
reasons,  one  being  the  low  risk  of  collateral  damage.^®  The 
strikes  were  intended  as  the  punishment  portion  of  NATO’s  co¬ 
ercive  carrot-and-stick  strategy.  The  air  plan  in  no  way  resem¬ 
bled  a  decisive  air  campaign,  with  the  initial  target  list  including 
only  100  targets.^®  Of  these,  only  50  were  eventually  approved, 
sufficient  for  only  two  or  three  nights  of  strikes. Additionally, 
the  desire  to  maintain  consensus  among  the  19  NATO  countries 
was  reflected  in  the  constrained  nature  of  the  strikes. 

In  February  1999,  in  the  midst  of  the  Rambouillet  talks, 
Gen  Wesley  Clark,  SACEUR,  became  concerned  over  the 
prospect  of  increased  ethnic-cleansing  operations  by  the  Ser¬ 
bian  army  within  Kosovo  once  NATO  air  operations  com¬ 
menced.  Two  of  NATO’s  stated  military  objectives  involved 
dealing  directly  with  the  Serbian  fielded  forces;  to  deter  further 
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Serbian  action  against  the  Kosovars  and  to  reduce  the  ability 
of  the  Serbian  military  to  continue  offensive  operations  against 
them.'^^  Gen  Wesley  Clark  ordered  Lt  Gen  Mike  Short,  his 
CFACC,  to  increase  the  scope  of  air  planning  to  include  direct 
attacks  on  the  Serbian  fielded  forces  in  Kosovo. 

Concealed  within  the  verdant,  cloud-covered  valley  of 
Kosovo  were  40,000  soldiers  of  the  Serbian  Third  Army 
equipped  with  hundreds  of  tanks,  APCs,  and  artillery  pieces 
interspersed  among  over  a  million  Kosovars.  In  addition,  a 
wall  of  mobile,  radar-guided  SAMs,  MANPADS,  and  AAA  (as 
well  as  a  squadron  of  MiG-21  fighters)  protected  the  Third 
Army  against  NATO  air  forces. 

In  developing  air  plans  against  the  Serbian  Third  Army,  US 
planners  assumed  air  superiority  and  relied  on  SEAD  and  elec¬ 
tronic  jamming  assets  to  confuse  and  degrade  the  Serbian  IADS. 
Assuming  strike  aircraft  could  safely  enter  Kosovo,  two  tactical 
problems  still  remained:  how  to  locate  and  identify  the  targets 
and  how  to  attack  them  successfully  while  limiting  collateral 
damage.  A- 10  AFACs  trained  in  visual  reconnaissance  and  ASC 
were  selected  for  the  task.'^^  A- 10  AFACs  would  search  out  tar¬ 
gets  identified  by  either  JSTARS  (in  real-time)  or  by  intelligence, 
surveillance,  and  reconnaissance  (ISR)  assets  during  pre¬ 
mission  planning.  Once  targets  were  identified,  the  A- 10  AFACs 
would  control  strikes  using  available  NATO  aircraft. 

Beginning  at  1900  Zulu  on  24  March  1999,  NATO  air  forces 
struck  Serbian  targets. These  attacks  focused  on  the  Serbian 
LADS,  military  command  and  control  nodes,  and  airfields  and 
aircraft. NATO  commenced  the  war  with  214  dedicated  combat 
aircraft,  1 12  of  which  were  from  the  United  States.'^®  Initial  NATO 
strikes  were  met  with  minimal  resistance  from  Serbian  SAMs 
and  fighters.  Rather,  the  primary  response  took  place  within 
Kosovo  and  was  directed  at  the  Kosovar  population. 

With  the  breakdown  of  the  Rambouillet  peace  talks  and  sub¬ 
sequent  withdrawal  of  international  observers  on  19  March 
1999,  Serb  ground  forces  commenced  the  systematic  expul¬ 
sion  of  Kosovo’s  ethnic  Albanians,  code-named  Operation 
Horseshoe. Ethnic-cleansing  operations  were  stepped  up 
once  NATO  bombing  began,  leaving  several  hundred  thousand 
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displaced  refugees  seeking  safety  in  Albania  and  Maeedonia  or 
fleeing  to  the  foothills  within  Kosovo. 

Responding  to  the  rapidly  deteriorating  situation  within 
Kosovo,  General  Clark  ordered  General  Short  to  eommenee  at- 
taeks  on  Serbian  fielded  forees  on  30  Mareh.  Poor  weather  de¬ 
layed  the  first  sueeessful  A- 10  strikes  until  6  April. During 
OAF,  A- 10  AFACs  flew  over  1,000  missions  and  eontrolled 
many  other  strikers  in  the  attaeks  on  Serb  forees  in  the  KEZ. 
Their  attaeks  ended  on  9  June  1999,  when  a  peaee  agreement 
was  reaehed. 


History  of  A- 1  Os  in  Kosovo 

A-lOs  first  flew  over  the  Balkans  in  1993  when  NATO  air- 
eraft  began  eondueting  air  operations  over  Bosnia.  Exeept  for 
oeeasional  relief  provided  by  other  Air  Foree,  Reserve,  and 
Guard  A- 10  units,  the  81st  FS  maintained  a  eontinual  pres- 
enee  at  Aviano  until  1997.  The  A- 10s  were  the  only  NVG 
fighter  aireraft  eapable  of  providing  both  day  and  night  CAS 
and  AFAC  eoverage  for  UN  and  NATO  ground  forees.  F-16CG 
squadrons  of  the  31st  Fighter  Wing  at  Aviano  were  eventually 
trained  to  use  NVGs  and  assumed  most  of  the  AFAC  duties 
over  Bosnia.  With  the  eontinual  presenee  of  A- 10s  in  the 
Balkans  no  longer  required,  the  81st  needed  only  to  eonduet 
yearly  deployments  to  Aviano  to  remain  familiar  with  Balkan 
operations  and  provide  AFAC  eoverage  when  the  31st  FW  was 
deployed  elsewhere. 

In  January  1999,  the  81st  deployed  six  A-lOs  to  replaee  an 
Aviano  F-16CG  squadron  that  had  departed  on  a  stateside  de¬ 
ployment.  The  number  of  A- 10s  eommitted  to  Balkan  opera¬ 
tions  eontinued  to  inerease  throughout  OAF.  With  tensions 
rising  in  Kosovo  following  the  Raeak  massaere.  A- 10s  were  or¬ 
dered  to  remain  at  Aviano,  and  the  squadron  inereased  the 
number  of  aireraft  to  15  by  the  eommeneement  of  NATO  air 
strikes  on  24  Mareh.  As  the  81st  deployed  to  Gioia  del  Colle 
AB  in  southern  Italy,  it  reaehed  23  aireraft  and  leveled  at  that 
number.  On  21  May,  an  additional  18  Air  Foree  Reserve  air¬ 
eraft  beeame  operational  at  Trapani,  Sieily,  to  bring  the  total 
to  41  A- 10s  supporting  OAF. 


311 


A- 10s  were  initially  tasked  with  providing  CSAR  for  NATO 
airerews;  A- 10  pilots  from  the  81st  FS,  using  Sandy  eall  signs, 
were  the  mission  eommanders  for  the  dramatie  reseue  of  an 
F-117  pilot  shot  down  near  Belgrade  on  the  fourth  night  of 
strikes.  A- 10s  provided  on-seene  eommand,  traeked  the  sur¬ 
vivor’s  loeation,  eoordinated  the  reseue  effort,  and  provided 
eover  for  reseue  helieopters  during  the  ingress,  survivor 
piekup,  and  egress  of  enemy  territory. 

Sandy  was  the  eall  sign  for  A- IE  Skyraiders  that  performed 
on-seene  eommand  of  CSARs  during  Vietnam.  A- 10s  have 
eontinued  to  use  the  Sandy  eall  sign  to  signify  the  type  of  mis¬ 
sion  being  eondueted.  A- 10  Sandys  provided  CSAR  eoverage 
for  all  NATO  aireraft  flying  over  Kosovo  and  Serbia,  both  day 
and  night,  throughout  OAF. 

On  26  Mareh,  the  CAOC  notified  the  81st  to  eommenee 
AFAC  missions  on  30  Mareh.  Although  all  NATO  air  strikes  to 
this  point  had  taken  plaee  at  night,  a  shortage  of  EA-6B  jam¬ 
mers  and  F-16CJ  SEAD  aireraft  prevented  adding  any  AFAC 
day  missions  sinee  all  eonventional  fighter  and  bomber  aireraft 
operating  in  Serbia  or  Kosovo  were  required  to  have  jamming 
and  SEAD  support.  NATO’s  limiting  faetor  was  EA-6B  and 
F-16CJ  airframes — not  airerews;  the  solution  was  to  double¬ 
turn  SEAD  aireraft  to  support  AFAC  missions  during  the  day 
and  strike  missions  at  night.  Launehing  from  Aviano,  A- 10s 
flew  sorties  of  six  to  seven  hours  down  the  Adriatie,  aeross 
Albania  and  up  into  Kosovo.  Low-level  elouds  over  Kosovo  pre¬ 
vented  aerial  attaeks  until  6  April,  when  A- 10  AFACs  loeated 
and  struek  a  Serbian  truek  park;  that  strike  was  followed  by 
two  more  sueeessful  days  of  attaeking  eonvoys  of  Serbian 
tanks  and  APCs. 

The  exeessive  en  route  time  from  Aviano  to  Kosovo  redueed 
the  A-lO’s  time  on  station  and  prevented  an  air  frame  from  fly¬ 
ing  two  daylight  missions  per  day.  Fifteen  days  into  the  war, 
the  CAOC  ordered  the  81st  FS  to  redeploy  to  Gioia.  On  11 
April  1999,  the  jets  from  Aviano  were  joined  in  the  move  by  an 
additional  three  aireraft  from  Spangdahlem.  At  Gioia,  the  sor¬ 
tie-duration  times  were  redueed,  on-station  times  were  in- 
ereased,  and  the  jets  eould  fly  two  daylight  missions  per  day. 
A  detaehment  from  the  74th  FS  at  Pope  arrived  in  late  April 
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with  five  aircraft,  nine  pilots,  and  65  maintenance  personnel 
to  augment  81st  FS  operations.  A  British  GR-7  Harrier 
squadron,  an  Italian  Tornado  squadron,  and  an  Italian  F-104 
Starfighter  squadron  were  also  located  at  Gioia.  The  Harriers 
flew  as  strike  aircraft  for  A- 10  AFACs  on  a  daily  basis,  and  the 
proximity  of  operations  made  for  a  close  working  relationship. 

A- 10  AFAC  operations  at  Gioia  commenced  within  24  hours 
of  arrival.  With  the  growing  success  of  strikes  against  their 
Third  Army,  the  Serbs  increased  their  active  air  defenses.  A- 
10  AFACs  began  reporting  barrage-fired  AAA  and  SAM 
launches.  On  2  May,  an  A- 10  AFAC  was  struck  by  an  SA-14 
infrared-guided  SAM  and  was  forced  to  recover  at  Skopje  AB, 
Macedonia.  On  11  May,  another  A- 10  AFAC  was  struck  be¬ 
neath  the  cockpit  by  a  mobile  SAM;  fortunately,  that  missile 
failed  to  detonate,  and  the  jet  was  able  to  recover  to  Gioia. 

AFAC  operations  over  Kosovo  grew  to  cover  most  of  the  day 
and  half  of  the  night.  A- 10s  covered  two  four -hour  daylight 
windows,  all  the  while  maintaining  four  aircraft  on  CSAR  alert 
during  night  operations.  F-16CG  AFACs  provided  some  day 
coverage  and  also  flew  during  a  two-  to  three-hour  night  win¬ 
dow.  The  US  Navy  provided  day  AFAC  coverage  as  well  with  F- 
14s  flying  off  the  USS  Theodore  Roosevelt  Even  more  AFACs 
were  needed  to  provide  full  coverage — 24  hours  a  day,  seven 
days  a  week — over  Kosovo.  The  Air  National  Guard  then 
stepped  in  to  create  the  104th  EOG,  a  rainbowed  group  of  18 
aircraft  from  units  in  Michigan,  Massachusetts,  and  Idaho.  By 
19  May,  the  104th  had  deployed  to  Trapani  AB  in  western 
Sicily.  The  lengthy  trip  from  Trapani  to  the  KEZ  precluded  the 
104th  from  being  able  to  double-turn  for  day  missions,  but  it 
was  able  to  cover  a  midday  AFAC  window  and  then  turn  for 
late-night  missions.  Additionally,  the  104th  deployed  three  of 
its  aircraft  to  Taszar,  Hungary,  in  May  to  perform  CSAR  alert, 
thus  improving  the  CSAR  response  time  in  the  event  of  a 
shootdown  over  northern  Serbia.  The  final  aircraft  to  join  the 
AFAC  mission  was  the  US  Marine  F/A-18D.  A  full  squadron 
joined  the  104th  CSAR  detachment  at  Taszar,  and  these  air¬ 
craft  were  flying  over  Kosovo  by  late  May. 

Late  May  proved  the  most  successful  period  for  air  attacks 
against  Serb  ground  forces.  Several  factors  influenced  that 
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success  and  combined  to  provide  a  greater  opportunity  for 
NATO  air  attaeks.  Those  faetors  ineluded  an  inereased  foree 
strueture,  improved  weather  eonditions,  and  a  KLA  offensive 
in  western  Kosovo  that  foreed  the  Serbian  Third  Army  out  of 
its  hiding  plaees.  NATO  inereased  the  number  of  AFACs  and 
strikers  for  near-eontinuous  daylight  operations  until  eombat 
operations  eeased  on  10  June  1999.  A-lOs  eontinued  to  pro¬ 
vide  airborne  and  ground  CAS  alert  until  the  end  of  June  as 
NATO  oeeupation  ground  forees  entered  Kosovo. 
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Glossary 


AAA 

antiaircraft  artillery 

AB 

air  base 

ABCCC 

airborne  battlefield  eommand  and  eontrol 
eenter  (EC-130E) 

AC 

alternating  eurrent  (eleetrieal  power  with 
alternating  polarity) 

ACC 

Air  Combat  Command 

ADI 

attitude  direetion  indieator 

ADVON 

advaneed  eehelon 

AEF 

Air  Expeditionary  Foree 

AEW 

Air  Expeditionary  Wing 

AFAC 

airborne  forward  air  eontroller,  aka  FAC(A) 

AFSOUTH 

Allied  Forees  Southern  Europe;  NATO’s 
regional  headquarters  at  Naples,  Italy 

AGL 

above  ground  level 

AGM 

air-to-ground  missile 

AIM 

air  intereept  missile 

AI 

air  interdietion 

AIRCENT 

Allied  Air  Forees  Central  Europe  (NATO) 

AIRSOUTH 

Allied  Air  Forees  Southern  Europe  (NATO) 

AMRAAM 

advaneed  medium  range  air-to-air  missile 

AO 

area  of  operations 

AOR 

area  of  responsibility 

APC 

armored  personnel  earner 

APU 

auxiliary  power  unit 

arty 

artillery  pieees 

ASC 

air  strike  eontrol 

ATACMS 

air  taetieal  missile  systems 

ATO 

air  tasking  order 

AWACS 

airborne  warning  and  eontrol  system  (E-3) 

BAI 

battlefield  air  interdietion 

bandit 

an  enemy  aireraft 

BDA 

battle  damage  assessment 
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BE 

bingo 


bino 

bomblet 

bootleg 

BRAA 


break 

BSD 

C3CM 

CAIFF 

CANN 

CAP 

CAS 

CAVOK 

CBU 

CEM 

CFACC 

COAC 

Compass 

Call 

CP 

CSAR 


basie  eneyelopedia  number  used  to  eatalog 
targets 

(1)  brevity  term  used  by  taetieal  air  forees  to 
indieate  a  fuel  level  that  requires  termination 
of  the  mission  and  reeovery  to  a  tanker  or 
home  station;  (2)  brevity  term  used  by  speeial 
operations  SAR  helieopter  forees  to  indieate 
that  the  door  gunner  is  abeam  the  survivor 

gyro-stabilized  binoeulars;  12  power  and  15 
power 

a  CBU  submunition 

unseheduled  (e.g.,  a  bootlegged  tanker  is  an 
unseheduled  air-to-air  refueling) 
taetieal  eontrol  format  providing  target  bear¬ 
ing,  range,  altitude,  and  aspeet,  relative  to  a 
friendly  aireraft 

an  aggressive,  abrupt  maneuver  to  defeat 

SAM,  AAA,  or  air-to-air  threats 

battle  staff  direetives 

eommand,  eontrol,  and  eommunieations 

eountermeasures 

eombined  air  interdietion  of  fielded  forees 

temporarily  removing  parts  from  an  aireraft 
(eannibalization)  so  others  ean  fly 

eombat  air  patrol 
elose  air  support 
eeiling  and  visibility  OK 
eluster  bomb  unit 

eombined  effeets  munition  (CBU-87) 
eombined  forees  air  eomponent  eommander 
eombined  air  operations  eenter 


an  aireraft  eonfigured  to  perform  taetieal 
C3CM  (EC-130H) 
eontrol  point 

eombat  seareh  and  reseue 
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DC 

DCA 

DEAD 

dirtball 

doolie 

EABS 

ECM 

EES 

ELS 

EO 

EOG 

ESS 

EUCOM 

EW 

FAC 

fence 

EG 

FL 


FLEX 

EM 


FOV 
fox  mike 

frag 


FS 

FW 


direct  current  (electrical  power  with  constant 
polarity) 

defensive  counterair 
destruction  of  enemy  air  defenses 
dirt  road 

first  year  cadet  at  the  AF  Academy 
expeditionary  air  base  squadron 
electronic  countermeasures 
expeditionary  fighter  squadron 
expeditionary  logistic  squadron 
electro-optical 

expeditionary  operations  group 
expeditionary  support  squadron 
US  European  Command 
electronic  warfare 
forward  air  controller 

the  demarcation  line  between  friendly  and 
enemy  territory 
fighter  group 

flight  level;  thousands  of  feet  when  using  a 
standard  altimeter  setting  of  29.92  (FL  300  is 
30,000  MSL  with  29.92  set) 
force  level  execution  targeting  cell  (located 
within  the  CAOC) 

type  of  radio  that  uses  frequency  modulation; 
used  by  A- 10  pilots  primarily  for  inter - 
formation  communication 

field  of  view 

military  phonetic  alphabet  expression  for  FM 
and  commonly  used  to  refer  to  the  FM  radio 

(1)  the  “fragmented  order”  which  tasked  unit 
aircraft,  weapons,  targets,  and  TOTs;  (2) 
a  lethal  piece  of  warhead  case  that  is  explo¬ 
sively  projected  from  the  point  of  detonation 
to  its  impact  point 

fighter  squadron 
fighter  wing 
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GAU-8 

GPS 

Guard 

hard  deck 

hardball 

HARM 

heads- 

down 


hitting  the 
tanker 
Hog 

HUD 

IADS 

ICAOC 

ID 

IFF 


HR 

INS 

IP 

IR 

ISOPREP 


ISR 

JAGG 


A-lO’s  internal  30  mm  cannon  (Avenger) 
Global  Positioning  System 

a  common  emergency  frequency  that  all  pilots 
monitor 

the  lowest  altitude  for  operations  allowed  by 
the  ROE 

paved  road 

high-speed  antiradiation  missile  (AGM-88) 
when  the  pilot  concentrates  on  things  inside 
the  aircraft  or  looking  outside  through  the 
binoculars,  and  is  unable  to  clear  the  air¬ 
space  for  threats  or  other  aircraft 
aircrew  jargon  for  rejoining  on,  connecting  to, 
and  taking  fuel  from  a  tanker 
one  of  several  A- 10  nicknames;  also  Warthog 
and  Hawg 

head-up-display 

integrated  air  defense  system 

interim  combined  air  operations  center 

(ICAOC-5  was  located  at  Vicenza,  Italy,  and 

often  referred  to  as  the  CAOC) 

to  identify 

identification,  friend  or  foe;  a  system  that 
uses  a  transponder  response  to  an  interrogat¬ 
ing  radar  that  indicates  the  host  aircraft  to  be 
a  friend  (if  code  is  set  correctly)  or  foe  (if  not 
set  correctly) 
imaging  infrared 
inertial  navigation  system 
initial  point 
infrared 

isolated  personnel  report,  which  documents 
unique  information  on  an  aircrew  to  allow  for 
positive  ID  during  a  SAR 

intelligence,  surveillance,  and  reconnaissance 
joint  air  operations  center 
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JSTARS 

joint  surveillance,  target  attack  radar  system 
(E-8) 

KEZ 

Kosovo  engagement  zone,  which  included 
Kosovo  and  southeast  Serbia 

KLA 

Kosovo  Liberation  Army  (English)  or  Ushtria 
Clirimtare  e  Kosoves  ([UCK]  Albanian) 

LANTRIN 

low-altitude  navigation  and  targeting  infrared 
for  night 

LASTE 

low  altitude  safety  and  target  enhancement 
system  used  in  the  A- 10 

lead 

the  term  for  leader,  as  in  two-ship  flight  lead 

LGB 

laser -guided  bomb 

LOG 

lines  of  communication 

MANPADS 

man  portable  air  defense  systems,  which 
include  heat-seeking,  shoulder -fired  missiles 

Maverick 

AGM-65D  is  a  large  antiarmor  imaging- 
infrared  (HR)  guided  missile  with  a  125  lb 
shaped  charge  warhead 

MG 

mission  commander 

MET 

mission  essential  task  list,  which  is  a  com¬ 
mander’s  list  of  priority  tasks,  which  help 
define  their  war -fighting  requirements 

MPC 

mission  planning  cell 

MR 

mission  ready,  capable  of  flying  assigned 
combat  missions 

MRE 

meals  ready  to  eat 

MSL 

altitude  above  mean  sea  level 

MUP 

Serb  Interior  Ministry  police 

NAEW 

NATO  airborne  early  warning  aircraft,  which 
used  the  call  sign  “Magic” 

NATO 

North  Atlantic  Treaty  Organization 

NBA 

brevity  term  for  the  half  of  Kosovo  east  of  22 
degrees  east  longitude 

NCA 

national  command  authorities,  generally  the 
president  or  secretary  of  defense 

NFL 

brevity  term  for  the  half  of  Kosovo  west  of  22 
degrees  east  longitude 
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NM 

nautieal  miles 

NVG 

night  vision  goggles 

OAF 

Operation  Allied  Foree 

OPCON 

operational  eontrol 

ORI 

operational  readiness  inspeetion 

OSC 

on-seene  eommander  for  SAR  operations 

outlaw 

brevity  term  for  an  aireraft  that  meets  the 
enemy  point  of  origin  eriteria 

Pave  Penny 

a  laser -spot  reeognition  system  that  displays 
in  the  A- 10  eoekpit  where  a  laser,  from  an 
external  souree,  is  designating 

PERSCO 

Personnel  Aeeountability  Team 

pipper 

eenter  point  of  a  gun/bomb  sight 

PLS 

Personnel  Loeator  System  is  the  standard 
eombat  seareh-and-reseue  system  for  the  US 
military  and  NATO 

POL 

petroleum,  oil,  and  lubrieants 

POW 

prisoner  of  war 

RAF 

Royal  Air  Foree 

revets 

brevity  term  for  revetments 

ROE 

rule(s)  of  engagement 

RTB 

return  to  base 

RTU 

replaeement  training  unit 

RWR 

radar  warning  reeeiver 

SACEUR 

supreme  allied  eommander  Europe 

SAM 

surfaee-to-air  missile 

SAN 

naval  SAM  system 

Sandy 

eall  sign  for  fighters  that  eontrol  and  support 
SAR  operations 

SAR 

seareh  and  reseue 

SEAD 

suppression  of  enemy  air  defenses 

seeondary 

additional  explosion(s)  eaused  by  an  initial 
explosion 

shaek 

direet  hit  on  a  target 

SHAPE 

Supreme  Headquarters  Allied  Powers  Europe 
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sky  hooked 

SOS 

spades 

SPINS 
splash 
Stan/Eval 
steer -point 

stepped 


stepped-on 

strikers 

talk-on 

taskings 
top  three 

triple -A 
UAV 

UCK 

UHF 

UK 

UN 

undereast 

unseeure 


eonserve  fuel  by  optimizing  speed  and  alti¬ 
tude  for  maximum  range 

Speeial  Operations  Squadron 

brevity  term  indieates  an  aireraft  is  not 
squawking  the  right  IFF  transponder  eode 

speeial  instruetions 
weapons  impaet  and  explosion 
standardization  and  evaluation 
preplanned  geographieal  referenee  points 
(e.g.,  steer -point  alpha) 

to  depart  the  squadron  for  the  aireraft  at  the 
prebriefed  “step  time,”  a  eritieal  milestone  in 
the  sequenee  of  getting  a  flight  airborne  on 
time 

a  simultaneous  transmissions  between  two 
people,  with  neither  hearing  the  other’s  trans¬ 
mission 

attaek  aireraft  who  employ  weapons  under 
the  eontrol  of  an  AFAC 
a  FAC’s  deseription  of  the  target  and  target 
area  to  assist  an  attaeking  aireraft  to 
positively  identify  the  target 

missions  fragged  on  the  ATO 

designated  senior  squadron  leadership,  whieh 
ineludes  the  eommander,  ops  offieer,  and 
another  experieneed  person 

antiaireraft  artillery 

unmanned  aerial  vehiele  (e.g..  Predator,  Laser 
Predator,  and  Hunter) 

Ushtria  Clirimtare  E  Kosoves  (Albanian)  and 
Kosovo  Liberation  Army  ([KLA]  English) 

radio  transmitting  on  ultra  high  frequeneies 
and  eommonly  referred  to  as  “uniform” 

United  Kingdom 
United  Nations 

a  deek  of  elouds  whose  tops  are  below  an  air- 
eraft’s  altitude 
nonenerypted  radio 
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USAFE 

United  States  Air  Forees  in  Europe 

UTM 

Universal  Transverse  Mereator,  a  map  grid 
system 

VHF-AM 

radio  transmitting  over  very  high  frequeneies 
using  amplitude  modulation  and  eommonly 
referred  to  as  “vietor” 

VID 

visual  identifieation 

vis 

brevity  term  for  visibility 

VJ 

Serb  army 

VMEZ 

Serb  army  (VJ)  and  Serb  Interior  Ministry 
poliee  (MUP)  engagement  zone 

vul 

seheduled  periods  of  time  when  the  KEZ  was 
vulnerable  to  AFACs  looking  for  and  striking 
targets 

WI 

vertieal  veloeity  indieator 

Willy  Pete 

slang  phonetie  expression  for  2.75-ineh 
white-phosphorous  roekets 

WP 

white  phosphorous 

Zulu 

the  time  at  the  prime  meridian  that  is  used 
for  military  planning  and  is  also  known  as 
Coordinated  Universal  Time  (UTC)  and 
Greenwleh  mean  time  (GMT) 
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2S1  self-propelled  artillery,  112-13 
20th  Special  Operations  Squadron 
(SOS),  10 

21st  Special  Operations  Squadron 
(SOS),  10 

23d  Fighter  Group  (FG),  26,  92,  139 
31st  Air  Expeditionary  Wing  (AEW),  16, 
20,  25-26,  29,  68-69,  71,  311 
31st  Expeditionary  Operations  Group 
(EOG),  20,  26,  67 

36th  Stormo,  Italian  fighter  wing,  78 
40th  Expeditionary  Air  Base  Squadron 
(EABS),  75 

40th  Expeditionary  Logistics  Squadron 
(ELS),  19,  75 

40th  Expeditionary  Operations  Group 
(EOG),  15,  19-21,  39,  67,  71-76,  85, 
100,  106,  139,  182,  242,  247 
40th  Expeditionary  Support  Squadron 
(ESS),  19 

52d  Air  Expeditionary  Wing  (AEW),  15, 
20-21,  71,  76,  83,  85,  134 
52d  Fighter  Wing  (FW),  16,  35,  39,  70, 
80,  139 

74th  Fighter  Squadron  (FS),  “Flying 
Tigers,”  11,  15,  18-21,  27,  39,  72-76, 
89,  91,  96-98,  270,  273,  287,  296, 
312 

75th  Fighter  Squadron  (FS),  15,  58,  97 
81st  Fighter  Squadron  (FS), 

“Panthers,”10,  15-16,  18,  20,  23, 

26,  28,  40,  54-59,  64,  66,  68, 

70-71,  73,  75,  86,  91-92,  96,  109, 
126,  131,  203,  232,  244,  247, 
264-67,  271,  287,  300,  311-13 
103d  Fighter  Squadron  (FS),  15,  19 
104th  Expeditionary  Operations  Group 
(EOG),  “Killer  Bees,”  15,  19-21,  313 
131st  Expeditionary  Fighter  Squadron 
(EFS),  11,  15,  20-21 
172d  Fighter  Squadron  (FS),  15,  19 
190th  Fighter  Squadron  (FS),  15,  19 
492d  Fighter  Squadron  (FS),  26 
494th  Fighter  Squadron  (FS),  26 
510th  Fighter  Squadron  (FS), 

“Buzzards,”  16,  23,  29,  56,  67-68 
555th  Fighter  Squadron  (FS),  26 
603d  Air  Control  Squadron  (ACS),  68 


606th  Expeditionary  Air  Control 
Squadron  (EACS),  256 

Adriatic  Sea,  8,  23,  38,  57,  60,  68,  82, 
99,  177,  180,  187-88,  194,  202, 

251,  253,  273,  288,  292,  294,  312 
advanced  echelon  (ADVON),  89 
aircraft 

A- IE  (Korean  War-era 

fighter/Vletnam-era  FAC), 
“Skyralder”  and  “Sandy,”  1,  312 
A-lO/OA-10  (fighter)  “Thunderbolt 
11,”  “Warthog,”  and  “Hog” 
armament,  1,  11-15,  41,  46,  58, 
62,  94-95,  287 

beddown,  67-80,  86-96,  99-103, 
292 

combat  action,  36,  46,  54,  57-59, 
62,  85,  112,  115-16,  124-30, 
155-57,  166-69,  197-207, 
214-30,  237-40,  245-48, 
280-83,  288-90,  299-300 
combat  damage,  116-21,  261-63 
defensive  reaction  and  survivabil¬ 
ity,  53-54,  63-65,  106-7, 
110-11,  116-21,  124-30, 
240-43,  274-77,  283-86 
design  and  limitations,  1,  46,  209 
double-engine  failure,  249-58 
equipment  and  systems,  1, 

26-27,  210-12,  249-58 
lineage  and  nomenclature,  1-2 
maintenance,  57,  90-96,  194-95, 
271-72 

media,  27,  132,  135,  243 
performance,  29-30 
ROE  impact,  29,  59-60,  85, 
132-33,  143-53,  157-63, 
169-97,  242-43,  290-92 
roles  and  missions,  3-11 
training,  40,  84 
units,  15-21 

AMX  (Italian  fighter),  33,  110 
CF-18  (Canadian  fighter),  “Hornet,” 
32,  41,  43-45,  54,  110 
E-2C,  (airborne  early  warning), 
“Hawkeye,”  33,  127-28 
E-3  (airborne  warning  and  control 
system  [AWACS]/NATO  airborne 
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early  warning  [NAEW]),  “Magic,” 

6,  9-10,  23-24,  28,  33,  73, 
111-13,  116,  144,  187-88,  194, 
201-4,  206-7,  219-22,  224-27, 

230,  254-56,  274-77,  288 

E-8  (joint  surveillance,  target  attack 
radar  system  [Joint  STARS/ 
JSTARSj),  23,  27-28,  33,  138-39, 
142,  146,  297,  304,  310 

EA-6B  (electronic  jammer), 

“Prowler,”  9,  23,  28-29,  33,  106, 
111,  189,  206,  277,  312 

EC-130E  (airborne  battlefield  com¬ 
mand  and  control  center 
[ABCCC]),  “Moonbeam”  and 
“Bookshelf,”  5-6,  9-10,  23-24, 

28,  33-34,  38,  43,  46,  48,  51,  57, 
63,  127,  141-42,  144,  146-48, 
150-52,  159-61,  169-70,  172-73, 
189,  201,  211-12,  219,  223,  229, 

231,  235,  241-42,  245-47,  273, 
286,  290,  300 

EC-130H  (tactical  Information  war¬ 
fare),  “Compass  Calf”  33 

EF-18  (Spanish  fighter),  “Hornet,” 

33,  110 

F-4G  (defense  suppression),  “Wild 
Weasel,”  68,  307 

F-14  (flghter/alrborne  forward  air 
controller),  “Tomcat,”  8,  32-34, 
167-68,  no,  210,  242,  296-97, 
313 

F-15A  and  F-15C  (air  superiority 
fighters),  “Eagle,”  38,  221 

F-15E  (air  superiority  flghter/precl- 
slon  attack),  “Strike  Eagle,”  5,  23, 
26,  28-29,  33,  41-43,  46-47,  54, 
109 

F-16AM  (Dutch  fighter),  “Fighting 
Falcon,”  23,  33 

F-16CG,  (fighter/FAC),  “Fighting 
Falcon,”  8,  11,  16,  23,  26,  28, 
32-33,  91,  no,  139,  210,  216-17, 
222,  237,  307,  311,  313 

F-16CJ  (defense  suppression), 
“Fighting  Falcon,”  9,  21,  23,  26, 
28-29,  33,  69,  85,  106,  116,  189, 
216-17,  226-27,  230,  275,  312 

F/A-18  (fighter),  “Hornet,”  33,  65, 

no,  128,  168 


F-84  (Korean  War-era  fighter), 
“Thunderjet,”  1 

F-84F  (Korean  War-era  fighter), 
“Thunderstreak,”  1 
F-IOOF  (flghter/FAC),  “Hun”  and 
“Misty,”  170 

F-104  (Italian  fighter),  “Starflghter,” 
78,  313 

F-105  (fighter),  “Thud,”  1 
F-lllF  (fighter),  “Vark,”  307 
F-n7  (stealth  fighter),  “Nlghthawk,” 

II,  15,  21,  25,  27,  55,  83,  85, 

95,  109,  135,  214-15,  266,  312 

GR-7  (British  fighter),  “Harrier,”  23, 
33,  41,  48-49,  51-52,  54,  57,  69, 
74,  78,  no,  139-40,  152,  154, 
200,  274,  313 

Hunter  (unmanned  aerial  vehicle 
[UAV]),  33,  138 

KC-135/KC-10  (tankers),  “Strato- 
tanker/Extender,”  9-10,  25,  28, 
33-34,  37,  41-43,  47,  60,  64,  69, 

III,  113,  123-25,  127,  138,  155, 
158,  160,  163-65,  171-73,  175, 
187-89,  192,  194,  200-201,  206, 
209,  214-17,  220-22,  224-25, 
233,  236-37,  239,  241-42,  245, 
247,  258,  273,  307 

Laser  Predator  (unmanned  aerial 
vehicle  [UAV]),  33,  212 
MH-53J  (special  operations  helicop¬ 
ter),  “Pave  Low,”  10,  33,  215,  220 
MH-60  (special  operations  helicop¬ 
ter),  “Pave  Hawk,”  33,  220 
MiG-21  fVletnam-era  Serbian 
fighter),  “Flshbed,”  310 
MlG-29  (Serbian  fighter),  “Fulcrum,” 
221-22 

P-47  (World  War  11-era  fighter), 
“Thunderbolt,”  1 

Predator  (unmanned  aerial  vehicle 
[UAV]),  33,  141-42,  211-12, 
247-48,  300 

Super  Etendards  (French  fighter), 

23,  32,  no 

TF-16  (Turkish  fighter),  “Fighting 
Falcon,”  33,  241 

Tornado  ECR  (German  electronic 
combat  and  reconnaissance),  32, 
106 


326 


Tornado  IDS  (Italian  ground-attack 
fighter),  32-33,  74,  78,  106,  110, 
313 

Air  Combat  Command  (ACC),  70 
air  interdiction,  3-5,  26,  303-4 
air  and  space  expeditionary  force  (AEF), 
92 

air  strike  control,  6 
air  tactical  missile  systems  (ATACMS), 
304 

air  tasking  order  (ATO),  33-34,  36,  51, 
77,  81,  99,  144,  296 
airborne  forward  air  controller  (AFAC, 
FAC,  and  FAC[A]),  2-4,  6-8,  11, 
13-14,  16,  18,  23-24,  26,  29,  31-39, 
41,  44,  47,  55,  57,  60,  62,  72-73, 

81,  95,  105-6,  109-11,  116,  124, 
126,  128,  137,  139,  141-44, 

146-48,  150,  152-54,  158,  160, 

164,  166-68,  171-72,  175-76,  195, 
200-201,  210-11,  231-34,  236,  240, 
242,  244,  248,  259-63,  273-74, 

279,  290-92,  296-97,  299-300, 
303-4,  307,  310-14 
AlrLand  Battle,  303-4 
alr-to-air  refueling,  3,  25,  33,  42-43, 

48,  63,  82,  160,  163-65,  172,  175, 
215,  220,  222,  273,  288 
Allied  Air  Forces  Central  Furope  (AIR- 
CFNT),  232 

Allied  Air  Forces  Southern  Furope  (AIR- 
SOUTH),  21,  26,  143,  158 
Allied  Forces  Southern  Furope 
(AFSOUTH),  70,  143,  150,  153 
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Viknidcrbiilt  Unbmmiyl  ia  fi  <JiiJ 

C^cilis,  Kenliu:^,  a  ’vrr.EipanB 
■chool  HTiidLLalE,  and  hod  A- 10 
■asugmnmta  fal  En(tlz.iid,  KntrH., 
GEnnnriy,  ar<Et  ALaklu,  Caliuirl 
Hb.'uji  attrndcd  ACSC  ^nd  SAASS 
und  in  cuJtEiqLly  Herring  aa-  the 
nperntlnna  nfficzr  nf  the  .'iJiSth 
Pifi^leT  Squtulmn  (pS]  nt  Eicilaijn: 
AFB,  Alnplca. 


Cij]  CKriittfliphci'  &r  'TtiTTmi)''  'Upfliiie: 

fUSAFAjl  mnnimndcd  Lhe  S  Ht  FS 
'PimlhflJT"  ifijTirvii  Allied 

Fdrn:  (OAPI  (ind  i*  cvirr^ntJ^  the 
nfuniiLqndEr  (if  the  ft  1 31h  Air 
Opmi|iijn>  Grniup  nl  Dflrii- 
Monflwi  AFO^  Pfrw  Heiich.  ICimiH 
had  A~  I  ft  (ifqignnirn  l'i>  in  E^f^nd 
and  C’ea-mpjTy  tmd  Flew  AT-M»  in 
Ntnv  Hexipt^.  Cdkinp]  llpave  ia  nn 
Qlmaled  Sphglar  and  a  j[rj).d«ptE  (if 
Che  F-rmch  Ji^int  jaelEnae  Collene 


Thene'  are  ceftaln  datES  in  the  history  of  warfEne  tliut  marit  iea3  ltdin|ng  palirts. . 
Nqw  there  ]s  a  new  date  to  Ik  on  tlie  calmdar.  June  3k  1499,  when  the 
eapltulatinni  of  President  Milosevic  proved  that  a  war  on  be  ivofi  by  ajrpower 
alone. 

— John  Keegan,  Ijondon^  Daity  Tetegraph 

_ U 

CtiloneLa  Haave  And  Hauji  arganixed  the  flrtthand  acci:iunxt  of 
inetohers  of  tJie  40th  Bxpeditioniur^  Ojwraooiit  Orotip  into  thli  hook- 
Thftif  deaenpuona  of  the  appHeatlon  of  (urpower— *  winflmanls  fif*t 

comtiat  eortie,  a  »uppon  offlcer'e  view  of  lui  PS  relocoiioa  during 
combat,  and  a  SiUidy  ptboi^  efTorta  to  And  end  reecoie  a  dowtied  P-t  1,7 
pUot— provide  the  reader  with  n  legitiinate  ijiaight  itiw  an  rtir  war  at  the 
tActJca]  level  and  tlte  airpower  Thar  helped  convince  MJltysevk  w 
copitalrtte. 
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